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CHAPTER  XXII 

THE  QU’ARREL  WITH  KEARNY 


IT  is  not  difficult  to  imagine  the  sensations  which  filled 
Fremont’s  mind  on  the  morning  of  January  14, 
1847,  as  he  prepared,  with  the  Capitulation  of  Couenga 
in  his  pocket,  to  march  into  Los  Angeles.  A  heavy  rain 
began  falling;  in  the  downpour  the  California  troops 
brought  into  camp  a  brass  howitzer  which  they  had  cap¬ 
tured  from  Kearny  at  San  Pascual.  Camp  was  broken, 
and  the  men,  urging  their  jaded  animals  over  slip¬ 
pery  hills,  entered  the  beautifully  verdant  plain  sur¬ 
rounding  the  town.  At  three  o’clock  in  the  afternoon, 
the  rain  still  pouring,  they  were  marching  down  the 
muddy  principal  street.  A  more  ragged,  ill-provided, 
unprepossessing  battalion  it  would  have  been  difficult 
to  imagine;  they  might  have  been  taken,  one  of  them 
remarked,  for  a  tribe  of  Tartar  nomads.1  Their  gar¬ 
ments  tattered,  drenched,  and  plastered  with  mud ;  some 
of  them  without  hats  or  shoes;  their  horses  dispirited 
and  exhausted — only  their  military  order  and  arms 
made  them  seem  soldiers.  Yet  Fremont  had  the  proud 
consciousness  that  California  was  conquered,  that  he 
had  played  one  of  the  most  important  roles  in  the  con¬ 
quest,  and  that  it  was  to  him  that  the  last  hostile  force 

1  Bryant,  What  I  Saw  in  California,  384  ff. 
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had  surrendered.  He  had  the  pleasant  knowledge  that 
Commodore  Stockton  would  appoint  him  governor,  and 
that  he  would  shortly  rule  over  the  territory  from  which 
only  a  few  months  earlier  Castro  had  ignominiously 
expelled  him.  It  must  have  been  an  exultant  moment. 
He  little  thought  that  one  of  the  most  humiliating  and 
agonizing  ordeals  of  his  life  lay  just  ahead. 

This  ordeal — the  bitter  quarrel  between  Kearny  and 
Fremont,  Kearny’s  triumph  and  the  arrest  of  Fremont, 
and  Fremont’s  court-martial — may  be  briefly  dismissed. 
It  attracted  national  attention;  and  because  it  made 
Fremont  more  than  ever  a  national  figure,  it  was  partly 
a  blessing  to  him  in  disguise.  It  was  one  of  those  epi¬ 
sodes  which  are  almost  certain  to  occur  in  protracted 
wars  waged  in  regions  distant  from  the  central  govern¬ 
ment.  The  clash  of  authority  seemed,  as  it  always  does, 
to  bring  out  the  most  disagreeable  qualities  of  both  an¬ 
tagonists.  In  consequence,  a  historian  of  the  period 
has  said  that  after  careful  study  he  thinks  that  Kearny 
was  “grasping,  jealous,  domineering  and  harsh,”  and 
that  Fremont  appears  “a  provokingly  unprincipled  and 
successful  schemer.”  1  This  is  an  unnecessarily  severe 
view  of  Fremont,  if  not  of  Kearny.  It  would  be  easy 
to  take  a  similarly  caustic  view  of  the  conduct  of  Gen¬ 
eral  Worth  and  General  Scott  in  their  controversy  in 
this  same  War.  Neither  Kearny  nor  Fremont  appears 
to  advantage  in  the  needless  dispute  and  Kearny  was 
unquestionably  brutal;  but  neither  man  was  so  bad  as 

1  Smith,  War  with  Mexico,  II,  454. 
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his  opponent’s  adherents,  then  in  California  and  later 
in  Washington,  thought  him. 

In  its  origin  the  dispute  turned  on  the  technical 
military  question  as  to  whether  General  Kearny  or 
Commodore  Stockton  was,  under  their  instructions  from 
Washington,  the  commander-in-chief  in  California.  It 
could  not  have  arisen  but  for  the  vagueness  and  confu¬ 
sion  of  the  orders  which  reached  these  two  commanders 
from  Washington.  Each  officer  had  much  right  to  feel 
that  the  chief  authority  was  his.  General  Kearny  had 
been  instructed  by  the  War  Department  on  June  3, 
1846,  that  “should  you  conquer  and  take  possession  of 
New  Mexico  and  upper  California,  or  considerable 
places  in  either,  you  will  establish  temporary  civil  gov¬ 
ernments  therein.”  He  had  also  been  instructed  two 
weeks  later  that  certain  troops  then  being  sent  to 
California  by  sea,  “and  such  as  may  be  organized  in 
California,  will  be  under  your  command.”  1  As  for 
Stockton,  he  had  been  reminded  on  July  22,  1846,  of  his 
duty  to  take  and  hold  California.  “This,”  he  was  in¬ 
structed,  “will  bring  with  it  the  necessity  of  a  civil  ad¬ 
ministration.  Such  a  government  should  be  established 
under  your  protection.”  He  was  to  communicate  his 
instructions  to  General  Kearny  when  the  latter  ar¬ 
rived,  “and  inform  him  that  they  have  the  sanction  of 
the  President.”  2  What  wonder  that  each  Commander 

1  Senate  Executive  Documents,  Thirtieth  Congress,  First  Session,  No.  33.  This 
will  be  referred  to  hereafter  simply  as  Fremont  Court-Martial,  it  being  the  proceed¬ 
ings  of  that  trial. 

2  Fr&mont  Court-Martial,  412. 
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thought  that  he  had  the  exclusive  right  to  erect  and 
control  the  new  civil  government  for  California? 

It  was  the  misfortune  of  Fremont  to  be  caught  in 
the  collision  between  these  two  officers ;  it  was  his  fur¬ 
ther  misfortune  to  choose  the  side  which  subsequent  or¬ 
ders  from  Washington  failed  to  sustain.  No  blame  at¬ 
taches  to  him  for  this.  He  might  well  have  felt  that  the 
orders  which  Stockton  held  were  superior  to  those  in 
Kearny’s  hands;  they  were  a  month  later  in  date. 
Moreover,  Kearny’s  instructions  were  conditional. 
“Should  you  conquer  and  take  possession  of  .  .  .  upper 
California,”  he  was  told,  “you  will  establish  a  civil  gov¬ 
ernment  there.”  But  both  Stockton  and  Fremont  took 
the  view,  with  much  justice,  that  the  conquest  of  Cali¬ 
fornia  had  been  substantially  completed  before  Kearny’s 
arrival,  that  they  had  already  set  up  a  civil  government, 
and  that  Kearny  had  done  nothing  but  get  defeated  at 
San  Pascual  and  require  rescuing. 

Moreover,  Fremont  felt  a  natural  and  legitimate  per¬ 
sonal  preference  for  Stockton  as  his  superior.  Both 
headstrong,  quick,  and  fond  of  action,  they  were  con¬ 
genial  in  temperament;  they  had  worked  together  with 
little  friction  for  more  than  six  months,  and  had  a  high 
personal  regard  for  one  another.  Fremont’s  California 
Battalion  had  been  organized  under  Stockton’s  direct 
authority,  with  the  explicit  understanding  that  it  should 
act  under  the  Commodore’s  orders  so  long  as  he  re¬ 
mained  on  the  coast  and  needed  its  services.  Its  officers 
derived  their  appointments  from  Stockton  and  it  was 
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paid  by  his  orders.  It  was,  as  Stockton  himself  wrote 
later,  never  in  any  form  mustered  into  the  Army,  but 
was  exclusively  a  naval  organization.  Moreover,  Fre¬ 
mont  had  long  felt  that  the  Navy  Department  under 
Secretary  Bancroft  (now  resigned)  was  more  efficient, 
alert,  and  sympathetic  toward  him  than  the  War  De¬ 
partment.  Then  and  later  he  believed,  not  without  rea¬ 
son,  that  many  West  Point  graduates  and  older  army 
officers  were  jealous  of  his  rapid  rise.  Finally,  and  very 
importantly,  he  kept  in  mind  the  fact  that  Stockton 
had  solemnly  promised  to  make  him  governor. 

Altogether,  Fremont’s  course  must  have  seemed  very 
clear  to  him.  Kearny,  with  his  customary  Irish  as¬ 
sertiveness,  lost  no  time  after  the  three  officers  had 
taken  their  quarters  in  Los  Angeles  in  trying  to  estab¬ 
lish  himself  as  boss.  He  sent  a  curt  note  to  Stockton, 
demanding  that  the  Commodore  cease  all  further  pro¬ 
ceedings  relative  to  the  organization  of  a  civil  govern¬ 
ment,  and  another  curt  missive  to  Fremont,  ordering 
him  to  make  no  changes  or  appointments  in  the  Cali¬ 
fornia  Battalion  without  the  express  sanction  of  Kearny 
as  his  commanding  officer.  We  can  imagine  Fremont 
and  Stockton  conferring  in  consternation.  The  peppery 
Commodore  had  no  intention  of  taking  orders  from  the 
man  he  had  rescued  from  Mexican  hands  only  a  few 
weeks  before.  He  immediately  informed  the  General 
that  a  civil  government  was  already  in  successful  oper¬ 
ation,  that  he  would  do  nothing  that  Kearny  demanded, 
and  that  he  would  send  the  General’s  note  to  President 
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Polk  and  ask  for  his  recall.  Kearny,  on  the  next  day, 
January  17,  1847,  replied  with  asperity.  He  claimed 
the  conquest  of  the  country  for  the  Army  forces  under 
his  command,  and  declared  that  it  might  now  for  the 
first  time  be  considered  in  American  possession.  “As  I 
am  prepared  to  carry  out  the  President’s  instructions 
to  me,”  he  added,  “which  you  oppose,  I  must,  for  the 
purpose  of  preventing  a  collision  between  us  and  pos¬ 
sibly  a  civil  war  in  consequence  of  it,  remain  silent  for 
the  present,  leaving  with  you  the  great  responsibility 
of  doing  that  for  which  you  have  no  authority  .  .  1 

Thus  the  Army  and  the  Navy  glowered  at  each  other  in 
Los  Ajngeles. 

It  was  in  some  ways  a  comic  opera  quarrel,  but  its 
consequences  to  Fremont  were  most  serious.  That 
young  officer  had  to  make  his  choice  on  the  morning  of 
January  17,  when  Kearny  summoned  him  to  the  low 
adobe  headquarters,  and  asked  him  if  he  had  received 
the  orders  of  the  day  before.  Fremont  with  a  touch  of 
defiance  stated  that  he  had  written  a  reply,  which  he 
had  left  with  his  clerk  to  copy.  At  this  moment.  Kit 
Carson  entered  with  the  document  in  question,  which 
Fremont  read  through  and,  seizing  a  pen  from  Kearny’s 
table,  signed.  He  then  seated  himself,  at  Kearny’s  re¬ 
quest,  while  the  latter  read  the  reply.  It  was  a  decisive 
though  tactful  refusal  to  obey  Kearny’s  command.  Fre¬ 
mont  said  that  he  believed  Commodore  Stockton  to  be 
the  governor  and  commander  in  chief  in  California,  that 


1  For  these  letters,  see  Bigelow,  Fremont,  194  ff. 
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he  had  received  a  commission  from  Stockton,  and  that 
Stockton  was  still  exercising  the  functions  of  civil  and 
military  governor.  “I  feel  myself,  therefore,”  he  con¬ 
cluded,  “with  great  deference  to  your  professional  and 
personal  character,  constrained  to  say  that,  until  you 
and  Commodore  Stockton  adjust  between  yourselves 
the  question  of  rank,  where  I  respectfully  think  the 
difficulty  belongs,  I  shall  have  to  report  and  receive 
orders,  as  heretofore,  from  the  Commodore.” 

Kearny  was  a  man  of  hot  temper,  and  a  martinet  of 
iron  will.  Fremont  had  known  something  of  him  in 
St.  Louis,  where  Kearny  had  been  in  command  and 
where  he  had  married  a  stepdaughter  of  General  Wil¬ 
liam  Clark.  He  had  heard  the  story  of  how  this  harsh- 
featured  veteran  of  the  War  of  1812  once  fell  from  his 
horse  in  front  of  his  parading  troops,  and,  pinned  be¬ 
neath  the  animal,  had  imperturbably  continued  his  or¬ 
ders  to  the  advancing  men:  “Fourth  Company,  obstacle 
— March!”  1  He  knew  how  implacable  Kearny  could 
be  when  aroused.  However,  for  the  moment,  Kearny 
was  patient  in  his  irritation.  He  told  Fremont  that  he 
was  a  much  older  man  and  soldier,  that  he  had  a  warm 
regard  for  Colonel  Benton,  who  had  done  him  many 
favors,  and  a  real  affection  for  Jessie,  and  that  he  would 
give  the  young  explorer  some  honest  advice.  This  ad¬ 
vice  was  to  take  the  letter  back  and  destroy  it.  Fremont 
of  course  declined,  saying  that  Stockton  would  support 
him;  to  which  Kearny  rejoined  that  Stockton  could 

1  Fayette  Robinson,  Organization  of  the  Army  of  the  United  States,  II,  130  ff. 
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never  support  him  in  disobeying  the  orders  of  his  supe¬ 
rior  officer,  and  that  if  Fremont  persisted,  he  would  ruin 
himself.1  The  two  parted  stiffly,  and  from  that  moment 
it  was  war  to  the  knife. 

On  that  same  day,  Fremont  received  from  Stockton 
a  commission,  dated  January  16,  1847,  appointing  him 
governor  and  commander  in  chief  of  California  until 
the  President  should  otherwise  direct.2 

For  the  next  fortnight,  Fremont  was  regarded  almost 
everywhere  in  California  as  the  civil  governor  under 
Stockton’s  appointment;  for  somewhat  more  than  two 
months,  or  until  late  in  March,  he  was  recognized  as 
governor  by  the  people  in  and  about  Los  Angeles,  while 
Kearny’s  authority  was  established  farther  north.  The 
regular  army  officers,  of  course,  refused  to  recognize 
Fremont,  though  they  were  in  much  perplexity  as  to 
who  was  actually  at  the  head  of  affairs.  A  young 
lieutenant  named  William  Tecumseh  Sherman,  who  had 
just  come  out  by  sea  around  Cape  Horn,  tells  us  that 
the  mess-room  query  was  very  frequent,  “Who  the  devil 
is  the  governor  of  California?”  3  Making  Los  Angeles 
his  capital,  Fremont  appointed  his  friend  Captain 
Owens  his  “secretary  of  state,”  and  began  issuing  guber¬ 
natorial  orders  in  due  form.  On  January  25,  he  directed 
Captain  S.  K.  Wilson  of  the  Light  Artillery  to  raise 
a  company  of  men  for  “the  California  service,”  enlist¬ 
ing  them  as  soon  as  possible.  He  purchased  an  island 

1  Fremont  Court-Martial,  38,  39. 

2  Bigelow,  Fr&mont,  273. 

3  W.  T.  Sherman,  Memoirs,  I,  23. 
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near  the  mouth  of  San  Francisco  Bay,  taking  title  for 
the  United  States  and  promising  a  payment  of  $5,000. 
His  treatment  of  the  people  of  southern  California  was 
extremely  conciliatory  and  kind,  and  he  rapidly  made 
them  his  firm  friends. 

General  Kearny,  meanwhile,  after  a  few  days  in  San 
Diego,  departed  with  a  couple  of  officers  in  the  sloop 
Cyane  for  Monterey,  which  he  reached  on  February  8, 
1847.  Here  he  met  Commodore  Shubrick,  who  was  in 
command  of  the  frigates  Independence  and  Lexington , 
and  who  now  supplanted  Stockton  as  chief  naval  com¬ 
mander.  Kearny  was  rowed  over  to  the  Independence, 
wearing  an  old  dragoon  coat  and  army  cap,  to  which 
he  had  added  a  broad  visor  cut  from  a  full  dress  hat 
to  shade  his  face  and  eyes  from  the  glaring  sun.1  He 
showed  Shubrick  his  orders,  and  the  Commodore 
promptly  recognized  Kearny  “as  head  and  commander 
of  the  troops  in  California.”  2  Going  ashore  and  estab¬ 
lishing  his  headquarters  at  Larkin’s  house,  Kearny  was 
pleased  to  find  a  strong  company  of  artillery  ready  wait¬ 
ing  for  him.  In  the  ensuing  weeks,  other  important 
bodies  of  troops  arrived  from  the  East.  The  famous 
battalion  of  Mormons,  about  five  hundred  strong,  which 
had  been  recruited  in  Council  Bluffs  after  that  sect  had 
been  driven  from  Nauvoo,  reached  the  territory  and 
made  camp  at  San  Luis  Rey.  A  regiment  of  New  York 
volunteers  under  Colonel  John  D.  Stevenson  came  out 


1  Sherman,  Memoirs,  I,  24. 

2  Fr&mont  Court-Martial,  96  ff. 
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by  sea,  and,  like  the  Mormons,  were  expected  in  large 
part  to  remain  as  settlers.1  All  these  soldiers  supported 
Kearny  as  governor  and  refused  to  have  anything  to 
do  with  Fremont.  When  Fremont  received  a  curt  and 
chilly  letter  from  Commodore  Shubrick,  under  date  of 
February  13,  showing  that  Shubrick  and  Kearny  were 
working  in  perfect  accord,  he  must  have  realized  that 
he  was  left  standing  alone. 

In  fact,  though  he  did  not  know  it,  all  ground  for 
claiming  the  authority  of  governor  had  now  been  cut 
from  beneath  the  young  explorer’s  feet  by  orders  from 
Washington.  These  orders,  written  on  November  5, 
1846,  by  the  Secretary  of  the  Navy,  informed  Stockton 
that  the  President  deemed  it  best  to  invest  the  military 
commander  with  the  direction  of  land  operations  and 
with  the  civil  government,  and  ordered  him  to  relinquish 
to  General  Kearny  the  entire  control  over  these  mat¬ 
ters.2  This  was  decisive.  It  made  Kearny  governor 
and  commander  in  chief.  If  the  Government  had  only 
had  wisdom  enough  to  do  it  six  weeks  earlier,  it  would 
have  prevented  the  whole  dispute.  The  message  reached 
San  Francisco  on  February  12,  1847,  and  must  have 
been  in  Monterey  before  the  15th,  or  within  a  month 
after  the  original  quarrel  of  Stockton  and  Kearny.  The 
General  had  won  a  swift  triumph. 

Unfortunately,  Kearny  made  an  unjust  and  hectoring 
use  of  his  victory.  It  would  have  been  the  part  of  a 

1  Smith,  War  with  Mexico,  II,  219. 

2  Fr&mont  Court-Martial,  55. 
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gentlemanly  officer  to  inform  Fremont  at  once  of  the 
new  orders,  and  to  treat  him  with  consideration  in  his 
sudden  humiliating  drop  from  governor  to  subordinate. 
Kearny  instead  concealed  them  from  Fremont.  Long 
afterward,  he  explained  this  by  saying,  “I  am  not  in 
the  habit  of  communicating  to  my  juniors  the  instruc¬ 
tions  I  receive  from  my  seniors,  unless  required  to  do  so 
in  these  instructions.”  1  This  is  a  very  lame  explanation 
for  a  base  act.  Fremont  always  spoke  of  the  conceal¬ 
ment  with  justified  resentment,  and  believed  that  it 
was  dictated  by  a  wish  to  plunge  him  deeper  in  seeming 
disobedience  to  the  Government.  Nor  was  Kearny  less 
domineering  in  other  regards. 

The  painful  events  which  followed,  and  which  led  up 
to  Fremont’s  departure  for  the  East  as  a  virtual  pris¬ 
oner  of  General  Kearny’s,  make  an  unhappy  chronicle. 
Kearny  and  Shubrick,  at  the  beginning  of  March,  issued 
a  proclamation  in  which  the  General  formally  assumed 
the  governorship,  but  no  copy  of  it  was  sent  to  Fre¬ 
mont.  Instead,  Kearny  transmitted  to  him  a  curt  order 
to  bring  to  Monterey,  as  the  territorial  capital,  all 
archives  and  public  documents  pertaining  to  the  govern¬ 
ment,  and  to  surrender  them.  Kearny  added  that  he 
had  directions  from  General  Winfield  Scott,  which  he 
enclosed,  not  to  detain  the  explorer  in  California  against 
his  wishes  a  moment  longer  than  the  necessities  of  the 
service  might  require.2  Once  he  had  complied  with 


1  Frimont  Court-Martial,  102. 

1  Congressional  Globe,  Thirtieth  Congress,  1st  session.  Appendix,  994. 
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Kearny’s  instructions  regarding  the  papers,  and  had 
obeyed  the  General’s  further  orders  that  he  muster  his 
men  into  the  United  States  service,  so  that  they  might 
be  discharged  and  paid,  he  could  depart.  Of  course  Fre¬ 
mont  refused  to  obey  this  demand  for  the  papers.  He 
knew  nothing  of  the  government  orders  of  November  5, 
and  believed  that  Kearny  was  simply  trying,  by  bluster 
and  threats,  to  depose  him  from  the  governorship.1 
Kearny  simultaneously  placed  Lieutenant-Colonel 
Philip  St.  George  Cooke,  with  the  Mormon  battalion, 
at  San  Luis  Rey,  in  command  of  the  southern-half  of 
California.  When  Cooke  sent  a  courier  to  Los  Angeles 
to  inquire  of  Fremont  how  many  of  the  California  Bat¬ 
talion  had  entered  the  United  States  service,  he  received 
little  satisfaction : 2 

The  answer  was  by  a  “governor,”  through  his 
“secretary  of  state,”  that  none  had  consented  to 
enter  the  public  service ;  but  as  rumors  of  insurrec¬ 
tion  were  rife,  it  was  not  deemed  safe  to  disband 
them. 

If  Kearny’s  object  was  to  entrap  Fremont  into  a  de¬ 
fiance  of  duly  constituted  authority,  he  had  now  suc¬ 
ceeded.  And  certainly  the  General’s  tactics  were  as 
arrogant  and  hostile  as  possible.  In  his  proclamation, 
he  included  a  direct  slap  at  Fremont  by  saying  that 
“there  is  no  doubt  that  some  excesses,  some  unauthorized 

1  Bigelow,  Fremont,  288. 

2  Cooke,  The  Conquest  of  New  Mexico  and  California,  286,  287. 
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acts,  were  committed  by  persons  in  the  service  of  the 
United  States.”  He  cast  public  contempt  upon  the 
certificates  which  Stockton  and  Fremont  had  given  in 
payment  for  property  and  services,  saying  they  were 
almost  worthless.  Once  when  a  merchant  showed  him 
Fremont’s  certificate  for  a  considerable  sum,  inquiring 
as  to  its  value,  Kearny  looked  at  it,  and  asked  a  by¬ 
stander  for  a  quarter  of  a  dollar.  When  the  man  gave 
him  half  a  dollar,  Kearny  replied :  “That’s  too  much ;  a 
quarter-dollar  is  its  value.” 1  Rumors  spread  that 
Kearny  considered  Fremont  a  mutineer  and  that  he 
was  preparing  a  condign  punishment  for  the  young  ex¬ 
plorer. 

All  this  unquestionably  threw  Fremont  into  intense 
anxiety;  and  at  the  same  time,  he  became  worried  by 
the  growing  unrest  of  the  Californians  about  Los  An¬ 
geles.  It  is  hard  to  determine  just  how  great  this 
unrest  was.  We  can  hardly  believe  that  even  the  most 
febrile  young  bloods  and  irresponsible  loafers  of  the 
region,  only  two  months  after  being  soundly  thrashed, 
with  overwhelming  American  forces  on  the  scene,  would 
think  of  a  revolt.  They  would  simply  be  putting  their 
necks  inside  a  halter.  But  Fremont  was  excited;  he 
was  full  of  resentment  against  Kearny,  and  he  was  all 
too  ready  to  believe  that  Kearny’s  displacement  of  him 
would  cause  all  kinds  of  trouble.  He  had  plumed  him¬ 
self  upon  the  tranquillity  and  good  will  of  all  the  citi¬ 
zens  of  southern  California  under  his  sway.  “I  lived 


1  Congressional  Globe,  ut  supra,  995, 
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in  the  midst  of  the  people  in  their  ancient  capital,”  he 
later  boasted,  “administering  the  government,  as  a  gov¬ 
ernor  lives  in  the  capital  of  any  of  our  States.”  The 
security  of  life,  limb,  and  property  seemed  as  complete 
as  in  New  England;  travelers  on  lonely  trails,  dwellers 
on  isolated  ranches,  were  perfectly  safe;  and  Fremont 
himself,  sending  his  Battalion  out  to  the  mission  of  San 
Gabriel  only  nine  miles  away,  lived  almost  without 
guards.  Now,  in  his  overwrought  frame  of  mind,  he 
thought  that  all  this  was  changing. 

No  doubt  he  exaggerated  the  peril;  no  doubt,  also, 
there  were  some  grounds  for  concern.  Little  bands 
of  armed  Mexicans  were  galloping  about  the  country, 
and  news  came  in  of  men  armed  to  the  teeth  patrolling 
the  roads.  Most  of  the  Californians  seemed  uneasy, 
and  rumors  flew  about  of  a  bloody  uprising  at  hand. 
Fremont  was  at  no  loss  to  lay  the  blame  directly  upon 
Kearny.  It  was — he  thought — because  the  Mormon 
troops  under  Cooke  had  been  marched  from  San  Diego 
toward  Los  Angeles,  and  the  Californians  hated  and 
feared  the  Mormons;  because  Kearny’s  proclamation 
had  annulled  some  of  the  mild  and  wise  provisions  of 
the  Capitulation  of  Couenga;  and  because  of  reports 
that  after  Fremont  had  been  forcibly  deposed,  a  much 
harsher  officer  would  be  installed  in  his  place.  Still 
more  important  was  the  money  consideration  involved 
in  the  reports  that  Kearny’s  policy  was  opposed  to  any 
payment  for  the  cattle,  horses,  and  goods  taken,  and  the 
property  destroyed,  in  the  conquest.  The  antagonism 
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of  many  native  Californians  had  suddenly  been  re¬ 
aroused,  and  Fremont  thought  it  was  actually  greater 
than  it  was. 

Under  these  circumstances,  he  determined  upon  a 
characteristically  rash,  theatrical,  and  arduous  enter¬ 
prise — a  ride  night  and  day  to  Monterey  to  “warn” 
Kearny.  It  was  not  necessary  for  him  to  go  in  person; 
and  had  there  been  danger  of  an  outbreak,  his  duty 
would  have  been  to  stay  vigilantly  with  his  Battalion  in 
Los  Angeles.  He  knew  this  perfectly  well.  One  reason 
for  the  ride,  we  may  conjecture,  was  that  he  wished 
to  find  out  in  person  what  his  real  status  was,  and  per¬ 
haps  to  try  to  conciliate  Kearny.  Another  reason  was 
unquestionably  his  worry  over  the  possibility  that 
Kearny  would  influence  the  Government  against  paying 
the  heavy  debts  he  had  incurred.1 

1  In  the  fifty  days  of  his  dubious  governorship  Fremont  repeatedly  borrowed 
large  sums.  He  obtained  a  loan  of  $2000  from  Don  Antonio  Jose  Cos  on  Feb.  4, 
1847,  and  of  $1000  more  on  Feb.  20;  he  borrowed  $2500  from  Eulogio  de  Celis  on 
March  3;  and  on  March  18  he  obtained  $15,000  from  F.  Huttman  for  drafts  on  the 
government,  allowing  a  premium  of  $4,500 — that  is,  giving  Huttman  drafts  for 
$19,500  in  all.  Secretary  Buchanan  refused  to  honor  the  drafts,  and  they  were 
protested,  this  leading  ultimately  to  Fremont’s  arrest  in  London.  These  loans 
variously  bore  interest  at  two  or  three  per  cent,  a  month.  Fremont  also  gave  Celis 
a  certificate  or  receipt  for  the  delivery  of  600  beef  cattle  for  the  army,  pledging  the 
United  States  to  pay  $6,975  for  them.  These  cattle  never  went  to  the  California 
Battalion,  but  were  instead  delivered  to  Abel  Stearns,  to  be  held  for  breeding.  Celis 
later  declared  that  Fremont,  “not  having  time  to  consume  said  cattle  on  account 
of  having  received  a  superior  order  to  deliver  up  the  command  and  disband  the 
force,  ordered  said  cattle  to  be  delivered  to  Mr.  Abel  Stearns,  as  I  understand,  in 
the  quality  of  a  deposit,  until  the  government  should  dispose  of  them.  ”  Fremont 
himself  explained  that  he  put  the  cattle  in  private  hands  to  secure  himself  if  the 
government  should  fail  to  acknowledge  the  debt.  This  seems  reasonable,  but  it 
does  not  offer  a  complete  explanation  of  his  certificate  of  delivery  for  the  army.  It 
is  clear  that  Fremont  was  getting  into  deep  water  financially,  and  had  reason  to 
become  apprehensive.  For  this  matter  of  financial  claims  see  Bancroft,  History 
of  California,  V,  435,  462  ff.;  Cardinal  Goodwin,  Establishment  of  State  Government 
in  California,  35-38. 
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At  any  rate,  the  effort  was  a  feat  which  makes  many 
another  famous  ride  of  history,  like  that  of  Burnaby  to 
Khiva,  seem  modest  by  comparison.  Accompanied  only 
by  Don  Jesus  Pico  and  the  faithful  black  servant, 
Jacob  Dodson,  Fremont  set  off  at  daybreak  on  what 
was  to  be  a  round  trip  of  eight  hundred  and  forty  miles 
in  eight  days.  There  were  three  horses  apiece,  or  nine 
in  all;  the  loose  mounts,  or  six  extra  horses,  as  was  cus¬ 
tomary  on  such  expeditions,  were  driven  ahead,  and 
every  twenty  miles  or  so,  as  a  fresh  steed  was  wanted, 
one  was  lassoed  and  saddled.  At  a  sweeping  gallop, 
they  covered  one  hundred  and  twenty  miles  the  first  day, 
March  22,  1847,  sleeping  at  a  ranch  beyond  Santa 
Barbara.  The  following  day  they  traversed  one  hun¬ 
dred  and  thirty-five  miles,  reaching  the  old  home  of 
Don  Jesus  at  San  Luis  Obispo,  where  they  made  a 
complete  change  of  horses.  They  rode  some  seventy 
miles  the  third  day,  and  slept  in  a  canyon  of  the  Salinas 
where,  after  midnight,  they  were  awakened  by  prowling 
bears;  at  dawn  they  were  off  again,  and  in  mid-after¬ 
noon,  after  traveling  ninety  miles,  were  at  Kearny’s 
headquarters  in  Monterey.  The  trip  back  again,  after 
a  day  for  a  conference  with  the  General,  was  made  with 
equal  rapidity.  Fremont  had  covered  a  distance  almost 
equal  to  that  from  New  York  to  Chicago,  over  rough 
ground,  in  seventy-six  actual  riding  hours,  an  exploit 
which  merited  the  immense  reclame  which  it  later  ob¬ 
tained.1 

1  Cf.  Dellenbaugh,  Fr&mont  and  ’49,  375  ff. 
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If  Fremont  had  hoped  to  improve  his  relations  with 
Kearny  by  the  interview,  that  hope  was  quickly  dashed. 
He  was  received,  he  later  claimed,  with  every  token  of 
disrespect  and  discourtesy ;  and  certainly  a  stormy  scene 
ensued.  The  explorer  entered  alone,  at  ten  o’clock  in 
the  morning,  though  Larkin  accompanied  him  to  the 
door;  he  found  that  Kearny  had  with  him  Colonel  R. 
B.  Mason,  an  able  army  officer,  and  that  both  men  were 
stiff  and  hostile.  Fremont  asked  if  he  could  not  be  left 
in  private  with  the  General,  and  when  Kearny  refused 
to  dismiss  Mason,  the  young  officer  blazed  up  with  the 
words:  “Did  you  bring  him  to  spy  upon  me?”1  This 
ended  all  hope  of  courteous  relations.  From  Larkin  in 
Monterey  Fremont  had  for  the  first  time  received  defi¬ 
nite  information  of  the  orders  of  November  5,  though 
rumors  of  their  nature  must  have  reached  his  ears  be¬ 
fore.  Larkin,  a  shrewd,  frank  man,  had  perhaps  advised 
him  overnight  to  yield  to  Kearny.  At  any  rate,  Fre¬ 
mont  now  offered  his  resignation,  which  Kearny  re¬ 
fused.  The  General  instead  demanded  whether 
Fremont  would  obey  his  orders  of  March  1,  and  when 
the  Lieutenant-Colonel  hesitated,  bade  him  reflect  well 
upon  the  answer,  for  it  would  be  very  important;  if  he 
wanted  an  hour  for  consideration,  to  take  it;  if  a  day, 
to  take  that.  Fremont  departed,  and  in  about  an  hour 
returned  and  said  that  he  would  obey.2 

The  position  of  the  deposed  Governor  was  now  hu- 


1  Congressional  Globe,  ut  supra,  1000. 

2  Frimont  Court-Martial,  104. 
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miliating,  and  the  old-line  officers  of  the  regular  army 
seem  to  have  missed  few  opportunities  to  lacerate  his 
feelings.  His  attitude  was  no  doubt  provocative.  The 
hot-tempered  accusation  that  Kearny  was  employing 
Mason  as  a  spy  was  probably  all  too  typical  of  Fremont 
in  those  days.  Yet  there  can  be  no  question  that  he  was 
treated  badly.  He  was  sent  back  to  Los  Angeles,  with 
orders  to  wind  up  the  affairs  of  the  California  Battalion 
there  and  to  surrender  the  public  property.  Colonel 
Mason,  intensely  prejudiced  against  Fremont,  was  sent 
after  him,  to  have  full  charge  over  the  southern  district. 
Between  these  two  men  there  promptly  occurred  a  series 
of  clashes.  Colonel  Mason,  experienced,  practical,  of 
stern  and  even  harsh  character,  had  an  instinctive  dis¬ 
like  for  the  impulsive,  impractical  explorer.  Their  col¬ 
lisions  culminated  in  an  angry  scene  in  which  Mason 
exclaimed,  “None  of  your  insolence,  or  I  will  put  you 
in  irons!”  and  in  a  challenge  by  Fremont  to  a  duel.1 
General  Kearny  had  to  take  decisive  measures  to  pre¬ 
vent  this  encounter  from  occurring.  It  must  be  said  that 
the  challenge  did  Fremont  anything  but  credit,  and  that 
Mason  showed  much  more  cool  sense  and  prudence  than 
he  in  the  matter.  The  explorer  would  have  been  wise 
at  this  juncture  to  avoid  any  display  of  animosity,  re¬ 
press  his  explosive  tendencies,  do  his  work  well,  and 
conciliate  his  superiors.  But  the  evidence  seems  clear 
that  Mason  hectored  him  and  put  needless  indignities 
upon  him  in  the  presence  of  other  officers. 


1  Frimont  Court-Martial,  142  ff. 
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Kearny  had  already  made  up  his  mind  to  take  Fre¬ 
mont  back  East  with  him,  and  there  place  him  under 
arrest  for  mutiny  and  insubordination.  For  this  reason, 
he  brusquely  refused  Fremont’s  request,  made  in  Los 
Angeles  on  May  10,  1847,  that  he  be  allowed  to  take 
sixty  men  and  one  hundred  and  twenty  horses  which 
he  had  gotten  in  readiness,  and  join  his  regiment  under 
General  Winfield  Scott  in  Mexico.  Later,  the  young 
officer  counted  this  refusal  a  gross  injustice,  for  it  con¬ 
travened  orders  given  by  Scott  himself.1  An  equally 
peremptory  “no”  was  given  to  Fremont’s  suggestion 
that  he  be  allowed  to  return  direct  to  the  United  States 
with  his  own  original  exploring  party,  at  his  own  ex¬ 
pense,  instead  of  with  Kearny’s  command.  He  was,  in 
fact,  now  virtually  a  prisoner.  The  volunteers  of  the 
California  Battalion,  refusing  to  be  mustered  into  serv¬ 
ice  with  poor  pay,  were  discharged  in  a  bitter  frame 
of  mind  with  no  pay  at  all.2  Left  with  a  fragment  of 
the  loyal  company  which  had  entered  California  with 
him,  only  nineteen  men  in  all,  Fremont  was  compelled 
to  trail  eastward  at  the  chariot  wheels  of  the  General. 
He  was  “exhibited”  in  a  humiliating  way,  as  he  later 
put  it,  in  Monterey  at  the  close  of  May. 

In  fact,  the  gossip  of  army  circles  and  the  settlers’ 
camp  fires  at  the  time  was  that  Kearny  intended  the 
severest  penalties  for  Fremont.  Young  W.  T.  Sher¬ 
man  heard  some  officers  declare  that  the  explorer  would 


1  Bigelow,  FrSmont,  292. 

2  Smith,  War  with  Mexico,  II,  218. 
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be  shot;  others,  that  he  would  be  carried  back  home  in 
irons.1  It  may  be  mentioned  that  Sherman  rode  out 
to  his  tent  to  see  him  near  Monterey,  and  took  tea  “with¬ 
out  being  much  impressed  by  him.”  Kearny  plainly  told 
Fremont  that  many  of  the  claims  he  had  incurred  in 
the  name  of  the  Government  would  not  be  allowed, 
and  would  have  to  be  met  from  his  own  pocket.2  Thus 
the  inglorious  episode  drew  to  its  end.3  In  June,  the 
explorer  joined  Kearny  in  camp  near  the  Sacramento, 
and  about  the  middle  of  that  month  they  set  out  on  the 
long  transcontinental  journey  by  way  of  Fort  Hall. 
Fremont  was  compelled  by  the  General  to  leave  behind 
him  at  San  Francisco  all  his  geological  and  botanical 
specimens ;  he  had  also  to  abandon  his  much-used  scien¬ 
tific  instruments;  and  he  was  not  allowed  to  bring 
back  with  him  Kern,  the  artist  of  the  expedition,  with 
his  sketches  and  outline  maps. 

Throughout  the  trip  home  the  two  parties,  such  was 
their  antagonism,  did  not  travel  together  and  had  none 
but  a  formal  intercourse,  Kearny  instructing  Fremont 
to  keep  his  men  at  a  specified  distance  in  the  rear  of 
his  own  Mormon  escort.  Once  or  twice,  he  roughly  told 
Fremont  to  change  his  place  of  encampment.  On  the 
day  they  reached  Fort  Leavenworth,  late  in  August, 
Kearny  sent  for  the  young  Lieutenant- Colonel  to  come 
to  him  at  the  office  of  the  commandant.  There  he  was 
seated  and  a  lieutenant  read  to  him  an  order,  directing 

1  Sherman,  Memoirs,  I,  27. 

s  Captain  Aram’s  story,  N.  Y.  Herald,  Oct.  1,  1856. 
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him  to  give  up  his  party,  arrange  his  accounts,  consider 
himself  under  arrest,  and  proceed  to  Washington  to  re¬ 
port.1 

The  long  ordeal  was  ended,  and  Fremont,  free  at 
last  from  the  daily  humiliation  of  Kearny’s  direct  con¬ 
trol,  turned  his  face  toward  St.  Louis  with  relief.  Con¬ 
sidering  himself  the  chief  figure  in  the  conquest  of 
California,  the  victim  in  recent  months  of  adverse  cir¬ 
cumstances  and  of  military  jealousy,  he  felt  sure  of 
vindication.  As  he  and  his  friends  reached  Kansas 
Landing,  the  wide  muddy  river  stretching  away  in  the 
August  haze  below  them,  they  saw  a  boat  putting  in  at 
the  log  wharf.  Pushing  through  the  crowd  of  roust¬ 
abouts,  loafers,  and  half-bewildered  emigrants  to  the 
gangplank,  Fremont  heard  a  choking  cry — and  Jessie 
ran  into  his  arms.2  She  had  come  up  from  St.  Louis  to 
meet  him.  The  joy  of  the  reunion,  after  more  than  two 
years,  may  be  imagined ;  and  it  was  but  the  beginning  of 
a  reception  which  quickly  became  something  of  an  ova¬ 
tion.  Kearny,  grim  and  taciturn,  had  preceded  Fre¬ 
mont  down  the  river,  and  extended  and  exaggerated 
reports  of  their  dispute  had  preceded  both.  But  public 
sympathy  naturally  inclined  toward  the  young  officer 
who  had  made  so  dashing  a  record  in  the  West,  and 
with  whose  family  St.  Louis  had  so  many  and  such 
close  ties.  The  river  towns  cheered  him.  St.  Louis 
received  him  with  acclamations ;  the  leading  citizens  has- 


1  Fremont  Court-Martial,  113,  114. 

2  St.  Louis  correspondence,  N.  Y.  Herald,  Sept.  6,  1847. 
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tened  to  call  upon  him,  and  tendered  him  an  invitation 
to  a  great  public  dinner,  which  he,  of  course,  felt  it 
necessary  to  decline.  He  did,  however,  make  a  brief 
speech  to  the  crowd  which  surged  about  him  on  his 
arrival,  reviewing  and  defending  his  course  in  Califor¬ 
nia. 

To  his  friends,  who  did  not  want  to  hear  the  adverse 
evidence,  the  case  was  already  clear.  Fremont,  like  Co¬ 
lumbus,  they  said,  had  returned  from  the  discovery  and 
conquest  of  a  New  World  beyond  the  Rockies  a  pris¬ 
oner  and  in  disgrace.1 

1  Bigelow,  Frimont,  214. 
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Th  e  Benton  family  had  been  up  in  arms  from  the 
moment  it  had  first  heard  of  the  clash  between 
Fremont  and  Kearny.  On  June  7,  1847,  the  precise, 
methodical  President  Polk,  having  finished  his  morn¬ 
ing’s  work  at  his  desk  and  risen  from  his  lunch,  told  the 
secretaries  at  one  o’clock  to  open  the  doors  of  his  public 
office.  Among  the  first  callers,  richly  dressed,  was  Jessie 
Fremont,  and  with  her  the  short,  sturdy  figure  of  Kit 
Carson,  weather-beaten,  swarthy  from  the  southwest¬ 
ern  sun,  and  awkward  in  his  soot-black  new  broadcloth. 
The  famous  scout  had  made  the  overland  trip  from  the 
Pacific  Coast  in  a  little  more  than  three  months,  and 
brought  the  Los  Angeles  news  of  February  25  with 
him.  He  was  enjoying  the  hospitality  of  the  Benton 
home  in  Washington,  where  his  modesty  and  gentleness 
had  already  won  him  the  warmest  regard.  Polk  greeted 
the  pair  cordially. 

Kit  Carson,  Jessie  told  the  President,  had  been  wait- 
ing  for  several  days  for  an  opportunity  to  talk  with 
him  and  tender  his  services  as  dispatch  bearer  to  Cali¬ 
fornia.  Carson  then  came  forward  and  delivered  Polk 
a  long  letter  from  Fremont,  which  had  been  addressed 
originally  to  Benton,  and  which  Benton  had  sent  on 
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from  St.  Louis.  It  related  in  part  to  the  quarrel  over 
the  governorship.  “Mrs.  Fremont  seemed  anxious,” 
wrote  the  tactful  Polk  in  his  diary,  “to  elicit  from  me 
some  expressoin  of  approbation  for  her  husband’s  con¬ 
duct,  but  I  evaded  [making  any].  In  truth,  I  consider 
that  Colonel  Fremont  was  greatly  in  the  wrong  when 
he  refused  to  obey  the  orders  issued  to  him  by  General 
Kearny.  I  think  General  Kearny  was  right  also  in  his 
controversy  with  Commodore  Stockton.  It  was  un¬ 
necessary,  however,  that  I  should  say  so  to  Colonel  Fre¬ 
mont’s  wife,  and  I  evaded  giving  her  an  answer.”  Polk 
hoped  the  quarrel  would  blow  over.  Just  a  week  later, 
Jessie  called  again  with  Kit  Carson.  This  time  she 
expressed  a  wish  that  her  husband  might  be  kept  in 
California.  The  President  told  her  that  Carson  would 
be  given  orders  to  Kearny  leaving  it  to  Fremont’s  op¬ 
tion  to  stay  on  the  Pacific  Coast,  or  to  return  east  and 
join  his  regiment,  the  Mounted  Rifles,  then  in  Mexico. 

All  this  was  a  prelude  to  a  much  more  serious  attempt 
to  enlist  Polk  against  General  Kearny.  On  August  17, 
1847,  as  the  hour  for  a  Cabinet  meeting  approached. 
Senator  Benton  was  ushered  in  at  the  White  House. 
He  was  just  back  from  the  West,  and  Polk  gladly  took 
time  to  talk  with  him.1 

He  remarked  that  he  had  some  time  ago  ad¬ 
dressed  a  letter  to  the  adjutant-general  [relates 
Polk  in  his  diary]  demanding  that  Colonel  Fremont 
should  be  recalled  and  a  court  of  inquiry  organized 

1  Diary  of  James  K.  Polk  (M.  M.  Quaife,  ed.).  Ill,  120  ff. 
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in  his  case,  as  due  to  the  Colonel’s  honor  and  mili¬ 
tary  character.  I  replied  that  I  had  read  his  com¬ 
munication,  but  that  it  had  not  been  deemed  neces¬ 
sary  to  take  any  action  upon  it.  I  told  him  that 
there  had  been  some  difficulty  between  the  officers 
in  California,  which  I  much  regretted,  and  that  I 
had  hoped  it  might  not  be  necessary  to  institute 
any  trial  by  court-martial.  I  also  made  a  general 
remark  to  the  effect  that  I  had  not  deemed  it  neces¬ 
sary  to  do  so.  General  Benton  to  this  remarked 
in  substance,  I  am  glad  to  hear  from  you,  sir,  as 
President  of  the  United  States,  that  there  has 
been  nothing  in  Colonel  Fremont’s  conduct  which 
requires  a  court-martial  in  his  case.  I  instantly 
said  to  him  that  he  must  not  understand  me  as  ex¬ 
pressing  any  opinion  in  reference  to  the  difficulty 
which  had  arisen  between  Colonel  Fremont,  Gen¬ 
eral  Kearny,  and  Commodore  Stockton  in  Califor¬ 
nia  ;  hut  what  I  meant  to  say  was  that  I  hoped  that 
the  difficulty  upon  the  arrival  of  the  instructions  of 
the  5th  of  N ovember  last  had  been  settled,  and  that 
it  might  not  be  necessary  to  institute  proceedings 
by  a  court-martial  in  reference  to  the  matter,  and 
that  I  desired  to  avoid  doing  so  if  it  could  be  done. 
To  this  General  Benton  said  there  was  of  course 
no  commitment  on  my  part.  .  .  . 

Senator  Benton  thereupon  added  that  he  should  intro¬ 
duce  a  resolution  in  the  Senate  calling  for  a  full  investi- 
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gation  of  California  affairs;  and  when  Polk  told  him 
with  some  stiffness  that  the  Administration  had  nothing 
to  fear  from  the  most  searching  inquiry,  he  explained 
that  he  did  not  mean  to  bother  the  Administration,  but 
merely  wished  a  broader  investigation  for  Fremont’s 
sake  than  the  technical  and  limited  procedure  of  a  court- 
martial  would  allow.  “He  was  evidently  much  excited,” 
wrote  Polk,  “but  suppressed  his  feelings  and  talked  in 
a  calm  tone.” 

Benton’s  heat  in  the  matter  sprang  from  something 
more  than  his  native  irascibility  and  intense  family  loy¬ 
alty;  he  was  prone  to  imagine  conspiracies,  and  he  be¬ 
lieved  that  Kearny’s  army  friends  had  banded  together 
to  destroy  Fremont  by  malicious  newspaper  stories.1 
Unquestionably,  one  agent  of  Kearny’s,  Lieutenant  W. 
H.  Emory,  whom  the  General  had  sent  to  Washington 
by  way  of  Panama  with  dispatches  at  about  the  same 
time  that  Fremont  had  sent  Kit  Carson  overland,  had 
spread  some  partisan  and  ill-natured  reports.  Emory 
seems  never  to  have  been  highly  accurate  in  his  state¬ 
ments,  and  he  shared  the  usual  disdain  of  regular  army 
officers  for  Fremont.2  He  had  no  sooner  reached  Pan¬ 
ama  on  his  way  east  than  he  wrote  a  long  letter  attack¬ 
ing  Stockton  and  Fremont.  This  letter  appeared  in 
the  New  York  Courier  and  Enquirer  of  April  23,  1847. 
He  seems  to  have  furnished  the  material  for  prejudiced 
and  misleading  articles  in  the  New  Orleans  Picayune  of 

1  Congressional  Globe,  30th  Congress,  1st  session.  Appendix,  1019. 

2  Cf.  W.  H.  Emory,  Notes  of  a  Military  Reconnaissance  from  Fort  Leavenworth . . . 
to  San  Diego  (1848). 
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April  22  and  27,  1847,  the  Louisville  Journal  of  May 
1,  1847,  and  the  St.  Louis  Republican  of  May  4,  1847. 
Benton  believed  that  Lieutenant-Colonel  Philip  St. 
George  Cooke  of  the  Mormon  Battalion  was  guilty  of 
complicity  in  this  defamatory  campaign,  which  he  as- 
scribed  to  jealousy;  and  there  is  no  doubt  that  Cooke 
seldom  lost  an  opportunity  to  speak  slightingly  of  the 
explorer.1  The  effect  upon  J essie  of  the  sudden  outburst 
of  press  attacks  was  later  bitterly  described  by  Benton 
to  the  Senate: 

There  was  a  wife — young  and  sensitive — to 
whom  the  light  of  heaven  became  hateful,  and  dark¬ 
ness  terrible,  and  society  intolerable — who  fled  two 
thousand  miles,  to  meet  in  the  wilderness  the 
“mutineer  in  irons,”  as  some  gave  it  out — a  young 
wife,  tranquil  in  the  day,  when  people  looked  upon 
her — convulsed  and  frantic  in  the  night  when  left 
to  her  own  agonies — the  heart  bursting,  the  brain 
burning,  the  body  shivering:  and  I,  her  father,  often 
called,  not  to  witness,  but  to  calm,  this  terrible 
agitation — and  these  publications  the  cause  of  all. 

Benton  swore  vengeance,  and  Benton’s  demands 
made  the  court-martial  inevitable.  When  aroused,  he 
was  a  bitter,  implacable  foe,  and  he  was  a  great  national 
power,  whom  even  Polk  had  reason  to  conciliate.  By 
late  summer  the  stage  was  all  set.  Kit  Carson  had 
posted  west,  and  braving  the  difficult  journey  to  Santa 

1  Cf.  Philip  St.  George  Cooke,  The  Conquest  of  New  Mexico  and  California,  286  ff. 
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Fe,  was  far  in  the  Southwest  again.  Fremont  and 
Jessie,  after  their  joyous  reunion  at  Kansas  Landing, 
had  lingered  in  St.  Louis  at  the  Brants’  only  a  few 
days,  and  then  had  hurried  on  by  way  of  Blue  Lick, 
Kentucky — where  Mrs.  Benton  was  staying  on  one  of 
the  Senator’s  farms  to  recruit  her  health — to  Washing¬ 
ton;  every  stage  in  their  journey  chronicled  in  the  news¬ 
papers.1  Kearny  had  preceded  them.  Alarmed  by  the 
Senator’s  anger  and  the  growing  storm,  he  stayed  with 
his  family  in  St.  Louis  only  four  days,  and  was  in  New 
York,  getting  ready  for  the  trial,  on  September  10, 
1847.2  Army  circles  and  political  circles  felt  that  a 
cause  celebre  was  about  to  begin.  It  divided  attention 
with  even  the  final  battles  of  Scott’s  army  before  Mex¬ 
ico  City — Molino  del  Rey  on  September  8  and  Chapul- 
tepec  on  September  13.  Its  possible  effect  on  Benton’s 
loyalty  to  Polk  and  on  party  politics  was  eagerly  dis¬ 
cussed.  Already  it  was  evident  that  public  sympathy, 
with  its  natural  leaning  toward  a  young,  dashing,  pic¬ 
turesque  figure  and  its  sympathy  for  the  under  dog, 
inclined  to  the  explorer. 

The  explorer  was  soon  busy  going  over  his  case  with 
Benton  and  with  his  brother-in-law,  William  Carey 
Jones,  and  preparing  his  defense.  On  first  reaching 
Washington  he  had  been  called  south  by  the  last  ill¬ 
ness  of  his  mother  in  Aiken,  South  Carolina;  she  died 
before  he  arrived,  and  he  could  only  accompany  her 

1  St.  Louis  Weekly  ReveilU,  Sept.  20,  1847. 
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body  to  Charleston,  where  she  was  buried.  But  despite 
the  haste  in  which  he  had  left  the  capital,  he  took  time 
first  to  write  the  Adjutant-General,  requesting  that  he 
be  given  a  trial  as  soon  as  the  witnesses  then  in  the 
United  States  could  be  assembled  in  Washington.  He 
would  have  preferred,  he  said,  to  wait  for  Stockton  and 
for  leading  citizens  of  California  who  were  ready  to 
testify  in  his  behalf;  but  he  was  so  eager  for  a  speedy 
vindication  that  he  would  ask  only  for  a  month  to  bring 
certain  witnesses  from  Missouri.  There  was  a  larger 
reason  than  his  mere  personal  justification,  he  added, 
for  holding  the  court-martial.1  The  accusations  against 
him  covered  the  whole  field  of  his  operations  in  Cali¬ 
fornia,  both  civil  and  military,  from  his  first  arrival  in 
1846.  The  testimony  at  his  trial  would  therefore  be 
a  history  of  the  conquest  of  California  and  an  explana¬ 
tion  of  the  policy  he  had  pursued  there.  Being  a  mili¬ 
tary  subordinate,  he  could  make  no  report,  but  the  trial 
would  serve  as  a  substitute,  throwing  light  on  the  con¬ 
duct  of  all  the  American  officers,  and  indicating  the 
proper  policy  to  be  pursued  towards  the  native  Cali¬ 
fornians,  the  American  settlers,  and  the  Indians. 

Polk’s  diary  shows  that  he  was  deeply  concerned  by 
the  course  of  events ;  the  proposed  court-martial  was  the 
principal  business  considered  at  the  Cabinet  meeting  of 
September  18,  1847.  It  shows  also  that  the  choleric 
Benton  was  injuring  his  son-in-law  by  excess  of  zeal/ 
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s  Cf.  St.  Louis  Republican,  Aug.  27;  St.  Louis  Weekly  ReveillS,  Sept.  13,  1847. 


374  Fremont 

Various  newspapers  had  said  this  flatly.  Benton  called 
at  the  White  House  for  a  long  chat  with  Polk  one 
evening  late  in  October,  a  fortnight  before  the  court- 
martial,  and  he  could  talk  of  little  but  Fremont  s  vir¬ 
tues  and  Kearny’s  malignity.  Sitting  in  front  of  the 
fire,  he  declared  with  vehement  senatorial  gestures  that 
the  deepest  concern  of  his  life  was  to  see  justice  done 
the  young  explorer.  If  the  inquiry  were  not  full  and 
complete,  he  threatened,  he  would  have  four  other  offi¬ 
cers  court-martialed — Kearny,  and  the  impudent  young 
men  of  Kearny’s  entourage,  W.  H.  Emory,  Captain 
H.  S.  Turner,  and  St.  George  Cooks.  His  excitement 
was  painfully  evident,  and  Polk,  who  listened  atten¬ 
tively,  was  careful  to  say  as  little  as  possible.1  The 
President,  in  fact,  was  becoming  a  little  sour  toward 
the  Benton  family. 

A  day  or  two  after  this  call,  Polk  was  treated  with 
great  rudeness  by  Benton’s  son  Randolph,  who  strode 
in  to  ask  for  a  lieutenancy  in  the  War,  grew  impatient 
and  impudent  when  Polk  said  that  commissions  went  by 
merit  and  not  by  favor,  and  swore  audibly  as  he  flung 
himself  out  of  the  door.  The  Senator  was  meanwhile 
bombarding  the  Secretary  of  War  with  requests  and  de¬ 
mands  regarding  the  trial,  some  of  which  were  inad¬ 
missible;  and  as  the  month  closed,  it  was  necessary  to 
give  most  of  two  Cabinet  meetings  to  their  con¬ 
sideration. 

“Benton,”  sighed  the  harassed  President,  “is  a  man 
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of  violent  passions.”  Well  realizing  that  he  was  likely 
to  make  the  Senator  an  enemy  of  his  administration, 
Polk  was  resolved  that  the  explorer  should  be  tried  as 
other  officers  were  tried,  without  favors  or  privileges : 1 

I  know  of  no  reason  why  this  case  should  pro¬ 
duce  more  interest  or  excitement  than  the  trial  of 
any  other  officer  charged  with  a  military  offence, 
and  yet  it  is  manifest  that  Senator  Benton  is  re¬ 
solved  to  make  it  so.  I  think  he  is  pursuing  a 
mistaken  policy  so  far  as  Col.  Fremont  is  con¬ 
cerned,  but  that  is  an  affair  of  which  he  must  judge. 
I  will  do  my  duty  in  the  case,  without  fear  or 
affection. 

Thus  the  trial  came  on.  It  was  superb  Indian  sum¬ 
mer  weather.  Pennsylvania  Avenue  was  lively  with 
carriages  and  fashionably  dressed  promenaders.  The 
hotels  were  awakening  from  their  summer  sleep  to  wel¬ 
come  the  first  politicians  arriving  in  preparation  for 
Congress;  Douglas  of  Illinois,  the  “little  giant,”  was 
at  Coleman’s;  Clingman  of  North  Carolina  at  Brown’s; 
Bishop  Polk  of  Louisiana  at  Gadsby’s.  A  corps  of 
Indians,  which  happened  to  be  in  town,  divided  atten¬ 
tion  with  the  dozens  of  army  officers  who  had  arrived 
to  be  witnesses  or  spectators  at  the  court-martial.2 
Headlines  on  the  front  pages  of  the  Washington  and 
New  York  dailies  dealt  with  what  was  considered  the 

1  Polk,  Diary,  III,  202-205. 
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most  dramatic  army  trial  since  the  court-martial  of 
General  Wilkinson  thirty  years  before.  At  twelve 
o’clock  noon  on  November  2,  1847,  the  panel  of  officers, 
carried  to  the  arsenal  in  Washington  by  a  special  omni¬ 
bus,  was  called  to  order  by  Brevet  Brigadier-General 
G.  M.  Brooke,  of  the  Fifth  Infantry. 

Each  side  had  its  body  of  retainers  and  witnesses, 
who  glowered  at  one  another,  while  the  principals  sur¬ 
prised  the  reporters  by  sitting  as  cool  as  cucumbers. 
Especial  notice  was  attracted  by  Fremont’s  “desert 
rangers  and  mountain  scalers,”  including  his  veteran 
scout,  Alexander  Godey,  his  faithful  aide,  Dick  Owens, 
the  trapper,  Thomas  Williams,  and  Risdon  Moore,  the 
Illinoisan  of  his  party  who  had  disagreed  with  him  re¬ 
garding  his  early  California  operations,  but  who  after 
a  night  in  jail  had  become  a  whole-hearted  adherent.1 
Kearny  and  his  associates,  among  whom  was  the  Cap¬ 
tain  H.  S.  Turner  whom  Benton  had  named  to  Polk 
as  a  special  object  of  his  wrath,  blazed  with  gold  lace. 
The  General  looked  solemn,  stern,  and  inflexible,  while 
Fremont,  sitting  at  a  side  table  with  the  Senator,  “ap¬ 
peared  as  if  writing  at  his  camp  in  the  mountains.”  2 
Benton,  self-possessed  and  calm,  watched  every  step  in 
the  proceedings  like  a  hawk. 

At  the  outset,  the  explorer  announced  that  he  would 
make  no  use  of  technical  or  legal  points  of  defense, 
would  raise  no  artificial  objections,  and  would  do  all 


1  Washington  National  Intelligencer,  Nov.  3-7,  1847. 
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that  he  could  to  expedite  the  trial.  The  three  charges 
were  of  mutiny  from  January  17,  1847,  to  May  9; 
disobedience  of  the  lawful  command  of  a  superior  offi¬ 
cer;  and  conduct  prejudicial  to  good  order  and  disci¬ 
pline.  Fremont  declared  that  he  considered  the  whole 
affair  to  be  a  comedy  of  three  errors :  “first,  in  the  faulty 
order  sent  out  from  this  place;  next,  in  the  unjustifiable 
pretensions  of  Gen.  Kearny;  thirdly ,  in  the  conduct  of 
the  government  in  sustaining  these  pretensions,  and  the 
last  of  these  errors  I  consider  the  greatest  of  the  three.” 
Kearny  would  have  preferred  to  rest  his  case  upon  the 
worst  charge  alone — mutiny.1  His  Irish  blood  was  now 
up,  and  he  at  once  angered  Fremont  and  Benton  by 
making  an  accusation  which  touched  the  personal  honor 
of  the  former  as  nothing  else  had  done. 

This  was  the  accusation  that  Fremont,  when  sum¬ 
moned  to  acknowledge  the  authority  of  Kearny  instead 
of  Stockton,  attempted  to  drive  a  bargain  regarding  the 
civil  governorship  of  California.  This  effort  to  sell 
himself  to  the  highest  bidder,  said  Kearny,  took  place 
in  the  General’s  headquarters  at  Los  Angeles  on  Janu¬ 
ary  17.  “He  asked  me  if  I  would  appoint  him  gover¬ 
nor.  I  told  him  I  expected  shortly  to  leave  California 
for  Missouri;  that  I  had,  previous  to  leaving  Santa  Fe, 
asked  for  permission  to  do  so,  and  was  in  hopes  of  re¬ 
ceiving  it;  that  as  soon  as  the  country  was  quieted  I 
should,  most  probably,  organize  a  civil  government  in 
California;  and  that  I,  at  that  time,  knew  of  no  objec- 

1  Benton,  Thirty  Years’  View,  II,  716. 
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tions  to  my  appointing  him  as  the  governor.  He  then 
stated  that  he  would  see  Commodore  Stockton,  and  that, 
unless  he  appointed  him  governor  at  once,  he  would 
not  obey  his  orders,  and  left  me.”  This  charge  Fre¬ 
mont  indignantly  denied.  It  was  essentially  a  charge 
that  he  had  a  corrupt  motive,  and  he  repudiated  it 
angrily.  Never  in  his  life,  he  said,  had  he  either  begged 
or  bargained  for  any  office,  though  three  Presidents, 
Jackson,  Tyler,  and  Polk,  had  given  him  appoint¬ 
ments.1 

Unquestionably,  we  may  accept  Fremont’s  denial  as 
valid;  he  was  frequently  hotheaded,  but  he  was  never 
base.  Kearny,  as  Fremont  and  Benton  had  no  diffi¬ 
culty  in  showing,  was  an  unreliable  witness,  whose  mem¬ 
ory  in  other  particulars  was  highly  untrustworthy.  At 
the  same  time,  it  is  almost  certain  that  some  mention  of 
the  governorship  had  been  made  in  the  conversation 
between  Kearny  and  Fremont.  Fremont  actually  re¬ 
ceived  from  Stockton  a  commission  as  governor  bearing 
date  of  January  17,  the  day  in  question.  A  fortnight 
later,  in  a  private  letter  to  Benton,  he  wrote  that  “both 
[Kearny  and  Stockton]  offered  me  the  commission  and 
post  of  governor;  Commodore  Stockton,  to  redeem  his 
pledge  to  that  effect,  immediately,  and  General  Kearny 
offering  to  give  the  commission  in  four  or  six  weeks.” 
This  was  unquestionably  true.  Kit  Carson  tells  us  that 
Kearny  had  spoken  repeatedly,  in  his  journey  from 
Santa  Fe  to  California,  of  his  intention  of  making 

1  Fremont  Court-Martial,  380,  392,  393. 
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Fremont  governor.1  It  is  altogether  likely  that  Fre¬ 
mont,  with  his  usual  frankness,  told  Kearny  that  he 
wished  to  be  civil  governor  and  that  Stockton  had  prom¬ 
ised  him  the  place;  it  is  altogether  likely  that  Kearny, 
in  reply,  said  that  if  the  young  man  would  be  patient, 
would  accept  his  authority,  and  would  wait  three  or 
four  weeks,  he  would  himself  make  the  appointment. 
Kearny’s  error  lay  in  giving  this  conversation  a  sinister 
interpretation. 

The  court-martial  dragged  slowly  forward,  in  the 
formal,  punctilious  fashion  of  army  trials.  Public  in¬ 
terest  for  a  time  remained  surprisingly  intense.  James 
Gordon  Bennett’s  New  York  Herald ,  which  had  a  truly 
national  circulation,  published  two  columns  regarding 
the  case  on  November  7,  1847 ;  one  column  the  follow¬ 
ing  day ;  gave  it  almost  the  entire  first  page  on  N ovem- 
ber  9;  and  throughout  the  remainder  of  the  month  al¬ 
lotted  it  from  one-eighth  to  two  and  a  half  columns 
daily.  Everywhere  in  the  West  and  South,  the  press 
took  up  the  trial  at  great  length.  It  advertised  Fre¬ 
mont  to  the  American  public  as  he  had  never  before 
been  advertised,  and  it  soon  became  clear  that  it  pre¬ 
sented  him  in  a  favorable  light.  Nobody  could  read  the 
evidence  and  blame  him  for  his  insubordination  in  very 
severe  terms.  The  oldest  officers  of  the  Army,  as 
members  of  the  court  later  admitted,  would  have  been 
puzzled  to  decide  the  question  of  the  relative  rank  of 
the  Commodore  and  the  General.  He  was  the  victim 

1  Congressional  Globe,  Thirtieth  Congress,  1st  session,  Appendix,  978. 
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of  a  dispute  between  them,  a  dispute  not  of  his  own 
making.  For  another  thing,  insubordination  was  not 
rated  a  grave  offense  by  our  frontier  society.  Finally, 
of  course,  the  trial  wrote  indelibly  into  the  public  mind 
the  fact  that  he  had  played  an  early,  daring,  and  im¬ 
portant  part  in  the  events  which  gave  California  to  the 
nation. 

Nominally  on  the  defensive,  Fremont  and  his  counsel 
were  actually  able  in  considerable  part  to  take  the 
offensive  against  Kearny.  They  accused  him,  quite 
unjustly,  of  entering  California  to  steal  the  laurels  and 
the  material  benefits  which  Stockton  and  Fremont  had 
won  by  their  forced  battles,  dangerous  skirmishes,  and 
constant  hardships.  Their  defense  implied  other  accusa¬ 
tions.  They  made  it  clear  that  they  believed  the  regular 
army  to  be  unjustly  jealous  of  the  exploits  of  the  young 
outsider.  They  gave  prominence  to  the  fact  that  the 
brass  cannon  which  Kearny  had  lost  in  the  defeat  of 
San  Pasquale  had  been  recaptured  by  Fremont,  and 
hinted  that  Kearny  felt  humiliated  and  jealous  on  this 
score.  They  declared  that  Kearny’s  deliberate  intent 
had  been  to  ruin  Fremont;  that  with  this  purpose  he 
had  refused  to  give  Fremont  notice  of  his  impending 
arrest ;  that  he  had  forced  upon  the  Lieutenant-Colonel 
the  necessity  of  choosing  between  a  surprise  trial,  or 
allowing  ruinous  charges,  supported  by  a  defamatory 
press  campaign,  to  hang  over  his  head.  There  was 
enough  truth  in  these  statements  to  give  them  effective¬ 
ness.  Finally,  they  said,  Kearny  had  taken  pains  to 
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detain  Fremont’s  friend  Gillespie  in  California,  with  the 
evident  hope  of  crippling  his  side  of  the  case;  but  for¬ 
tunately  Gillespie  had  extricated  himself  and  reached 
Washington. 

In  fine,  it  was  an  exceedingly  bitter  court-martial. 
When  the  day  came — January  24,  1848 — for  Fremont 
to  sum  up  his  defense,  the  room  was  crowded  with  army 
officers,  congressmen,  and  fashionable  ladies.  Before 
this  distinguished  audience,  Fremont  flung  the  accusa¬ 
tions  of  perjury  and  false  testimony  in  Kearny’s  face. 
His  arguments,  said  the  reporters,  made  a  strong  im¬ 
pression.1  They  would  have  been  better  arguments  if 
they  had  been  more  moderate  in  tone,  and  if  he  had 
avoided  unnecessary  imputations  upon  the  acts  of  the 
brave  and  effective  soldier  who  confronted  him;  but  the 
young  officer  closed  his  plea  well : 

My  acts  in  California  have  all  been  with  high 
motives  and  a  desire  for  the  public  service.  My 
scientific  labors  did  something  to  open  California 
to  the  knowledge  of  my  countrymen ;  its  geography 
had  been  a  sealed  book.  My  military  operations 
were  conquests  without  bloodshed;  my  civil  admin¬ 
istration  was  for  the  public  good.  I  offer  Califor¬ 
nia,  during  my  administration,  for  comparison  with 
the  most  tranquil  portion  of  the  United  States;  I 
offer  it  in  contrast  to  the  condition  of  New  Mexico 
at  the  same  time.  I  prevented  civil  war  against 


1  N.  Y.  Herald,  Jan.  27,  1848. 
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Gov.  Stockton,  by  refusing  to  join  Gen.  Kearny 
against  him;  I  arrested  civil  war  against  myself, 
by  consenting  to  be  deposed.  .  .  . 

I  have  been  brought  as  a  prisoner  and  a  criminal 
from  that  country.  I  could  return  to  it,  after  this 
trial  is  over,  without  rank  or  guards,  and  without 
molestation  from  the  people,  except  to  be  impor¬ 
tuned  for  the  money  which  the  government  owes 
them. 

I  am  now  ready  to  receive  the  sentence  of  the 
court. 

This  was  more  dignified  than  the  conduct  of  Senator 
Benton  in  the  closing  days  of  the  trial.  He  suddenly 
conceived  the  idea  that  Kearny  at  one  juncture  had 
looked  ‘‘insultingly  and  fiendishly”  at  Fremont,  and 
that  it  was  therefore  his  duty,  when  Kearny  took  the 
stand,  to  glare  at  him  in  an  angry,  intimidatory  way. 
The  result  was  an  explosion  by  Kearny,  a  direct  clash 
between  the  General  and  the  Senator,  and  an  angry 
scene  in  which  the  latter,  boasting  that  he  had  outstared 
Kearny  “till  his  eyes  fell — till  they  fell  upon  the  floor!” 
was  rebuked  by  the  presiding  officer. 

After  three  days  of  deliberation,  the  court  on  Janu¬ 
ary  31, 1848,  found  Fremont  guilty  on  all  three  charges, 
and  sentenced  him  to  be  dismissed  from  the  service. 
Six  of  the  twelve  members  of  the  court  recommended 
him  to  the  clemency  of  President  Polk,  mentioning  the 
peculiar  circumstances  of  the  case,  and  the  distinguished 
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professional  services  rendered  by  the  defendant.  The 
verdict  thereupon  went  to  the  Cabinet,  which  devoted 
the  greater  part  of  two  meetings  to  its  consideration. 
All  the  members  agreed  that  Fremont  had  been  guilty 
of  disobedience  of  orders,  but  most  of  them  doubted 
whether  he  had  committed  mutiny,  and  they  were  unani¬ 
mous  that  so  valuable  an  officer  ought  not  to  be  dis¬ 
missed.  In  the  end,  two  members  of  the  Cabinet, 
Buchanan  and  Attorney-General  Nathan  Clifford,  ad¬ 
vised  that  Polk  disapprove  the  sentence  as  being  too 
severe,  while  three  others,  Secretary  of  War  Marcy, 
Secretary  of  the  Navy  Mason,  and  Postmaster-General 
Cave  Johnson,  urged  him  to  approve  it  and  then  remit 
the  penalty.1  Polk  decided  to  follow  the  latter  course, 
and  made  formal  announcement  that,  believing  Fremont 
to  be  innocent  of  mutiny  but  guilty  on  the  other  two 
charges,  he  approved  the  sentence  of  the  court-martial, 
but  canceled  the  punishment.  “Lieutenant-Colonel 
Fremont,”  he  ordered,  “will  accordingly  be  released 
from  arrest,  will  resume  his  sword,  and  report  for  duty.” 

The  President  might  have  smiled  sardonically  as  he 
published  his  determination.  It  was  upon  the  insistence 
of  Benton  that  Kearny’s  original  charge  of  mutiny 
against  Fremont,  which  Polk  found  unwarranted,  had 
been  broadened  into  a  court-martial  on  the  other  two 
charges  as  well,  which  he  pronounced  warranted.  Ben¬ 
ton’s  temper  had  led  him  into  a  serious  tactical  blunder. 

Although  the  President’s  decision  was  softened  by 
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a  reference  to  “the  previous  meritorious  and  valuable 
services  of  Lieutenant-Colonel  Fremont,  ’  it  was  too 
much  for  the  high-spirited  explorer  to  endure.  He 
needed  no  advice  from  the  thoroughly  angry  Benton 
to  shape  his  course.  Instantly  he  presented  his  resigna¬ 
tion,  declaring  that  he  was  innocent  and  that  he  could 
not,  by  accepting  Polk’s  clemency,  admit  the  justice  of 
the  verdict.  A  month  later,  on  March  15,  1848,  Polk 
accepted  the  resignation.  Fremont  was  thus,  at  the  age 
of  thirty-four,  with  a  brilliant  career  behind  him,  re¬ 
leased  to  civil  life.  An  unfortunate  and  totally  unneces¬ 
sary  episode  had  been  closed. 

Technically,  the  verdict  of  the  court-martial  was  just; 
from  a  broader  point  of  view,  it  was  excessively  severe, 
and  President  Polk  would  have  done  well  to  accept  the 
counsel  of  Buchanan  and  Clifford,  and  refuse  it  his  en¬ 
dorsement.  The  real  fault  attached  to  the  Administra¬ 
tion  itself  for  issuing  such  conflicting  orders  that 
Stockton  and  Kearny  naturally  disagreed  as  to  their 
authority.  Kearny  was  morally,  if  not  technically,  cen¬ 
surable  for  concealing  from  Fremont  the  directions 
from  Washington  which  decisively  ended  this  conflict. 
His  attitude  had  been  bullying  and  harsh,  and  even  so 
severe  a  critic  of  Fremont  as  Royce  admits  that  the 
younger  man  appears  in  much  the  better  light.  How¬ 
ever  rash  Fremont  had  been  at  first  and  however  quar¬ 
relsome  later,  a  reprimand  would  have  been  an  adequate 
punishment.  When  blame  should  have  been  appor¬ 
tioned  among  all  the  chief  actors,  in  the  drama,  it  was 
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unfair  to  concentrate  it  upon  a  brilliant  and  active 
officer  whose  chief  offense  was  that  he  had  not  been  able 
to  decide  which  of  two  quarreling  superiors  was  in  the 
wrong. 

That  the  public  took  this  view  is  evident  from  the 
fact  that  the  verdict  did  Fremont  not  a  whit  of  harm. 
The  press  gave  it  scanty  space,  for  everyone  was  tired 
of  the  affair;  one  journal  remarked  that  the  trial  had 
taken  longer  than  Scott’s  siege  of  Vera  Cruz.  The 
general  opinion  in  Washington  before  the  verdict  had 
been  that  the  explorer  ought  to  be  cleared.1  When  it 
was  handed  down,  many  declared  that  it  showed  the 
usual  jealousy  of  West  Pointers  for  an  outsider.  This 
was  the  view  of  Bennett’s  Herald ,  which  remarked  that 
“during  the  progress  of  the  assizes  we  saw,  from  time 
to  time,  evidences  of  hostility  on  the  part  of  members 
of  the  court  against  Lieutenant-Colonel  Fremont,  who 
held  a  higher  commission,  and  was  a  greater,  though  a 
younger  man,  than  a  majority  of  his  triers;  and  what 
we  then  suspected,  has  this  afternoon  been  presented  to 
us  as  actual  truth.”  2  But  even  the  Washington  news¬ 
papers,  so  jaded  had  the  public  at  last  grown,  evinced 
little  interest.  All  the  talk  of  the  day  was  of  the  rivalry 
of  Harry  Clay  and  Zachary  Taylor  for  the  Whig  nomi¬ 
nation,  the  sudden  death  of  old  John  Quincy  Adams, 
the  Wilmot  Proviso,  and  the  details  of  the  treaty  with 
Mexico.  Fremont’s  condemnation  thus  passed  almost 
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unnoticed,  after  weeks  during  which  his  defense  and  the 
story  of  his  California  exploits  had  been  blazoned  the 
nation  over. 

He  actually  gained  in  reputation  by  the  trial.  It 
was  no  misfortune  to  be  taken  from  the  Army,  where  his 
rashness  and  dislike  of  restraint  would  have  kept  him 
chafing,  but  in  another  sense  he  was  a  heavy  loser,  for 
his  resignation  broke  off  abruptly  his  career  as  an  ex¬ 
plorer  of  the  West  in  the  service  of  the  War  Depart¬ 
ment.  The  whole  outlook  before  him  seemed  changed. 
He  took  the  termination  of  his  military  ambitions  bit¬ 
terly  to  heart,  and  Jessie’s  sorrow  was  even  keener.  But 
the  resentment  of  neither  approached  that  of  the  iras¬ 
cible  Benton.  Polk  wrote  later: 1 

There  is  every  indication  now  that  he  [Benton] 
will  join  the  Whigs  in  the  support  of  General  Tay¬ 
lor,  at  all  events  until  he  can  get  offices  for  his  three 
sons-in-law.  If  I  had  failed  to  do  my  duty  in  Col. 
Fremont’s  case,  and  given  an  office  which  he  sought 
for  his  Whig  son-in-law  [Jones],  he  would  never 
have  quarreled  with  me.  His  course  toward  me 
and  my  administration  for  more  than  a  year  past 
has  been  selfish  and  wholly  unprincipled. 

Benton  indeed  lost  few  opportunities  to  show  his  en¬ 
mity  for  Polk.  He  introduced  a  bill  to  reform  the 
procedure  of  courts-martial;  he  opposed  the  Adminis¬ 
tration  on  the  treaty  with  Mexico;  he  ceased  to  call  at 
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the  White  House,  and  for  more  than  a  twelvemonth 
had  no  intercourse  whatever  with  the  President;  and 
he  talked  of  publishing  a  letter  of  Polk’s  which  would 
injure  the  Administration’s  prestige.1  When  in  August, 
1848,  Polk  nominated  Kearny  to  be  a  brevet  major- 
general,  Benton  declared  that  he  would  filibuster  till 
the  end  of  the  session  to  defeat  the  appointment.  He 
harangued  the  Senate  for  thirteen  days,  in  a  terrific  and 
genuinely  effective  philippic  against  Kearny  combined 
with  laudation  of  Fremont;  but  in  the  end  he  failed,  for 
the  nomination  was  confirmed. 

Kearny,  it  may  be  mentioned,  died  this  same  year  in 
St.  Louis.  On  his  deathbed,  he  sent  word  by  his  physi¬ 
cian  to  Jessie,  who  was  in  the  city,  that  he  would  be 
grateful  for  a  visit  from  her,  but  she  refused  the  prof¬ 
fered  reconciliation.  Her  second  baby  had  just  died 
from  an  affection  of  the  heart  which  she  always  believed 
was  caused  by  the  anxieties  she  underwent  during  the 
trial;  and  she  said  that  between  her  and  Kearny  there 
was  a  little  grave  that  she  could  not  forget.2  Seventy 
years  later,  when  the  United  States  entered  the  World 
War,  two  National  Guard  camps  were  established  on 
the  Pacific  Coast;  one,  in  southern  California,  Camp 
Kearny,  and  the  other,  in  northern  California,  Camp 
Fremont. 

1  E.  I.  McCormac,  James  K.  Polk,  476  ff. 

*  Jessie  Benton  Frimont  MSS. 
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Passengers  on  the  lake  steamboat  Saratoga , 
bound  from  Buffalo  westward  in  the  early  fall  of 
1848,  saw  on  its  shelter  deck  an  interesting  family 
group :  Fremont,  in  civilian  clothes,  with  close- 

cropped  beard,  long  mustache,  and  heavy  curling  dark 
hair,  slightly  grizzled  in  places ;  his  still  girlish  wife,  car¬ 
rying  a  baby  in  her  arms;  the  little  girl  of  six,  Lilly; 
and  a  servant.  They  kept  to  themselves  and  invited 
no  approaches.  But  to  one  or  two  fellow  travelers  who 
won  their  confidence  they  spoke  freely.  They  were  on 
their  way  to  California,  with  the  intention  of  making  it 
their  future  home.  They  frankly  admitted  that  they 
were  poor;  they  had  nothing  but  Fremont’s  savings 
from  his  small  army  salary,  and  they  faced  the  possi¬ 
bility  that,  if  Congress  refused  to  pay  the  debts  he  had 
contracted  in  his  California  operations,  he  would  be 
held  responsible  for  them.  Empty-handed,  he  would 
have  to  endure  duns  and  threats.  However,  they  hoped 
quickly  to  gain  a  footing  in  that  rich  land.  Fremont 
had  placed  in  the  hands  of  Larkin,  the  consul,  before 
his  departure  to  undergo  his  court-martial,  a  small  sum 
— $3,000 — for  the  purchase  of  a  ranch;  and  friends  in 
the  East  had  furnished  him  credit  to  send  around  Cape 
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Horn  the  agricultural  implements  and  milling  machin¬ 
ery  he  would  need  there.  They  had  health  and  courage. 
It  was  plain  that  Fremont  was  depressed  and  pained  by 
the  verdict  of  the  court-martial,  which  he  felt  as  a  deep 
injustice,  but  Jessie  assiduously  comforted  him.  “And 
it  was  very  pleasant,”  later  wrote  a  passenger,  “to  see 
how  he  was  cheered  on  and  encouraged  by  the  vast  pros¬ 
pect  of  doing  good  which  was  opened  to  them  in  that 
new  territory.  Neither  had  any  other  thought  or  expec¬ 
tation  than  to  obtain  an  honorable  and  respected  posi¬ 
tion  by  their  own  industry  and  economy.”  1 

They  were  not  going  out,  however,  as  mere  emigrants. 
Jessie  was  accompanying  Fremont  only  as  far  west  as 
Westport  on  the  Missouri,  when  she  would  turn  back 
and  take  a  ship  to  California  by  the  Panama  route.  Fre¬ 
mont  would  meanwhile  assume  command  of  a  new  ex¬ 
ploring  expedition  to  cross  the  Rockies  by  a  southern 
pass.  Nothing  shows  better  the  indomitable  courage  of 
the  man  than  the  fact  that,  a  few  months  after  he  had 
been  court-martialed,  he  had  organized  his  own  fourth 
expedition. 

It  was  to  prove  the  least  fruitful  of  all  his  exploring 
trips,  though  it  was  destined  to  exhibit  his  resourceful¬ 
ness,  daring,  and  iron  nerve  as  nothing  had  hitherto 
done.  Its  object  was  of  real  merit.  Fremont  had  ah 
ways  wished  to  cross  the  continent  on  a  central  line  im 
tersecting  the  head  of  the  Rio  Grande,  and  he  now 


1  Letter  of  T.  C.  Peters,  Buffalo  Republic,  reprinted  in  N.  Y.  Tribune,  July  8, 
1856. 
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intended  to  make  the  trip.  But  this  was  not  all;  there 
was  increasing  talk  of  a  railway  to  the  Pacific;  some 
wealthy  citizens  of  St.  Louis  were  interested  in  the 
project;  and  he  planned  to  ascertain  the  availability  of 
this  route.  Since  the  chief  question  was  whether  the 
snow  would  be  an  insuperable  obstacle,  he  had  deter¬ 
mined  to  cross  the  ranges  in  midwinter.  Just  how  the 
funds  for  the  expedition  were  obtained  is  not  clear. 
Very  probably  the  men  planning  a  Pacific  railway  sub¬ 
scribed  a  considerable  sum;  Senator  Benton  may  have 
contributed  some  money;  and  it  would  seem  that  some 
of  Fremont’s  followers,  notably  Edward  M.  Kern,  the 
recent  commander  at  Sutter’s  Fort,  and  his  two 
brothers,  furnished  their  services  free.  Kern  and  sev¬ 
eral  of  Fremont’s  other  witnesses  in  Washington  had 
eagerly  urged  the  undertaking,  and  preparations  for  it 
had  been  in  progress  since  May.1 

Thus  did  Fremont  cling  to  his  career  as  an  explorer. 
The  renown  he  had  won  in  that  calling  was  too  great 
to  permit  him  to  give  it  up.  While  the  court-martial 
was  still  a  theme  of  general  discussion,  he  had  received 
from  the  citizens  of  Charleston  a  gold-mounted  sword 
and  engraved  gold  scabbard,  both  of  beautiful  work¬ 
manship,  as  “a  memorial  of  their  high  appreciation  of 
the  gallantry  and  science  he  has  displayed  in  his  serv¬ 
ices  in  Oregon  and  California.”  2  The  Senate  bill  to 
pay  the  California  claims  which  he  had  incurred  during 


1  St.  Louis  Weekly  ReveilU,  July  S,  1848. 

2  Charleston  Mercury,  Sept.  21,  1847;  Bigelow,  Fremont,  222. 
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his  military  service  on  the  Coast,  $700,000  in  all,  gave  a 
number  of  senators,  before  its  final  passage,  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  to  eulogize  his  work.  Benton  of  course  was  fore¬ 
most  in  this,  but  Senator  Clarke  of  Rhode  Island  paid 
him  the  highest  compliments,  and  John  A.  Dix  of  New 
York  declared  that  he  had  “exhibited  a  combination  of 
energy,  promptitude,  sagacity,  and  prudence,  which 
indicated  the  highest  capacity  for  civil  and  military 
command,”  and  that  his  decisive  movements  had  unques¬ 
tionably  “kept  California  out  of  the  hands  of  British 
subjects.”  The  magazines  of  the  day  united  in  praising 
him. 

Nearly  all  the  reviews  had  by  now  published  articles 
upon  his  explorations,  and  some  of  them  were  glowing 
in  tone.  The  anonymous  writer  for  the  Southern  Liter¬ 
ary  Messenger  remarked  that  his  reports  on  the  West 
must  always  be  the  basis  of  scientific  information  upon 
the  regions  he  had  traversed,  “and  the  name  of  Fre¬ 
mont  is  immortalized  among  the  great  travellers  and 
explorers,  and  will  doubtless  survive  as  long  as  those  of 
the  Sierra  Nevada,  or  the  Sacramento.”  1  The  Eclectic 
Review  gave  him  many  pages.2  The  Democratic  Re¬ 
view  thought  that  he  had  been  insufficiently  rewarded :  3 
The  personal  merits  of  Capt.  Fremont,  in  these 
expeditions,  have  been  great,  and  evince  high  talent 
for  command  and  for  enterprise.  With  an  average 
of  25  men,  and  no  officer  to  aid  him,  he  has  made 

1  Vol.  15  (1849),  528,  529. 

2  June,  1846. 

3  Vol.  17  (July,  1845). 
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10,000  miles  of  march  among  tribes  of  savages, 
without  ever  being  exposed  to  surprise  or  defeat, 
providing  for  the  subsistence  of  men  and  horses, 
and  preserving  order,  subordination,  and  cheerful 
obedience  throughout  his  command.  Without  the 
aid  of  scientific  assistants,  he  has  so  enriched  his 
report  with  science  as  to  seem  to  have  been  the  work 
of  professional  savants.  .  .  .  The  honorary  reward 
of  brevet  captain  has  been  bestowed  upon  him: 
Lewis  and  Clark  received  something  more  substan¬ 
tial — double  pay,  1,600  acres  of  land  each,  promo¬ 
tion  to  generals,  appointment  of  government  com¬ 
mission  to  treat  with  Indians,  and  copyright  in 
their  Journal.  Certainly,  as  first  explorers,  they 
were  entitled  to  great  merit;  but  they  lack  the 
science  which  Capt.  Fremont  carried  into  his 
expeditions. 

Even  abroad  he  was  well-known;  a  little  later,  Baron 
Humboldt,  on  behalf  of  the  Prussian  Government, 
transmitted  him  a  gold  medal  for  progress  in  the  sci¬ 
ences,  while  the  Royal  Geographical  Society  awarded 
him  the  Founder’s  Medal  for  distinguished  services  to 
geography.1  It  was  unfortunate  that  he  did  not  write 
a  full  scientific  report  of  the  third  expedition  which 
culminated  in  the  California  fighting.  Instead,  he  con¬ 
tented  himself  with  a  careful  map  of  Oregon  and  Cali¬ 
fornia,  of  which  the  Senate  ordered  20,000  copies,  and 


1  Bigelow,  Fr&mont,  327  ff. 


Starvation  and  Cannibalism  398 

a  short  and  hasty  Geographical  Memoir  accompanying 
it.  This  Memoir ,  which  was  the  first  publication  to  give 
currency  to  the  phrase,  “the  Golden  Gate,”  might  have 
rivaled  the  reports  of  his  earlier  expeditions  but  for  the 
court-martial,  and  the  inability  of  Jessie  to  help  him; 
she  served  for  a  time  as  amanuensis,  and  then  her  health 
broke  down.  Writing  for  Fremont  one  evening,  she 
suddenly  said,  “Do  not  move  the  lamp,  it  makes  it  too 
dark,”  and  went  into  a  prolonged  fainting  fit,  from 
which  she  emerged  a  temporary  invalid.1  Thereafter, 
Fremont  spoke  of  his  task  as  “the  cursed  memoir,”  and 
dismissed  it  as  summarily  as  his  conscience  would  permit 
him.  He  offered  to  furnish  Congress  a  much  fuller 
record  of  his  trip,  but  although  a  committee  under  Sena¬ 
tor  Breese  of  Illinois  reported  in  favor  of  this,  the  work 
was  never  authorized,  and  a  distinct  gap  was  thus  left 
in  the  literature  of  the  West. 

Nevertheless,  the  scientific  fruits  of  the  third  expedi¬ 
tion  were  of  distinct  importance.  The  map,  for  which 
Preuss  did  the  actual  drawing  from  Fremont’s  and 
other  surveys,  was  the  most  accurate  yet  made  for  the 
Pacific  coast.  More  than  a  thousand  botanical  speci¬ 
mens  had  been  preserved,  and  Professor  John  Torrey 
prepared  a  treatise  upon  them  which  was  shortly  pub¬ 
lished.2  Many  geological  specimens  had  been  collected, 
the  sketches  of  scenery  and  animals  were  valuable,  and 
there  were  brought  east  a  large  number  of  bird  skins  with 


1  Jessie  Benton  FrSmont  MSS. 

1  Plantoe  Frimontiance,  Smithsonian  Contributions,  1850. 
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the  plumage  intact.  Fremont  was  plunged  into  a  con¬ 
troversy  with  Captain  Wilkes  in  June,  1848,  regarding 
the  accuracy  of  his  topographical  work  and  the  conse¬ 
quent  figures  for  the  California  coast  line,  and  he 
emerged  from  it  with  enhanced  scientific  credit.  He 
was  universally  and  deservedly  regarded  as  the  best 
American  authority  upon  the  great  new  lands  just  ac¬ 
quired  by  the  Mexican  War  and  the  Oregon  treaty,  and 
his  writings  were  more  than  ever  in  demand.  When  he 
set  out  on  his  fourth  expedition,  he  felt  that  he  was 
continuing  an  invaluable  national  work,  and  that  with 
new  discoveries  he  might  wipe  out  old  humiliations. 

Once  more,  then,  the  frontier;  once  more  the  free 
open  prairies  stretching  before  the  explorer.  Years 
later,  in  writing  the  second  volume  of  his  Memoirs,  Fre¬ 
mont  jotted  down  a  set  of  rough  notes  upon  the 
adventure. 

A  winter  expedition — about  snow  obstacles  and 
home  for  family — preparations  at  St.  Louis — 
Campbell  and  Filley — journey  up  the  river — death 
of  the  child — Mrs.  Fremont  at  Maj.  Cummins — 
camp  on  the  frontier — Mrs.  Fremont’s  visits  to  the 
camp — Scott  and  the  quails. 


Capt.  Cathcart — personnel  of  the  party  (33 
men )  — Godey — the  Kerns — King — Brackenridge 
— Creutzfeldt  (when  was  he  with  me?) — The  two 
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Indian  boys  Gregorio  and  Juan — Proue — the  three 
Canadians. 


Route  up  the  Southern  Kansas — the  Arkansas 
bare  of  timber  and  exposed  to  snowstorms — for 
400  miles  abundant  timber,  grain,  and  excellent 
grass — Valley  of  the  Kansas  the  best  approach  to 
the  mountains — the  valley  soil  of  superior  quality, 
well  timbered,  abundant  grasses,  the  route  direct — 
would  afford  good  settlement  for  400  miles. 


The  big  timber,  30  miles  below  Bent’s  Fort — 
Fitzpatrick  and  the  Indians,  600  lodges,  talks  and 
feasts — Indians  report  snow  deeper  than  for  many 
years — Nov.  17,  mountains  show  themselves  for 
first  time,  covered  with  snow,  the  country  around 
also — not  discouraged. 

Thirty-three  men,  with  horses  and  pack  animals — a 
large  expedition  for  a  penniless  leader — but  numbers 
were  needed,  for  the  Indian  tribes  before  him,  the  Ute, 
Apache,  Navajo,  and  others,  were  hostile  or  uneasy, 
and  might  have  to  be  fought  off.  The  Campbell  and 
Filley  mentioned  here  were  Robert  Campbell  and  O.  D. 
Filley,  who,  with  Thornton  Grimsley,  all  three  substan¬ 
tial  St.  Louis  business  men,  furnished  financial  and 
other  assistance ;  Filley,  a  manufacturer,  gave  Fremont 
a  large  part  of  his  camp  equipment.  The  “death  of 
the  child”  refers  to  the  sad  death  of  the  Fremonts’  sec- 
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ond  child,  Benton  Fremont.  This  little  boy  had  always 
been  delicate  and  it  was  known  by  physicians  who  had 
attended  him  in  Washington  that  his  span  of  life  was 
likely  to  be  a  very  short  one.1  The  young  mother — 
Jessie  was  only  twenty-four  when  the  baby  died — had 
no  knowledge  of  this.  The  death  occurred  while  the 
Fremonts  were  moving  up  the  Missouri  River  to  the 
starting  point  of  the  fourth  expedition. 

The  night  after  Fremont  and  his  party  set  out  for 
the  West,  Jessie  and  her  colored  servant,  Aunt  Kitty, 
spent  the  night  at  the  Indian  Agency  at  Westport 
Landing.  This  agency — a  queer,  irregular  string  of 
log  houses — was  in  charge  of  Major  Cummins.  Toward 
dawn  Mrs.  Fremont  and  her  servant  were  disturbed  by 
the  piteous  cries  of  a  mother  wolf  hunting  the  cubs  which 
Major  Cummins  had  just  killed,  and  they  had  hardly 
settled  down  again  before  their  slumbers  were  broken 
by  Fremont  himself.  He  had  ridden  back  ten  miles 
from  camp  in  his  usual  impetuous  way  to  have  a  final 
hour  with  his  wife,  and  Kitty  had  to  get  up  and  make  a 
cup  of  tea.  “And  so,”  wrote  Mrs.  Fremont  afterward, 
“with  our  early  tea  for  a  stirrup  cup,  ‘he  gave  his  bridle 
rein  a  shake,’  and  we  went  our  ways,  one  into  the  mid¬ 
winter  snows  of  untracked  mountains,  the  other  to  the 
long  sea  voyage  through  the  tropics.”  2 

By  the  end  of  November,  1848,  after  visiting  Bent’s 

1  Jessie  Benton  FrSmont  MSS.  Robert  Campbell  was  a  traveler,  trapper,  and 
pioneer  of  the  Far  West  as  well  as  a  business  man.  O.  D.  Filley  was  the  manu¬ 
facturer  of  a  Dutch  oven  then  widely  used  in  the  West  for  baking  bread. 

2  Jessie  Benton  Fremont,  A  Year  of  American  Travel,  20. 
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Fort  and  making  a  detour  to  the  “Big  Timbers”  to  visit 
his  old  friend  Fitzpatrick,  who  was  stationed  there  as 
an  Indian  agent,  Fremont  had  reached  Pueblo.  The 
trappers  and  Indians  at  the  fort  had  told  him  that  the 
extraordinary  depth  of  the  snow  and  other  signs  gave 
evidence  of  a  severe  winter  coming;  at  Pueblo  these 
warnings  were  renewed  by  men  who  declared  that  the 
cold  upon  the  high  peaks  was  unprecedented,  and  that 
the  mountains  to  the  west  were  impossible  to  cross.1  But 
Fremont  was  determined  to  push  on;  a  bitter  winter 
season  was  just  such  a  test  of  the  practicability  of  a 
railway  as  he  desired.  His  plan  was  to  push  west  from 
the  headwaters  of  the  Bio  Grande  along  the  line  of  the 
37th  parallel,  for  he  believed  that  he  would  find  a  good 
pass  over  the  Sierras  between  the  points  marked  by 
Walker  Pass  and  Mono  Lake.  A  large  part  of  this 
region  had  not  then  been  visited  even  by  trappers,  and 
no  one  knew  that  the  Colorado  River  Canyon  cut  like 
a  gash  through  it.  Here,  between  the  upper  Rio 
Grande  and  the  western  rim  of  the  Utah  plateaus,  lies 
some  of  the  most  formidable  country  in  the  United 
States — formidable  even  in  summer,  to  men  with  the 
maps  and  equipment  of  the  present  day.2  Midwinter 
was  approaching,  and  Fremont  was  heading  straight 
for  it. 

As  a  guide  for  the  expedition,  Kit  Carson  not  being 
available,  Fremont,  at  Pueblo,  engaged  the  noted  trap- 


1  M.  McGehee,  Century  Magazine,  March,  1891. 
*  Dellenbaugh,  Frtmont  and  ’4 9 ,  391. 
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per  and  hunter,  “Old  Bill”  Williams,  a  man  more  typi¬ 
cal  of  the  frontiersmen  of  the  time  and  region  than  the 
honest,  prudent  Carson.  He  was  as  full  of  ludicrous 
eccentricities  as  any  of  Cooper’s  quaint  characters,  and 
yet  as  expert  a  scout  as  Leatherstocking  himself.  A 
tall,  stooped  man,  of  hatchet  face,  nutcracker  jaws, 
small  restless  eyes,  and  querulous  voice,  he  was  still 
sturdy  despite  his  advanced  age.  Though  he  had  begun 
life  as  a  Methodist  preacher  in  Missouri,  his  speech  was 
now  the  rough,  full-flavored  lingo  of  the  illiterate  moun¬ 
taineer — “varmint,”  “plumb,”  “nigh  onto,”  “haint  got- 
ter,”  and  so  on;  but  he  always  said  something  to  the 
point.  His  gait  was  a  queer,  staggering  wabble,  which 
carried  him  first  to  one  side  and  then  the  other  of  a 
straight  trail,  yet  he  was  an  indefatigable  walker,  and 
could  cover  enormous  distances.  When  he  lifted  his 
gun  the  onlooker  had  to  check  a  smile  at  the  “double 
wabble”  with  which  it  came  into  position,  but  he  could 
unerringly  hit  a  coin  at  a  hundred  yards.  On  his  pie¬ 
bald  Indian  pony,  he  rode  with  his  chest  bent  over  the 
pommel,  his  stirrups  ridiculously  short,  his  trousers 
hitched  up  on  his  bare  calves,  and  his  arms  flopping  up 
and  down  over  his  arched  knees.  He  wore  a  buckskin 
hunting  shirt,  black  with  dirt  and  grease,  and  for  head- 
piece  a  blanket  cap,  so  roughly  tailored  that  the  two 
corners  projected  like  a  wolf’s  ears.  In  all,  he  was  a 
remarkable  character. 

Yet  Old  Bill  Williams,  despite  his  growing  age,  his 
oddities  of  speech  and  bearing,  and  the  personal  reck- 
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lessness  which  made  him,  whenever  he  sold  a  load  of 
furs,  embark  upon  a  wild  spree,  drinking,  gambling, 
and  tossing  whole  bolts  of  costly  calico  to  the  vociferous 
squaws  in  the  streets  of  Taos,  seemed  an  excellent  choice 
for  Fremont’s  purpose.  Nobody,  except  perhaps  Jim 
Bridger,  knew  the  Rocky  Mountains  so  well.  Twenty- 
six  years  earlier,  he  had  been  the  guide  of  Major  Sibley 
of  Missouri  when  the  latter  surveyed  the  Independence 
route  to  Santa  Fe.1  He  was  accustomed  to  go  into 
the  wilderness  alone  and  live  for  months,  trapping, 
shooting,  and  exploring.  Like  Bridger,  Milton  Sub¬ 
lette,  Etienne  Provot,  and  others,  he  took  an  Indian 
wife — indeed,  several  Ute  squaws  followed  one  another 
in  rapid  succession — and  ingratiated  himself  with  vari¬ 
ous  tribes.  With  the  range  in  front  of  Fremont  he 
was  supposed  to  be  perfectly  familiar.  “His  knowledge 
of  that  part  of  the  country,”  says  the  scout  Antoine 
Leroux,  “was  perfect.”  2  He  shared  the  misgivings  of 
the  other  experienced  frontiersmen  of  the  regions  re¬ 
garding  a  winter  passage  of  the  Rockies;  but  as  Fre¬ 
mont  insisted,  he  concluded  to  go,  believing  that  the 
party  could  fight  its  way,  though  not  without  great 
suffering,  through  the  snow-choked  passes.3 

Fremont  felt  safe  in  going  on  because  his  party  in¬ 
cluded  some  of  the  most  experienced  and  fearless  mem¬ 
bers  of  his  former  companies.  Preuss  was  with  him  as 
topographer,  and  Alexander  Godey,  both  of  whom  had 

1  Cf.  Fort  Sutter  Papers,  MS.  No.  126. 

J  Fort  Sutter  Papers,  MS.  No.  130. 

*  McGehee,  ut  supra. 
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been  with  him  in  his  midwinter  passage  of  the  Sierras. 
Kern  had  brought  his  two  brothers,  one  of  them  a 
physician.  One  of  the  new  recruits  was  Captain  Cath- 
cart,  of  the  British  Army,  an  able  and  fearless  man. 
Another  was  Mica  j  ah  McGehee,  a  capable  frontiers¬ 
man,  who  kept  a  diary,  which,  published  by  his  brother 
in  1891,  is  an  invaluable  source  of  information. 

They  plunged  into  the  Rockies,  which  had  for  sev¬ 
eral  days  loomed  up  a  vast  snowy  panorama  before 
them,  on  November  26,  1848.  One  of  the  men  looked 
up  at  the  icy  slopes  and  storm- wreathed  cliffs  as  they 
rode  through  the  valleys  below,  and  remarked,  “Friend, 
I  don’t  want  my  bones  to  bleach  upon  those  mountains.” 
He  little  dreamed  that  to  some  of  his  comrades  death 
would  appear  a  welcome  relief  before  they  were  through. 
Several  others,  with  a  premonition  of  disaster,  climbed 
to  a  little  point  that  evening  to  take  a  last  look  at  the 
prairies  behind.  “The  sight  was  beautiful,”  wrote 
McGehee;  “the  snow-covered  plain  far  beneath  us, 
stretching  eastward  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  while 
on  the  opposite  side  frowned  the  almost  perpendicular 
wall  of  high  mountains.” 

The  first  few  days  of  travel  were  sufficient  to  show 
that  they  had  embarked  upon  a  grim  undertaking.  They 
moved  forward  on  foot,  the  mules  they  had  bought  in 
Pueblo  carrying  130  bushels  of  shelled  corn.  As  they 
pushed  into  Huerfano  Valley,  just  below  the  high 
Sangre  de  Cristo  Range,  the  difficulties  grew  heavier. 
The  cold  was  intense,  the  ground  was  rocky  and  treach- 


Starvation  and  Cannibalism  401 

erous,  and  the  storms  of  sleet  so  terrific  that  at  times 
it  was  almost  impossible  to  make  the  mules  face  them. 
The  men  suffered  from  frozen  hands,  ears,  and  toes. 
Still  greater  were  the  sufferings  of  the  animals,  for 
with  no  food  but  dry  grain  and  no  water  but  melted 
snow,  they  were  driven  to  their  last  ounce  of  strength. 
One  by  one,  the  mules  began  to  drop  down  by  the  trail 
to  die.  Every  step  upward  made  the  cold  more  intense, 
until  the  mercury  sank  entirely  into  the  bulb  of  the 
thermometer,  and  failed  to  register  the  temperature. 
Their  breath  congealed  upon  the  men’s  faces  until  their 
beards  and  eyelashes  stood  out  stiff  and  white,  and  they 
could  hardly  speak.  In  this  fashion  they  managed  to 
cross  the  Sangre  de  Cristo  Mountains  by  Robidoux 
Pass,  and  coming  down  into  the  San  Luis  Valley,  7,000 
feet  above  the  sea  level,  pushed  across  it  till  they  reached 
the  rushing  waters  of  the  Rio  Grande,  and  found  them 
frozen  over  almost  solidly. 

It  was  now  December  11,  1848.  Before  them  rose 
the  massive  San  Juan  Range,  its  peaks  lifting  14,000 
feet  into  the  sky.  The  critical  moment  for  the  expedi¬ 
tion  had  arrived,  the  moment  when  they  must  determine 
by  which  pass  they  should  scale  this  mountain  wall ;  and 
it  found  Fremont  and  Old  Bill  Williams  in  disagree¬ 
ment.  Fremont  declared  for  one  route,  and  Williams 
for  another,  the  Wagon  Wheel  Gap,  which  has  an 
altitude  of  8,390  feet,  with  the  real  pass  beyond  much 
higher.1  Perhaps  disaster  would  have  overtaken  them 


1  Dellenbaugli,  Fremont  and  ’^9,  395. 
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no  matter  which  choice  they  made.  But  after  all  was 
over,  and  the  dead  were  counted,  Fremont  laid  the  blame 
upon  Williams’s  shoulders.  The  error  of  the  journey, 
he  wrote,  was  in  hiring  the  old  scout,  who  proved  never 
to  have  known,  or  else  to  have  forgotten,  the  district 
into  which  they  were  plunging.1  This  statement  was  at 
once  and  vigorously  contested  by  several  men,  and  most 
notably  by  Edward  Kern,  who  declared  that  the  error 
in  choosing  the  route  was  Fremont’s  own.2  Upon  this 
contradictory  testimony,  different  men  have  since 
founded  varying  opinions.  But  a  decisive  confirmation 
of  Fremont’s  statement  is  supplied  by  no  less  a  person 
than  Alexander  Godey,  whose  letter  has  long  been  lost 
in  old  newspaper  files :  3 

And  now  as  to  the  statement  made  by  the  Messrs. 
Kerns,  in  relation  to  which  you  wish  my  opinion. 
I  will  say  that  every  man  who  was  with  Col.  Fre¬ 
mont  on  that  unfortunate  trip  to  the  Carnero  Pass 
knows  it  to  be  untrue.  I  had  the  honor  of  being 
in  command  under  Col.  Fremont  on  that  expedi¬ 
tion,  and  I  say  now,  as  I  have  ever  averred,  that  if 
there  were  blame  to  be  attached  to  any  source,  on 
Bill  Williams,  our  guide,  and  myself  should  its 
entire  weight  rest. 

Col.  Fremont  was,  from  the  time  we  first  came  in 
sight  of  the  Carnero  Pass,  on  the  8th  of  December, 

1  Letter  of  Dec.  11,  1849;  Bigelow,  Fr&mont,  391. 

3  Cf.  Fort  Sutter  Papers,  MS.  No.  125. 

8  For  this  most  interesting  document,  see  N.  Y.  Evening  Post,  Oct.  30,  1856. 
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to  the  17th,  a  period  of  nine  days,  strongly  averse 
to  taking  it  in  our  course,  preferring  to  turn  off  and 
go  through  the  Cochetopy,  a  pass  some  thirty  miles 
to  the  left;  and  scarcely  a  night  passed  without  a 
consultation  took  place  between  the  Colonel,  my¬ 
self,  Williams,  and  others ;  but  Williams,  who  had, 
as  he  said,  frequently  travelled  it,  evinced  so  much 
confidence,  and  was  so  strenuous  in  his  efforts  to 
carry  his  point,  that  I  was  completely  in  his  favor, 
and  always  told  the  Colonel  that  I  myself  was  per¬ 
fectly  willing  to  trust  Williams  and  follow  him; 
and  in  this  way  we  travelled  on,  Fremont  uncon¬ 
vinced,  yet  without  any  reason  to  urge,  until  the 
12th  instant,  when  Williams  and  myself,  being 
ahead,  were  overtaken  by  Fremont,  who  rode  up 
and  halted  us,  and  the  entire  party  stopped  in  the 
middle  of  the  day.  The  Colonel  then  again  ex¬ 
pressed  his  fears  of  trouble  ahead,  and  then  it  was 
that  Williams  told  him,  that  “if  he  doubted  his 
capacity  to  carry  the  party  through,  say  so,  and  he 
could  get  another  pilot;”  he  asserted  in  the  most 
positive  terms  that  “he  knew  every  inch  of  the 
country  better  than  the  Colonel  knew  his  own  gar¬ 
den.”  Having  every  confidence  myself  in  Wil¬ 
liams,  I  advised  the  Colonel  to  let  him  go  on,  that 
I  was  perfectly  willing  to  follow  him,  and  that 
everything  would  result  favorably. 

This  was  the  last  consultation  on  the  subject. 
Fremont  acceded  to  our  united  arguments,  and, 
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the  die  cast,  we  pushed  on,  with  what  result  is  well 
known.  For  the  subsequent  misfortunes  that  be¬ 
fell  us,  Fremont  is  not  reprehensible.  He  trusted 
to  his  guides,  in  whose  representations  he  was 
bound  to  place  confidence,  and  that  they  were  de¬ 
ceived  was  no  fault  of  his. 

Later  Kit  Carson  and  Fremont  both  strongly  sus¬ 
pected  that  Williams  deliberately  led  the  party  astray, 
hoping  that  they  would  lose  their  baggage  in  the  deep 
snows  before  emerging  on  the  other  side,  and  that  he 
could  come  back  the  next  spring  to  claim  it.1 

Striking  away  from  the  Rio  Grande,  the  party  found 
themselves  in  an  almost  impassable  country.  The 
ascending  track  lay  through  deep  mountain  gorges, 
amid  towering  precipices  and  crags,  and  along  slopes  so 
steep  that  again  and  again,  as  they  toiled  along,  a  mule 
would  lose  its  footing  and  go  rolling  to  the  bottom. 
They  had  to  cross  rough-bottomed  and  boggy  streams 
which  rushed  precipitately  down  deep  ravines,  and  in 
which  the  pack  animals  would  stick  tight,  sometimes 
half  a  dozen  in  a  group.  Thereupon  Fremont  and  his 
men  would  turn  back,  wade  in  up  to  their  waists  in  the 
floating  ice,  and  shove,  haul,  and  belabor  the  animals 
until  they  scrambled,  dripping,  up  the  banks.  The  ob¬ 
stacles  multiplied  themselves  as  they  went  on.  Every 
day  the  snow  drifts  became  more  appalling  in  their 
depth,  and  the  cold  more  intense.  Every  night  more 


1  Fremont,  MS.  Memoirs.  For  an  explanation  of  the  nature  of  these  Memoirs, 
see  the  Bibliography  appended  to  this  work. 
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mules  succumbed  and  were  found  stark  and  stiff  at 
dawn.  “It  seemed  like  fighting  fate  to  attempt  to 
proceed,”  wrote  McGehee,  “but  we  were  bent  on  our 
course,  and  continued  to  advance.” 

Once,  the  men  in  advance  returned  with  the  hopeful 
news  that  there  was  a  clearer  prospect  ahead  and  that 
they  thought  they  saw  grass ;  but  when  the  main  party 
came  up,  they  found  that  it  was  only  the  tops  of  trees 
and  bushes  peering  from  the  all-extending  sea  of  snow. 
Repeatedly  the  expedition  would  break  camp  in  the 
morning  and  set  off  bravely,  only  to  find  the  tempest 
of  snow  too  much  to  face.  The  bitter  wind,  sweeping 
across  the  peaks  with  incredible  velocity,  cut  like  a 
knife.  Sometimes  they  were  mocked  at  nightfall  by  a 
furnace  sunset,  which  seemed  to  give  out  cold  rather 
than  heat,  but  for  the  most  part  the  sky  was  a  leaden 
pall.  On  one  of  the  marches  into  the  teeth  of  a  storm, 
Old  Bill  Williams  was  so  nearly  overcome  that  he 
dropped  down  upon  his  mule  in  a  drowsy  stupor,  and 
was  almost  senseless  when  his  companions  dragged  him 
back  to  camp. 

But  it  was  the  tortures  which  the  fierce  weather  and 
the  rough  trail  inflicted  upon  the  pack  animals  which 
were  most  heartrending.  The  corn  was  now  exhausted 
and  the  animals  were  crazed  with  hunger.  They  would 
roam  about  ravenously  all  night,  and  being  too  weak  to 
break  a  new  path,  would  usually  wander  back  along  the 
trail  of  the  previous  day,  pawing  in  the  snow  for  vege¬ 
tation.  They  began  devouring  the  rawhide  lariats  with 


406  Fremont 

which  they  were  tied;  they  followed  this  by  eating  the 
blankets  which  were  thrown  over  them  at  night,  and  the 
rigging  of  the  packsaddles,  and  finally  even  chewed  off 
one  another’s  manes  and  tails.  They  were  mere  specters 
of  skin  and  bones;  the  weaker  mules  would  collapse 
every  fifty  yards,  and  the  men,  with  frozen  and  lacerated 
fingers,  would  unfasten  their  packs  and  lift  them  up. 

Finally  they  reached  the  naked,  treeless  crest  of  the 
Great  Divide.  The  cold  here  was  more  intense  than 
ever,  while  the  storms  on  these  high  rocky  ridges  were 
almost  incessant.  Twice  Fremont,  with  unconquerable 
resolution,  forced  his  men  to  attempt  a  passage.  On 
the  first  day,  they  encountered  a  blizzard  or  pouderie, 
the  dry  snow  being  driven  so  thick  by  the  gale  that  it 
was  impossible  to  see  more  than  a  few  feet  in  advance, 
while  the  roar  was  deafening  and  at  times  it  was  difficult 
to  catch  breath.  After  a  brief  fight,  the  men  were 
forced  back  into  camp.  Dead  mules  were  lying  about 
the  fires,  and  it  continued  all  night  to  snow  steadily. 
The  next  day,  the  storm  had  ceased;  they  made  mauls 
and,  beating  a  road  through  the  snow,  crossed  the  ridge 
in  defiance  of  the  gale,  and  made  camp  just  below  the 
timber  line.  “The  trail,”  Fremont  wrote,  “showed  as 
if  a  defeated  army  had  passed  by;  pack  saddles  and 
packs,  scattered  articles  of  clothing,  and  dead  mules 
strewed  along.”  Then  the  blizzard  returned  and  par¬ 
alyzed  the  party.  They  were  now  12,000  feet  above  the 
sea,  and  in  an  almost  hopeless  position.  The  long  roll¬ 
ing  ranges  and  valleys  to  the  westward  were  buried  in 
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snow.  It  was  impossible  to  go  on,  and  almost  equally 
impossible  to  turn  back.  “We  were  overtaken,”  Fre¬ 
mont  said,  “by  sudden  and  irretrievable  ruin.”  1 

Under  the  circumstances,  the  only  hope  of  escape  lay 
in  an  immediate  retreat.  Fremont  determined  to  re¬ 
cross  the  crest,  and  very  mistakenly  decided  to  try  to 
take  the  baggage  with  him  down  to  the  Rio  Grande. 
Along  this  stream  he  hoped  to  find  game.  On  the  22d 
of  December,  they  commenced  their  movement,  and 
being  now  reduced  to  man  power,  required  more  than  a 
week  to  move  their  camp  and  equipage  over  the  top  of 
the  pass,  a  distance  of  two  miles,  to  the  head  springs 
of  a  stream  leading  to  the  river.  At  this  altitude  the 
slightest  exertion  was  laborious,  and  sometimes  caused 
long  attacks  of  nosebleed.  The  snow  was  from  four 
to  thirty  feet  in  depth ;  and  when  they  built  their  camp 
fires,  cavernous  pits  were  formed,  completely  hiding  the 
different  messes  from  each  other.  Deep  in  these  holes 
the  men  slept,  spreading  their  blankets  upon  the  snow. 
In  the  daytime,  some  of  them,  half  blinded  by  the  pine 
smoke  and  the  frozen  glare,  staggered  about  uncertainly. 
They  had  begun  to  suffer  greatly  from  hunger,  and 
were  living  in  the  main  upon  the  carcasses  of  the  frozen 
mules,  which  they  supplemented  by  butchering  the  few 
feverish  animals  which  remained. 

Christmas  Day  was  spent  in  an  atmosphere  of  deep 
depression.  The  men  were  worn  out  and  utterly  dis¬ 
couraged;  worse  than  that,  they  were  grumbling  at 
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Fremont  for  having  obstinately  thrust  them  into  all  this 
suffering  and  danger.  Three  men  of  the  old  exploring 
party,  Godey,  King,  and  Taplin,  continued  loyal  and 
cheerful,  but  even  Kern  had  become  morose  and  resent¬ 
ful.  Reduced  to  an  emergency  reserve  of  macaroni, 
sugar,  and  bacon,  they  did  not  have  provisions  to  last 
two  weeks.  Fremont  occupied  the  early  hours  of  the 
day  in  dispatching  an  express  party  to  the  nearest  set¬ 
tlements  to  bring  relief.  Calling  for  volunteers,  and 
choosing  King,  Brackenridge,  Creutzfeldt,  and  the 
guide,  Bill  Williams,  he  equipped  them  with  rations  and 
instructed  them  to  hurry  with  all  speed  to  the  nearest 
settlements  in  New  Mexico,  and  to  bring  back  pro¬ 
visions  and  mules  to  an  agreed  point  upon  the  Rio 
Grande.  Then,  after  seeing  the  four  men  disappear 
among  the  snowy  pines,  Fremont  turned  back  to  the 
circle  cowering  about  his  snow-pit  camp  fire.  He 
thought  of  the  previous  Christmas  in  Washington,  and 
of  the  merry  faces  and  abundant  luxuries  of  Senator 
Benton’s  home.  From  the  Senator’s  library  in  the 
Brant  house  in  St.  Louis  he  had  brought  some  volumes 
of  Blackstone,  to  be  the  foundation  for  his  possible 
entrance  upon  the  practice  of  law  in  California;  and, 
his  mind  “filled  with  gloom  and  anxious  thoughts,”  he 
now  brought  these  out  to  read  and  pass  the  hours. 

Descending  along  the  little  stream,  over  ground  so 
rugged  that  they  averaged  scarcely  a  mile  a  day,  Fre¬ 
mont’s  party  finally  reached  the  Rio  Grande  again. 
While  they  were  thus  engaged,  their  last  regular  pro- 


Disaster  in  the  San  Juan  Mountains,  1848-49 
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visions  had  been  divided,  and  they  began  boiling  their 
rawhide  ropes  and  parfieches  to  make  a  gluey  soup. 
The  cold  seemed  to  redouble  in  the  final  bleak  seven 
miles,  and  one  of  the  men,  Proue,  becoming  exhausted, 
lay  down  beside  the  trail  and  froze  to  death.  The  others 
passed  and  repassed  his  body,  not  daring  to  stop  long 
enough  to  bury  him.  At  one  point,  Cathcart,  McGehee, 
and  two  others  were  imprisoned  in  a  cave  for  two  days 
by  a  terrific  storm,  with  no  subsistence  except  some  raw- 
hide  shoestrings  and  old  wolf-gnawed  bones.  When  at 
last  the  expedition  made  camp  on  the  river,  they  found 
as  a  fresh  blow  that  there  was  no  game,  the  deer  and 
elk  having  all  been  driven  off  by  the  deep  snow. 

Fremont  had  given  the  party  which  he  sent  under 
King  to  seek  relief  sixteen  days  as  ample  time  to  make 
the  round  trip,  and  for  a  while  he  simply  waited  on  the 
Rio  Grande.  But  when  the  period  elapsed,  with  the 
ebbing  hopes  of  his  men  giving  way  to  despair,  he  grew 
too  uneasy  to  stay  longer.  Either  King  and  his  men 
had  lost  their  way,  he  feared,  or  they  had  been  cut  off 
by  hostile  Ute  or  Apache  Indians.  There  was  just  one 
course  to  follow — to  set  out  for  relief  himself.  Taking 
with  him  Preuss,  Godey,  and  two  other  trusted  men, 
and  enough  provisions  for  two  or  three  days,  he  started 
down  the  river.  He  left  orders  that  the  men  were  to 
finish  bringing  all  the  baggage  into  camp,  and  push  on 
with  it  after  him  till  they  were  met  by  the  help  he  would 
send  back.  He  also  made  a  statement  which  seems  to 
have  increased  the  mutinous  resentment  in  the  breasts 
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of  some  of  his  followers:  that  if  they  wished  to  see  him 
they  would  have  to  hurry,  for  he  was  going  on  to 
California. 

To  tell  in  detail  the  horrors  which  attended  the 
closing  days  of  the  ill-fated  expedition,  now  split  into 
three  groups,  would  be  unnecessary  and  repellant.  Fre¬ 
mont  made  rapidly  down  the  ice  of  the  Rio  Grande. 
He  hoped  to  meet  the  returning  party  of  Bill  Wil¬ 
liams  ;  or  failing  that,  to  reach  the  Red  River  settlement 
one  hundred  and  sixty  miles  away,  and  twenty-five  miles 
north  of  Taos.  On  the  sixth  day,  led  by  a  friendly  Ute 
whom  they  had  found,  they  discovered  a  little  smoke  in 
a  grove  of  timber  near  the  river  bank,  and  went  to  in¬ 
vestigate  it.  Here  they  found  the  relief  party  which, 
twenty-two  days  earlier,  they  had  sent  out  from  the 
main  camp.  Three  tottering  scarecrows  were  left,  Wil¬ 
liams,  Brackenridge,  and  Creutzfeldt,  the  most  miser¬ 
able  objects  Fremont  had  ever  seen;  and  they  told  him 
that  King  had  starved  to  death  a  few  days  before.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  they  had  partly  eaten  his  body.  Kit 
Carson  later  made  the  significant  remark  that:  “In 
starving  times  no  man  who  knew  him  ever  walked  in 
front  of  Bill  Williams.”  1  Placing  the  three  on  some 
horses  which  he  had  obtained  from  the  Utes,  Fremont 
hastened  on  to  the  Red  River  settlement,  reaching  it  on 
the  tenth  evening  after  leaving  the  main  camp.  He  at 
once  took  steps  to  hurry  back  a  relief  party  under 

1  Fremont,  MS.  Memoirs.  The  Red  River  here  mentioned  is,  of  course,  a  small 
branch  of  the  Rio  Grande,  and  not  the  well-known  river  of  that  name. 
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Godey,  with  pack  animals  and  provisions  which  he  ob¬ 
tained  from  Rio  Hondo  and  Taos,  to  the  half-starved 
men  left  far  up  on  the  Rio  Grande. 

The  word  half -starved  is  a  euphemism;  for,  by  Fre¬ 
mont’s  own  statement,  the  party  was  left  with  pro¬ 
visions  for  only  two  or  three  meals,  with  some  five 
pounds  of  sugar  additional  for  each  man.1  Its  position 
was  desperate,  and  to  stand  still  was  simply  to  wait  for 
death.  Two  days  after  Fremont  had  left,  when  they 
were  down  to  their  last  crumb,  they  held  a  consultation 
and  decided  to  start  down  the  river  at  once,  hunting  as 
they  went  along.  Each  man  had  a  handful  of  sugar  and 
they  divided  some  bits  of  candles  and  rawhide.  Trem¬ 
bling  from  weakness,  their  feet  frozen  and  bleeding, 
they  marched  in  gloomy  silence.  The  river  was  a  white 
streak  of  snow-blanketed  ice;  the  sombre  pines  on  each 
side  were  covered  with  long  thick  plumes  of  frost ;  there 
was  not  a  sound  of  life — not  the  shriek  of  a  jay,  not  the 
howl  of  a  wolf.  They  had  not  gone  far  on  the  first  day 
when  the  California  Indian  Manuel,  whose  feet  were 
turning  black,  stopped,  begged  his  mates  to  kill  him, 
and  then  started  back  to  the  camp.  A  little  farther  on, 
another  man,  exhausted  and  half  frozen,  threw  away  his 
gun  and  blanket,  staggered  on  a  few  hundred  yards,  fell 
into  the  snow,  and  died.  That  night  a  third,  Carver, 
raved  so  violently  that  his  companions  became  afraid  of 
him,  and  in  the  morning,  half -crazed,  wandered  off  into 
the  woods  and  was  never  seen  again.  Thus  the  survivors 


1  Bigelow,  FrSmont,  370. 
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went  on,  the  strongest  forging  ahead,  the  weakest  strag¬ 
gling  far  behind,  and  death  strode  with  them.  Some  of 
the  men  were  fortunate  enough  to  knock  over  two 
grouse,  which  they  ate  even  to  the  entrails,  and  to  find 
part  of  a  dead  wolf  along  the  river,  which  they  also  de¬ 
voured;  some  of  them  filled  their  stomachs  with  dried 
buds  from  the  bushes,  and  scooped  up  water  bugs  where 
the  river  ice  had  melted  slightly.  Fremont  has  feelingly 
described  the  fate  of  some  of  the  men,  and  the  arrival 
of  relief: 

Ferguson  and  Beadle  had  remained  behind.  In 
the  evening,  Rohrer  came  up  and  remained  with 
Kern’s  mess.  Mr.  Haler  learned  afterwards  from 
that  mess  that  Rohrer  and  Andrews  wandered  off 
the  next  day  and  died.  They  say  they  saw  their 
bodies.  In  the  morning  Haler’s  party  continued 
on.  After  a  few  hours,  Hubbard  gave  out.  They 
built  him  a  fire,  gathered  him  some  wood,  and  left 
him  without,  as  Haler  says,  turning  their  heads  to 
look  at  him  as  they  went  off.  About  two  miles  fur¬ 
ther  Scott  .  .  .  gave  out.  They  did  the  same  for 
him  as  for  Hubbard,  and  continued  on.  In  the 
afternoon  the  Indian  boys  went  ahead,  and  before 
nightfall  met  Godey  with  the  relief.  Haler  heard 
and  knew  the  guns  which  he  fired  for  him  at  night, 
and  starting  early  in  the  morning,  soon  met  him. 
I  hear  that  they  all  cried  together  like  children. 
Haler  turned  back  with  Godey,  and  went  with  him 
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to  where  they  had  left  Scott.  He  was  still  alive, 
and  was  saved.  Hubbard  was  dead — still  warm. 

When  the  first  far-off  halloo  told  that  relief  had  come, 
ten  in  all  of  the  thirty-three  hardy  frontiersmen  who 
had  set  out  from  Pueblo  into  the  mountains  had  lost 
their  lives,  and  the  remainder  were  mere  wrecks  of 
humanity.  They  were  so  emaciated  that  they  looked 
like  walking  skeletons;  their  hair  and  beards  were  long 
and  tangled ;  their  faces  were  waxen  under  a  mask  ‘of 
smoke  and  grime.  Some  of  them  had  to  be  lifted  upon 
the  mules  which  Godey  brought.  In  this  condition,  they 
were  all  taken  down  to  Taos,  and  the  tragic  venture  was 
ended. 

While  unquestionably  a  great  part  of  the  blame  for 
the  disastrous  failure  rests  upon  Bill  Williams,  who 
chose  the  wrong  pass,  and  upon  King  and  Williams 
jointly  for  their  strange  failure  to  find  the  right  path 
down  the  Bio  Grande  toward  Taos,  Fremont  himself 
cannot  be  acquitted  of  a  large  responsibility.  He  in¬ 
sisted  upon  attempting  the  crossing  of  the  range  after 
he  had  been  warned  in  the  most  solemn  terms  at  Bent’s 
Fort  and  at  Pueblo  that  it  would  be  highly  dangerous 
and  probably  impossible,  and  after  Williams  had  en¬ 
tered  an  emphatic  protest.  It  was  therefore  incumbent 
upon  him,  once  the  passage  was  under  way,  to  use  every 
precaution  to  insure  the  safety  of  his  men.  His  cardinal 
error  was  committed  when  he  turned  back  deliberately 
instead  of  speedily.  He  should  have  taken  what  food 
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and  pack  animals  remained,  abandoned  the  baggage, 
and  made  all  speed  to  the  nearest  settlement,  keeping 
his  party  a  unit.  By  trying  to  extricate  the  baggage,  he 
lost  eleven  men.  A  severe  critic  would  say  that  these 
lives  are  upon  his  head.  To  be  sure,  as  Godey  explained 
later,  he  had  provisions  at  the  moment  for  eighteen  or 
twenty  days,  and  he  felt  almost  sure  that  King  and 
Williams  would  return  with  help  within  that  time;  but 
he  should  have  taken  into  consideration  the  very  real 
risk  that  they  would  lose  their  way  or  be  slain  by 
savages. 

Edward  Kern  later  attacked  Fremont  for  not  using 
the  frozen  mules,  after  the  departure  of  King  on  Christ¬ 
mas  Day,  for  food.  But  Godey  is  no  doubt  right  in 
answering  that  this  was  impossible,  inasmuch  as  the 
weather  was  too  severe  to  permit  the  men  to  get  out 
the  carcasses  from  drifts  twenty  feet  deep.1  As  for  the 
failure  of  King  and  Williams  to  keep  on  the  straight 
path  to  the  settlements,  this  now  seems  inexplicable. 
By  Godey’s  testimony,  before  they  started,  they  and 
Fremont  had  fixed  and  determined  every  day’s  journey, 
and  the  various  camping  places,  both  going  and  com¬ 
ing;  they  were  experienced,  capable  frontiersmen;  and 
Williams  supposedly  knew  the  whole  region.  Yet  they 
did  not  get  fifty  miles  from  their  starting  place. 

It  would  have  been  more  in  keeping  with  Fremont’s 
usual  gallantry  of  conduct  had  he  returned  up  the  Rio 
Grande  with  the  relief  party  from  Taos  which,  under 

1  Godey’s  letter,  N.  Y.  Evening  Post,  Oct.  30,  1856. 
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Godey,  did  the  actual  work  of  rescue.  His  excuse  was 
possibly  that  he  was  too  exhausted;  one  leg  was  badly 
frozen,  and  reports  to  the  eastern  press  from  a  Taos 
correspondent  declared  that  he  was  “very  severely 
frosted  and  scarcely  able  to  get  about.”  1  Members  of 
his  party  reported  him  almost  snow-blind.  But  if  he 
was  at  all  able  to  travel,  he  should  not  have  rested  while 
one  of  his  men  remained  in  danger  in  the  wilderness. 
He  went  to  Kit  Carson’s  hospitable  home,  where  on 
January  27,  1849,  we  find  him  writing  Jessie,  and  tell¬ 
ing  her  that:  “This  morning  a  cup  of  chocolate  was 
brought  to  me,  while  yet  in  bed.  To  an  overworn,  over¬ 
worked,  much  fatigued,  and  starving  traveller,  these 
little  luxuries  of  the  world  offer  an  interest  which  in 
your  comfortable  home  it  is  not  possible  for  you  to  con¬ 
ceive.”  He  spoke  of  Kit  Carson’s  care,  “constantly 
occupied  and  constantly  uneasy  in  endeavoring  to  make 
me  comfortable.”  2  Unquestionably,  his  failure  to  go 
back  accentuated  the  bitterness  with  which  the  three 
Kern  brothers  and  others  of  his  men  always  spoke  of 
his  leadership  of  the  expedition. 

Fremont  was  never  a  man  for  useless  repining;  he 
wrote  Jessie  that  he  had  an  “almost  invincible  repug¬ 
nance”  for  the  task  of  describing  his  sufferings,  and  his 
whole  attention  was  now  centered  upon  proceeding  over¬ 
land  to  California.  From  Major  Edward  F.  Beale, 
who  had  been  in  the  California  fighting,  had  been  Car- 

1  Liberty,  Mo.,  Weekly  Tribune,  March  30,  1849. 

*  For  his  long  and  vivid  letter,  see  Bigelow,  Frimont,  365  ff. 
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son’s  associate  in  an  heroic  crawl  through  the  Mexican 
lines  after  the  battle  of  San  Pascual,  and  was  now 
commanding  the  army  forces  in  northern  New  Mexico, 
he  received  the  kindest  assistance,  including  the  loan  of 
some  horses  and  the  sale  of  provisions  from  the  com¬ 
missary’s  department.  Though  he  had  saved  most  of 
the  instruments,  all  his  camp  equipment,  almost  all  his 
clothing,  and  all  his  money  were  lost.  Other  men  be¬ 
sides  Carson  and  Beale  came  to  his  aid,  for  Taos  was 
full  of  old  friends — Dick  Owens,  Lucien  Maxwell,  and 
Francis  Aubrey  among  them;  and  Aubrey  lent  him  a 
thousand  dollars  to  purchase  animals  to  continue  his 
journey. 

Before  he  left  Taos,  Fremont  told  the  men  of  his  re¬ 
united  party  that  he  would  be  glad  to  mount  and  equip 
all  who  would  accompany  him  to  the  Pacific.  Most  of 
them,  including  Godey,  volunteered  to  go.  The  three 
Kern  brothers,  who  were  impatient  to  return  to  the 
States,  Bill  Williams,  and  a  few  others  declined.  It 
may  be  mentioned  that  the  following  spring,  Williams 
and  Dr.  Kern  returned  to  the  scene  of  the  disaster  to 
recover  the  baggage,  money,  and  Edward  Kern’s  his¬ 
torical  papers,  and  that  they  were  attacked  and  killed, 
either  by  Indians  or  by  some  treacherous  Mexicans  who 
accompanied  them.1  To  increase  the  ill  feeling  among 
those  who  were  left  behind,  they  received  the  impression 
that  Fremont  had  made  an  unfair  division  of  the  stores 
bought  from  the  commissary,  though  later  Godey  stren- 

1  So  McGehee;  but  cf.  Sabin,  Kit  Carson  Days,  118. 
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uously  denied  that  this  was  the  fact.1  It  was  not  until 
they  reached  Albuquerque,  according  to  Godey,  that 
Fremont  was  able  to  obtain  military  stores  in  any  quan¬ 
tity.  The  new  party  which  the  explorer  outfitted  here 
and  in  Santa  Fe  consisted  of  twenty-five  men  and  sixty 
horses,  and  he  planned  to  use  them  in  going  south  of 
the  Sierras  by  way  of  the  Gila  River. 

The  early  incidents  of  this  final  stage  of  his  trip,  Fre¬ 
mont  has  jotted  down  in  his  usual  crisp  English  in  the 
rough  notes  previously  referred  to : 2 

With  25  men  all  told  and  outfit  renewed  I  re¬ 
sume  journey,  following  down  the  Del  Norte  and 
intending  to  reach  the  Rio  Grande  by  a  route  south 
of  Gila  River.  The  snows  this  season  too  heavy  to 
insist  on  a  direct  route  through  the  mountains. 
Engage  a  New  Mexican  for  guide — spring  weather 
in  the  valley — fruit  trees  in  bloom — hospitality. 
Leave  the  river — open  country — snowed  on  again 
— no  wood  and  weather  cold.  Retreat  into  the 
Membres  Mountains.  Pleasant  country,  well 
wooded,  resembling  the  oak  region  of  the  Sierra 
Nevada — color  of  soil — grass  and  water  abundant. 
Travel  along  foot  of  mountains.  Apaches  around 
the  camp — watch  and  watch — McGehee  fired  on — 
halt  and  have  parley  with  chief — make  friends. 
The  Indians  go  to  Membres  River  with  us.  Break¬ 
fast  and  presents.  Indians  direct  us  to  watering 


1  Fort  Sutter  Papers,  MS.  No.  126, 
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place  in  the  open  country — appoint  to  meet  us 
there — their  war  parties  out  in  Chihuahua  and 
Sonora.  I  push  forward  and  avoid  them. 

The  Apache  visitor — Santa  Cruz.  The  Mexican 
and  the  bunch  of  grass.  Follow  down  the  Santa 
Cruz  River — Tucson.  Spring  on  the  Santa  Cruz 
— peach  orchard — the  ruined  missions.  River  lost 
in  the  sand.  The  grass  field  and  water  at  foot  of 
the  hills.  Reach  the  Gila  River.  The  Pimah  vil¬ 
lage  (see  Johnson’s  report) — Indian  faces  painted 
with  black  lead. 

Follow  the  river  around  the  bend.  Meet  large 
party  of  Sonorans  going  to  California.  Their 
pleasure  in  meeting  us.  Their  fear  of  Indians. 
They  urge  me  to  travel  with  them.  I  consent. 
Many  presents  of  fruit  and  provisions  in  various 
forms.  Reach  the  Gila  River.  Determine  position 
of  the  junction  with  the  Rio  Grande.1  Make  bull- 
boat — ferry  women  and  children  of  the  Sonorans 
across,  with  my  party,  and  leave  the  bullboat  for 
the  men  to  complete  their  crossing. 

Fremont  was  not  merely  undaunted ;  he  believed  that 
his  fourth  expedition  had  succeeded  in  its  main  object. 
“The  survey  has  been  uninterrupted  up  to  this  point,” 
he  wrote  bravely  from  Taos  to  Jessie,  “and  I  shall  carry 
it  on  consecutively.”  Later,  he  publicly  declared:  “The 
result  was  entirely  satisfactory.  It  convinced  me  that 

1  By  this  Fremont  of  course  meant  the  junction  of  the  Gila  with  the  Colorado, 
which  in  these  years  was  called  the  Rio  Colorado  Grande. 
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neither  the  snow  of  winter  nor  the  mountain  ranges 
were  obstacles  in  the  way  of  the  road,  and  furnished 
me  with  a  far  better  line  [for  a  railway]  than  any  I 
had  previously  known.”  1  He  had  hopes  that,  if  the 
continuance  of  his  labors  as  an  explorer  proved  to  have 
been  useful,  the  President  who  was  about  to  succeed 
Polk  would  take  him  back  into  government  service  for 
work  upon  the  coast. 

For  the  rest,  he  looked  forward  to  making  a  new 
home  for  Jessie,  whose  arrival  he  expected  in  March. 
The  immediate  prospect  before  him  was  one  of  conten¬ 
tion  and  legal  fighting  before  he  could  even  claim  the 
land  upon  which  he  had  set  his  heart.  When  he  gave 
Larkin  the  $3,000,  it  was  to  purchase  a  chosen  property 
on  the  hills  some  distance  back  of  San  Francisco.  Its 
old  orchards  and  vines  and  its  atmosphere  of  peace 
and  rest  had  appealed  strongly  to  him,  while  its  view 
out  over  the  sea  recalled  to  him  his  Charleston  boy¬ 
hood.  But  by  some  rather  suspicious  error  Larkin  had 
bought  instead  a  wild  tract  of  land  in  the  Sierra  foot¬ 
hills,  more  than  a  hundred  miles  from  the  ocean  and 
nearly  that  far  from  any  settlement — the  famous  Mari- 
posas  tract,  seventy  square  miles  in  area.  Hostile  In¬ 
dians  roamed  the  region  in  such  numbers  that  it  was 
impossible  to  reside  there,  or  to  pasture  cattle,  which 
would  have  been  quickly  destroyed.  The  land  was  ap¬ 
parently  almost  worthless.  Fremont  had  been  outraged 
when,  just  before  leaving  California  as  Kearny’s  pris- 
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oner,  he  had  learned  of  this,  and  had  told  Larkin  that 
he  would  return  to  demand  a  just  settlement.  He  had 
consulted  with  Senator  Benton,  whose  long  experience 
in  land  cases  arising  from  the  Louisiana  Purchase  had 
made  his  advice  valuable,  and  had  laid  plans  to  insti¬ 
tute  a  lawsuit.  He  meant  to  get  either  the  property 
originally  selected,  or  his  $3,000. 

But  despite  the  dubious  outlook,  Fremont  wrote  con¬ 
fidently  to  Jessie.  “I  make  frequent  pleasant  pictures,” 
he  told  her,  “of  the  happy  home  we  are  to  have,  and 
oftenest  and  among  the  pleasantest  of  all  I  see  our 
library  with  its  bright  fire  in  the  rainy  stormy  days,  and 
the  large  windows  looking  out  upon  the  sea  in  the  bright 
weather.  I  have  it  all  planned  in  my  own  mind.”  In¬ 
corrigible  dreamer  and  poet !  But  all  his  plans  for  ex¬ 
ploring,  for  a  career  at  the  bar,  for  developing  a  ranch, 
were  suddenly  transformed  when  he  learned  the  news 
which,  coming  from  California  during  1848,  had  elec¬ 
trified  the  civilized  world. 


CHAPTER  XXY 
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Th  e  dramatic  vicissitudes  which  make  Fremont’s 
life  so  romantic,  the  almost  incredible  alternations 
of  disaster  and  good  fortune  which  mark  its  course,  were 
never  better  illustrated  than  now.  Emerging  from  a 
humiliating  court-martial,  he  had  just  been  thrown  into 
the  jaws  of  death,  and  had  escaped  only  after  terrible 
suffering  and  loss.  But  already  Fortune  was  spinning 
her  wheel.  She  was  about  to  toss  into  his  lap  a  seat  in 
the  Federal  Senate,  and  an  estate  of  such  richness  that 
within  a  few  years  it  would  be  valued  by  cool-headed 
business  men  at  ten  million  dollars. 

The  rough  notes  of  Fremont’s  which  we  have  just 
printed  indicate  the  general  course  of  his  overland 
journey  from  Taos.  At  Santa  Fe,  he  dined  with  the 
military  governor  of  the  territory,  Colonel  Washington, 
and  at  Socorro  with  the  local  commandant.  Pursuing  a 
general  southwesterly  line,  he  penetrated  well  into  Mex¬ 
ico,  touching  Santa  Cruz  in  that  republic,  and  then 
turned  northwest  to  Tucson  in  what  is  now  Arizona, 
From  this  point,  his  line  of  march  was  down  the  Gila 
along  the  south  bank.  Here  he  descried  in  the  distance 
one  blazing  forenoon  a  cloud  of  dust,  in  which  vague 
figures  drifted  along  the  river  margin.  Hurrying  on, 
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he  overtook  a  whole  community  on  the  move — Jessie 
Fremont  says  1,200  men,  women,  and  children;  babies 
crying,  drivers  hallooing,  mules  dragging  lurching 
carts,  and  horses  burdened  with  packs.  Spurring  up 
beside  the  rear  guard,  he  asked,  “Where  are  you  go¬ 
ing?”  “Alta  California,”  came  the  reply.  “Why  such 
a  crowd  of  you?”  demanded  the  puzzled  Fremont. 
“Gold!  Gold!”  was  the  answer. 

It  was  the  first  news  Fremont  had  received  of  the 
discovery  of  gold  on  Sutter’s  property.  Word  had  trav¬ 
eled  most  rapidly  by  sea;  it  had  reached  the  ports  of 
western  Mexico — Guaymas,  Mazatlan,  Colima — be¬ 
fore  it  penetrated  to  Tucson;  and  all  Sonora  was  alive 
with  the  excitement  which  had  emptied  San  Francisco 
and  Monterey  in  a  rush  for  the  goldfields.  These 
Sonora  Mexicans  were  on  their  way  to  the  diggings. 
Fremont  acted  with  characteristic  impetuosity.  Mari¬ 
posa  might  be  the  best  property  after  all.  He  leaped  to 
the  conclusion  that  gold  would  be  found  on  his  new 
lands,  and  promptly  engaged  twenty-eight  Mexicans  to 
work  for  him.  He  was  to  grubstake  them,  they  were  to 
contribute  their  muscle  and  skill,  and  the  gold  was 
to  be  equally  divided. 

Fremont,  with  his  now  impressive  cavalcade,  pressed 
on  rapidly  to  Los  Angeles  and  Monterey,  where  he 
expected  J essie  to  be  already  waiting  for  him.  He  little 
guessed  what  his  wife  had  been  through.  She  had  crossed 
the  Isthmus  safely  under  the  escort  of  her  brother-in- 
law,  Jacobs.  It  had  been  a  horrible  trip;  she  went  up 
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the  Chagres  River  by  slowly  poled  boats,  burned  by  the 
sun,  tormented  by  flies  and  mosquitoes,  drinking  dirty 
water,  eating  hastily  cooked  food,  fearing  the  fever 
at  every  move;  thence  she  crossed  the  rest  of  the  way 
by  mule  train,  sleeping  at  the  camps  of  railway  sur¬ 
veyors.  Her  brother-in-law  marveled  at  her  courage. 
“He  judged,  as  we  all  do,”  she  wrote  later,1  “by  ap¬ 
pearances.  As  there  were  no  complaints  or  tears  or 
visible  breakdown,  he  gave  me  credit  for  high  courage, 
while  the  fact  was  that  the  whole  thing  was  so  like 
a  nightmare,  that  one  took  it  as  a  bad  dream — in  help¬ 
less  silence.”  When  she  arrived  in  Panama  on  the  west 
coast,  she  was  overtaken  by  “forty-niners”  from  New 
York,  who  brought  word  of  the  tragic  fate  of  the  fourth 
expedition;  and  here  she  also  received  Fremont’s  long 
letter  from  Taos,  giving  a  full  account  of  the  disaster. 
At  the  same  time,  she  learned  that  there  was  no  boat 
to  take  her  on  north. 

The  vessel  on  which  she  had  expected  to  proceed 
to  California  had  not  returned,  for  all  its  men  had  de¬ 
serted  to  rush  for  the  mines,  and  the  captain  was  fum¬ 
ing  helplessly  in  San  Francisco  Bay.  Steamer  after 
steamer  was  arriving  on  the  Atlantic  side  of  the  Isth¬ 
mus,  and  discharging  thousands  of  eager  gold  hunters, 
who  hurried  across  to  the  Pacific — and  then  sat  down 
and  swore.  Fortunately,  Jessie  bore  letters  of  introduc¬ 
tion,  which  rescued  her  from  the  hotel,  with  its  intoler¬ 
able  heat,  noise,  and  dirt.  She  went  to  the  home  of 

1  Jessie  Benton  Fremont,  A  Year  of  American  Travel,  56. 
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Mme.  Arce,  a  cultivated  widow,  and,  worn  out  by- 
anxiety  for  Fremont  and  by  hardship,  promptly  col¬ 
lapsed.  A  friend  named  Mr.  Gray  one  morning  brought 
her  a  newspaper  containing  a  letter  of  her  father’s  de¬ 
scribing  the  Fremont  expedition,  and  in  the  evening, 
when  he  returned  with  further  news,  he  found  her  sit¬ 
ting  exactly  as  he  had  left  her,  the  paper  in  her  hand 
and  her  forehead  purple  from  congestion  of  the  brain. 
All  Mme.  Arce’s  tender  nursing  was  needed. 

As  she  was  regaining  her  strength  after  a  fever  which 
had  almost  brought  her  to  a  sudden  grave,  one  night 
in  the  stillness  she  heard  the  signal  gun  of  a  steamer 
far  out  at  sea.  There  was  an  instant  uproar  in  the  town. 
By  scores,  by  hundreds,  the  Americans  rushed  clattering 
and  shouting  down  the  street  to  the  ramparts,  while 
the  excitable  natives  filled  the  streets  screaming  “El 
vapor!”  When  the  hubbub  was  at  its  height,  there  sud¬ 
denly  came,  from  another  quarter,  a  second  signal  gun. 
Two  steamers  were  in  the  offing.  Wrapped  in  her  dress¬ 
ing  gown,  and  watching  from  a  balcony,  Jessie  saw 
men  weeping  and  hugging  one  another  as  if  they  were 
Crusoes  being  taken  from  some  desert  island.  One  ship, 
the  Panama,  had  rounded  the  Horn ;  the  other,  the  Cali¬ 
fornia,  had  scraped  together  a  crew  and  come  down 
from  San  Francisco.  The  next  morning  Jessie  was 
waited  upon  by  the  captain  of  the  Panama  and  by  a 
naval  officer,  who  told  her  she  was  to  take  their  vessel. 
She  went  aboard  still  beset  by  fears  for  Fremont’s 
safety,  but  at  San  Diego  she  was  greeted  by  news  that 
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he  had  arrived  and  had  hurried  on  to  San  Francisco. 
“I  think  every  man  on  the  ship,”  she  says,  “came  to 
tell  me  and  say  a  choking  word  of  joy  for  me.”  1 

As  her  daughter  Lilly  relates  the  story,  when  the  ship 
ran  into  San  Diego,  Jessie  locked  herself  into  her  cabin, 
fearful  of  the  tidings  she  might  hear.  The  first  men 
to  board  the  vessel  knocked  at  her  door  and  called  out : 
“The  colonel’s  safe;  riding  up  to  San  Francisco  to  meet 
you;  he  didn’t  lose  a  leg — was  only  badly  frostbitten!”  2 
Carried  ashore  through  the  surf  to  what  is  now  the 
foot  of  Montgomery  Street,  San  Francisco,  Jessie  found 
that  Fremont  had  not  yet  arrived.  She  also  found  the 
region  wild  with  excitement.  San  Francisco  was  a 
half -deserted  town;  deserted,  that  is,  by  its  original 
inhabitants,  and  peopled  mainly  by  newcomers  counting 
the  hours  until  they  could  get  away  to  the  interior.  No 
servants  could  be  had  except  half-trained  Indians  and 
Chinese.  Mrs.  Fremont  was  told  that  “time  was  worth 
fifty  dollars  a  minute.”  The  people  lived  as  transients 
would  be  expected  to  live,  in  tents  of  dirty  canvas, 
shanties  knocked  together  with  odd  pieces  of  wood,  or 
ragged  shelters  of  blankets.  The  one  really  good  pri¬ 
vate  house  in  these  first  roaring  “days  of  old,  and  days 
of  gold,  and  the  days  of  ’49,”  was  a  two-story  frame 
structure  shipped  out  complete  by  a  New  Yorker,  with 
furniture  to  fill  it,  at  a  cost  said  to  reach  $90,000.  It 
had  been  intended  for  a  bride,  and  had  witnessed  her 


1  Jessie  Benton  Fremont,  Souvenirs,  188. 

2  Elizabeth  Frhnont  MSS. 


426  Fee  mont 

death  a  few  weeks  after  it  was  erected.  The  only  set¬ 
tled  residents,  besides  a  small  corps  of  tradesmen  who 
realized  that  the  retail  business  was  surer  and  richer 
than  any  placer  venture  they  were  likely  to  find,  were 
the  military  officers,  who  stuck  courageously  to  their 
posts.  One  of  the  wealthier  merchants,  a  man  named 
Howard,  found  for  Jessie  a  well-built  adobe  house 
of  one  story,  with  fine  furniture,  a  Broadwood  piano, 
veranda,  and  garden — the  house  of  the  late  Russian  con¬ 
sul,  Leidesdorff.  She  was  even  fortunate  enough  to 
obtain  a  white  woman  as  servant  and  companion — at 
$240  a  month ;  a  woman  who  left  in  a  huff  when  it  was 
made  clear  that  she  was  not  Mrs.  Fremont’s  social 
equal,  and  could  not  borrow  her  dresses  to  wear  to  a 
dance.1 

Ships  were  now  coming  into  the  port  in  a  steady 
stream,  many  of  them  fifty  or  sixty  days  from  New 
York,  some  forty  days  from  Australia,  and  some  direct 
from  Europe.  As  they  discharged  their  cargoes  and 
men,  San  Francisco  underwent  a  swift  change  in  ap¬ 
pearance.  High  piers  were  hurriedly  built  out  into  the 
Bay.  The  ragged  streets  of  shanties  and  tents,  with 
the  winds  blowing  furious  clouds  of  dust  down  them, 
stretched  farther  and  farther  back  over  the  hills.  Every¬ 
where  stood  buildings  of  all  shapes  and  sizes,  in  all 
stages  of  construction.  Many  were  mere  canvas-covered 
sheds,  open  in  front.  Masses  of  merchandise  were  piled 
higgledly-piggledly  in  the  open  air,  sometimes  under  a 
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dirty  tarpaulin,  sometimes  exposed.  They  displayed 
rudely  painted  signs  in  every  European  tongue  and 
advertising  every  ware;  while  prominent  among  these 
“stores”  rose  several  hotels — the  Fremont  Family  Ho¬ 
tel,  a  two-story  structure,  the  Parker  House,  the  City 
Hotel,  and  others — all  crammed  to  bursting. 

Along  the  public  ways,  ankle-deep  in  dust,  crowded 
people  of  every  nationality  and  description:  Yankees 
nasal  and  electric,  guttural  Germans,  nervous  French¬ 
men,  burly  Britons,  Chinese  with  swinging  pigtails,  Cal¬ 
ifornians  wrapped  in  serapes,  Chileans,  Kanakas,  and 
Malays  with  long  kreeses.1  Far  back  from  the  water 
front  lay  the  plaza  (called  Portsmouth  Square  after 
the  warship  which  Fremont  had  found  here  in  ’47 ) ,  with 
a  high  flagpole  marking  the  adobe  customhouse.  Mili¬ 
tary  forces  policed  the  town.  The  atmosphere  was  one 
of  feverish  activity.  Everyone  was  talking  of  claims, 
of  diggings,  of  town  lots,  of  the  new  cities  of  Sacra¬ 
mento  and  Stockton ;  everyone  hoped  to  get  rich. 

The  hurry,  the  wild  new  monetary  standards,  and 
the  speculative  spirit  bewildered  the  newcomer.  A 
porter  who  carried  one’s  bags  a  few  blocks  demanded 
$2  in  payment;  an  old  New  York  newspaper  sold  at  $1 
a  copy;  and  truckmen  driving  for  merchants  of  the 
town  made  $15  or  $20  a  day.  The  sudden  wealth  had 
attracted  an  army  of  gamblers  and  saloon  keepers.  At 
least  $60,000  a  year  in  rent  was  paid  by  the  gamblers 
who  occupied  most  of  the  second  story  of  the  Parker 
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House.  A  canvas  tent  near  by  called  “Eldorado”  by 
the  faro  and  monte  men  who  occupied  it,  only  fifteen 
by  twenty  feet  in  size,  was  rented  for  $40,000  a  year. 
A  wandering  easterner  who  wished  to  hang  out  his 
shingle  as  a  lawyer  was  shown  a  cellar  dug  in  the 
ground  and  told  he  could  have  it  for  $250  a  month.  All 
business  was  transacted  with  a  rush,  and  men  who  tried 
to  bargain  were  brushed  impatiently  aside. 

If  a  customer  entered  a  store,  the  owner  eyed  him 
with  indifference,  named  the  price  he  wanted  for  a  given 
article,  and  turned  away  if  the  customer  objected. 
Money  in  smaller  amounts  than  a  quarter-dollar  did  not 
pass  current.  The  large-minded  attitude  toward  finan¬ 
cial  affairs  was  seen  at  its  best  in  the  implicit  trust 
which  men  were  perforce  compelled  to  place  in  one 
another’s  honesty.  Loans  were  made  without  security, 
and  repaid  punctually.  Yet  the  gambling  spirit  per¬ 
vaded  every  group.  Bayard  Taylor,  watching  curiously 
one  of  the  crowded  “hells”  where  sperm-oil  lamps 
lighted  up  the  players’  excited  features,  saw  a  boy 
of  fifteen  coolly  pocket  $500 ;  one  of  his  fellow  travelers 
from  Panama  lose  $2,400 ;  and  a  hard-bitten  miner  bet¬ 
ting  great  piles  of  gold  dust  on  a  single  throw,  and 
finally  losing  his  last  hundred  ounces  at  a  stroke.1 

When  Fremont  had  finally  arrived  and  exchanged 
with  Jessie  the  history  of  the  past  eventful  six  months, 
the  two  looked  earnestly  for  a  home  in  this  rushing  bee¬ 
hive.  The  town  changed  with  visible  speed — men  said 

1  Eldorado,  60. 
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that  it  grew  daily  by  from  fifteen  to  thirty  houses. 
There  was  now  an  ebb  tide  or  backwash  from  the  mines, 
as  well  as  a  tide  setting  steadily  toward  them.  Broken- 
down,  sick  and  disheartened  prospectors  were  return¬ 
ing  from  the  diggings,  and  doing  what  they  could  to 
dampen  the  ardor  of  the  newcomers.  As  the  town  leaped 
up  to  a  population  of  6,000,  its  business  and  professional 
life  increased  in  vigor.  Here  the  Fremonts  met  well- 
known  men:  Major  Derby  (“John  Phoenix”),  who  had 
come  on  Jessie’s  ship  and  had  organized  theatricals  to 
divert  her;  Edwin  Bryant  of  Kentucky;  the  artist  Os¬ 
good,  who  after  three  months  in  the  hills  had  set  up 
his  easel  as  a  portrait  painter;  and  T.  Butler  King. 
But  they  could  not  make  themselves  quite  comfortable 
in  San  Francisco.  The  trade  winds  injured  Jessie’s 
lungs;  moreover,  it  was  too  far  from  their  new  ranch, 
Mariposa.1  They  therefore  betook  themselves  south 
to  Monterey,  where  they  were  only  one  hundred  and 
twenty-five  miles  as  the  crow  flies  (about  one  hundred 
and  forty  miles  by  road)  from  the  estate.  A  wing  of 
the  governor’s  house,  the  largest  and  best  building  in 
town,  was  thrown  open  to  them,  Mme.  Castro  and  her 
children  occupying  the  other  half. 

For  the  next  few  months  Jessie,  rapidly  recovering 
her  health,  enjoyed  with  characteristic  zest  her  life  in 
this  adobe  house  of  red-tiled  roof,  with  its  spacious  gar¬ 
dens  and  hedges  of  pink  roses  of  Castile.  They  had 
Indian  men  for  kitchen  service,  and  she  soon  mastered 
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the  art  of  cookery  with  little  meat,  no  fowls  or  eggs, 
no  milk  or  butter,  and  not  even  potatoes 1 — for  the 
swarming  gold  seekers  had  devoured  all.  She  made 
friends  with  Mme.  Castro,  whose  husband  was  still  ex¬ 
iled  in  Mexico,  but  who  felt  no  resentment  for  their  lost 
position  and  fortune.  Among  the  army  officers  then 
in  Monterey,  General  Riley,  General  Smith,  and  young 
W.  T.  Sherman,  who  was  thin  and  consumptive-looking, 
with  a  bad  cough,  she  found  congenial  acquaintances. 
Fremont  made  a  trip  to  San  Francisco,  and  “with  man¬ 
like  prodigality,  sent  down  what  would  have  fitted  up 
the  whole  large  Castro  House.”  There  were  bales  of 
Chinese  satins  and  French  damasks  to  use  for  draperies 
and  hangings,  boxes  of  French  and  Chinese  porcelain, 
bamboo  couches  and  chairs,  and  wonderfully  carved  and 
inlaid  Chinese  furniture.  The  house  had  a  large  fire¬ 
place,  and  Jessie  threw  down  grizzly-bear  skins  to 
give  warmth  to  the  mat-covered  floors,  and  to  lend 
a  cosy  air  to  recesses  between  the  satin-cushioned  sofas 
and  armchairs.  Her  Indian  boys,  Gregorio  and  Juan, 
shot  doves  and  squirrels,  and,  broiling  them  upon  sticks 
before  the  fire,  would  bring  them  to  them  at  the  most 
unusual  hours.  Jessie  later  wrote  of  the  whole  expe¬ 
rience  with  enormous  pleasure: 

This  was  my  first  house  and  my  first  housekeep¬ 
ing — without  any  of  what  we  consider  indispensa¬ 
ble  necessities  of  servants,  or  usual  supplies,  but 
most  comfortable  and  most  charming.  We  had  the 
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luxuries  of  life,  if  not  its  necessities.  Youth, 
health,  and  exultant  happiness  can  do  without  com¬ 
monplaces,  though  it  is  awkward  to  have  only  In¬ 
dian  men  for  kitchen  service,  and  to  study  a  cook¬ 
ery  book  and  try  to  follow  its  directions  with  no 
staples.  Whatever  could  be  put  up  in  glass  or  tins 
we  had  in  quantity — and  rice  is  a  great  reliance 
when  you  learn  its  many  uses.  .  .  .  Again,  I  was 
in  the  homekeeping  domestic  atmosphere  of  Span¬ 
ish  women,  who  offered  me  every  help,  though  they 
could  not  give  what  they  themselves  did  not  have 
in  this  locust-like  sweeping  away  of  every  green 
thing  and  no  replanting,  for  Californians  too  were 
off  to  the  placers,  and  speculators  had  bought  up 
all  attainable  cattle  and  sheep  for  San  Francisco. 
The  expenses  for  army  people  were  too  great  up 
there,  so  headquarters  were  at  Monterey,  and  there 
General  Riley  planted  cabbages  and  sweet  women 
grew  tired  but  laughed  over  their  contrivances, 
and  were  hospitable  and  helping  in  spite  of  all 
drawbacks.  General,  then  Major  Canby,  was  sta¬ 
tioned  there,  and  his  most  amiable  gentle  wife  was 
a  centre  of  helping  good  will.  They  had  an  excel¬ 
lent  cook,  a  Mexican  who  had  followed  the  general 
after  the  war,  and  who  did  not  leave  them  now  even 
to  go  to  the  placers.  Mrs.  Canby  took  pity  on  my 
tinned  biscuit  diet,  and  regularly  her  man  came 
with  the  fragrant  loaf  of  fresh  bread  wrapped  in 
its  delicate  napkin  and  sent  on  a  plate  of  fine  green 
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enamelled  Chinese  china.  Who  could  need  cream 
with  tea,  to  make  that  a  breakfast  of  delight  to 
mind  as  well  as  palate?  Mme.  Castro,  true  to  the 
gentle  nature  of  Spanish  women,  sent  daily  a  cup 
of  milk  for  my  little  girl,  for  she  had  saved  a  cow 
for  her  children.  This  was  another  turn  of  the 
wheel.  I  had  the  name  which  represented  to  her 
total  loss,  for  her  husband  had  not  returned  from 
Mexico  after  we  took  her  country,  and  yet  her 
motherly  feelings  were  stronger  than  the  natural 
resentment  for  lost  position  and  fortune.  She 
had,  though,  the  innate  Spanish  pride.  A  birth¬ 
day  among  her  children  made  the  opportunity  for 
giving  a  coral  necklace  they  had  admired  on  my 
child.  The  little  Modesta  brought  it  back  with  her 
soft-voiced  message.  “My  mamma  says,  if  it  is  a 
present,  yes;  if  it  is  pay  for  the  milk,  no.” 

Fremont  was  now  spending  all  the  time  he  could 
spare  at  the  Mariposas  ranch,  which  he  had  found  a 
singularly  attractive  place.  From  high  up  in  the  central 
Sierras,  the  Mariposa  River  flows  west  to  join  the  San 
Joaquin.  To  the  northeast,  some  forty  miles  away,  lies 
the  Yosemite;  below,  toward  the  Pacific,  stretches  the 
hot  central  valley.  Covering  a  large  segment  of  the 
Mariposa  basin,  the  estate  comprised  the  high  eminence 
which  they  called  Mount  Bullion,  in  honor  of  Senator 
Benton — “Old  Bullion” — picturesque  wooded  foothills 
of  the  Sierras,  and  broad  green  flats  waving  with  grass. 
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To  reach  it  in  summer  from  Monterey,  the  traveler 
had  to  ride  across  the  scorching  plains  of  the  San  Joa¬ 
quin  Valley,  where  the  temperature  often  rose  high 
above  100  degrees,  and  ford  a  number  of  rushing 
streams  like  the  Tuolumne.  When,  through  clouds  of 
suffocating  dust,  he  came  to  slopes  covered  with  the 
butterfly  tulips,  which  gave  the  ranch  its  name,  and 
caught  a  breath  of  cooler  air,  he  was  nearing  his  des¬ 
tination.  Farther  up,  where  Fremont’s  estate  lay,  the 
sparkling  atmosphere  and  the  feeling  it  gave  of  fresh¬ 
ness  and  elasticity  made  the  sun,  still  very  hot,  quite 
endurable.  Bear  Valley,  in  which  he  soon  built  a  pleas¬ 
ant  two-story  frame  house,  was  a  little  natural  paradise. 
Pine  trees,  six  or  eight  feet  in  diameter,  towered  two 
hundred  feet  into  the  air;  the  streams  were  full  of  sal¬ 
mon;  the  ground  was  covered  with  red  clover;  at  night 
in  summer,  blankets  were  required.  Not  many  years 
before,  this  spot  had  been  the  favorite  hunting  ground 
of  the  Cauchile  Indians.1  The  precise  boundaries  of 
the  43,000  acre  estate,  according  to  the  frequent  Mexi¬ 
can  practice,  were  not  fixed,  and  the  grantee,  as  the 
government  decided  later,  had  the  right  of  locating  the 
land  on  any  claim  within  a  large  area. 

Making  Monterey  his  headquarters,  Fremont  led  a 
life  of  incessant  activity,  and  Jessie  was  much  of  the 
time  at  his  side.  They  had  a  six-seated  surrey,  the  only 
carriage  in  the  territory,  fitted  with  every  convenience. 
Lilly  recalls  that  for  a  time  after  mules  were  obtained 
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for  this  vehicle  they  were  perfect  nomads,  sleeping  as 
much  in  the  open  as  under  a  roof.  Jessie  would  have 
the  cushions  drawn  together  in  the  surrey  to  form  a 
mattress;  the  little  girl  would  go  to  sleep  in  the  boot; 
and  Fremont  and  the  other  men  would  bunk  in  the 
open  on  their  blankets  or  in  hammocks  strung  to  the 
trees.1  In  time  they  obtained  an  Englishwoman,  newly 
landed  from  Australia,  as  their  housekeeper  in  Monte¬ 
rey,  and  Jessie  writes  that  “she  brought  English  com¬ 
fort  and  thoroughness  into  everything  about  me.” 

Meanwhile,  fortune  smiled  as  never  before.  The  Son¬ 
ora  miners  had  been  sent  to  Mariposa  without  delay 
and  were  busy  prospecting  and  extracting  the  gold  from 
the  river  gravel.  Bayard  Taylor,  riding  into  San  Jose 
as  a  correspondent  for  the  New  York  Tribune ,  hap¬ 
pened  upon  Fremont  as  the  explorer  was  returning 
from  his  first  trip  to  the  diggings.  They  shook  hands 
upon  the  porch  of  a  private  house.  Fremont  wore  a  Cal¬ 
ifornia  garb,  with  sombrero  and  native-style  jacket. 
Taylor  was  struck  by  his  deep -set,  hawklike  eyes,  his 
bold  aquiline  nose,  and  his  thin,  weather-beaten  face; 
above  all,  by  the  compactness  of  his  bodily  build — “I 
have  seen  in  no  other  man  the  qualities  of  lightness, 
activity,  strength,  and  physical  endurance  in  so  perfect 
an  equilibrium.”  His  refinement  of  manner  and  polished 
address,  unroughened  by  the  camp  life  of  months,  also 
impressed  the  journalist.  Fremont  was  now  a  man  of 
greater  note  than  ever.  The  East,  its  curiosity  aroused 

1  Elizabeth  B.  Fremont,  Recollections,  26. 
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(From  the  Weekly  Illustrated  London  News,  1850.  The  topmost  view  shows  the  town  as 
it  must  have  appeared  to  the  Fremonts  from  their  hilltop  residence.) 
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by  the  gold  rush,  was  reading  his  reports  on  the  West 
with  insatiable  appetite. 

After  a  brief  period  in  the  old  capital  the  Fremonts 
went  back  temporarily  to  San  Francisco,  where  they 
established  a  home  on  some  land  which  the  Colonel  had 
purchased,  later  (Jessie  says)  the  site  of  the  Palace 
Hotel.  He  bought  and  set  up  a  ready-made  Chinese- 
built  house,  which  fitted  together  like  a  puzzle,  the  only 
nails  being  those  which  fastened  the  shingles  to  the 
roof.  Walls  and  floors  were  grooved  together,  and 
doors  and  windows  slid  into  their  places  like  some  ex¬ 
quisite  piece  of  cabinet-work.  The  family  slept  on 
grass  hammocks  covered  with  navy-blue  blankets. 
Since  the  house  was  small,  Fremont  often  placed  his 
own  bunk  in  the  carriage  on  the  sand  dunes  outside. 
Some  of  the  most  interesting  men  of  the  booming  new 
city  rode  over  frequently  when  the  day’s  work  was  done 
and  in  frontier  fashion  ate  a  hearty  dinner  with  the 
Colonel.  A  house-man  whom  they  had  luckily  kept 
served  as  cook;  they  had  all  the  resources  of  the  San 
Francisco  markets  for  food;  and  they  drank  exquisite 
wines  which  had  come  out  from  France.  In  good 
weather  the  dinner  was  served  outdoors,  with  the  tables 
placed  on  the  sand  dunes,  the  blue  sky  overhead,  the  bay 
at  their  feet,  and  an  extra  touch  of  color  added  by  the 
flowering  lupines  all  about.  Jessie  relished  the  defer¬ 
ence,  amounting  sometimes  almost  to  worship,  which 
was  paid  her,  for  women  were  rarities  and  men  would 
walk  many  miles  merely  to  see  one.  Among  her  friends 
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were  Joseph  Hooker,  later  the  Civil  War  general,  then 
a  slim  young  officer;  a  Dr.  Bowie  of  Maryland;  Sam¬ 
uel  Ward  of  epicurean  fame;  and  adventurers  who  had 
roved  in  India,  South  America,  and  all  parts  of  the 
world.  This  interlude  pleased  them  all,  but  it  closed 
when  the  rainy  season  sent  Jessie  and  the  children  to 
Monterey  again.1 

As  soon  as  the  news  spread  that  Fremont’s  Sonoran 
helpers  were  washing  out  gold  literally  by  the  bucket¬ 
ful,  a  rush  of  other  prospectors  took  place  to  the  re¬ 
gion.  Shortly,  two  or  three  thousand  were  on  the 
ground.  Under  the  Mexican  law,  such  a  grant  as  Fre¬ 
mont  had  obtained  gave  no  title  to  mineral  rights,  and 
public  opinion  regarded  placer  deposits,  no  matter  on 
whose  land,  as  general  and  unrestricted  property.  Fre¬ 
mont  naturally  made  no  effort  to  interfere  with  the  army 
of  prospectors  swarming  over  his  land-  But  the  Sonor¬ 
ans,  as  the  first  comers,  had  an  advantage  over  others. 
They  washed  out  the  gold  in  such  quantities  that  it 
was  sent  down  to  Fremont’s  home  in  Monterey,  so  Jes¬ 
sie  tells  us,  in  hundred-pound  buckskin  sacks,  worth  not 
far  from  $25,000  each.2  The  quantity  sounds  like  an 
exaggeration,  but  unquestionably  enormous  sums  were 
taken  out;  a  negro  servant  of  the  Fremonts,  named 
Saunders,  whose  family  were  still  in  slavery,  but  who 
had  been  offered  them  by  the  owner  for  $1,700,  was  sent 
up  to  Mariposa  to  dig  enough  gold  for  the  purchase,  and 

1  Jessie  Benton  Fremont  MSS. 

a  A  Year  of  American  Travel,  125. 
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soon  obtained  it.  Unfortunately,  the  Sonorans  did  not 
get  on  well  with  the  American  newcomers.  They  left 
near  Christmas  for  home ;  and  as  Fremont  was  too  busy 
with  politics  at  the  moment  to  go  to  Monterey  to  di¬ 
vide  the  gold,  he  sent  the  miners  the  keys  to  his  store¬ 
room  there.  They  made  the  division  themselves,  and 
took  not  a  single  ounce  more  than  their  just  share. 

To  say  that  Fremont  was  busy  with  politics  is  to 
say  merely  that  as  the  most  prominent  citizen  of  Cali¬ 
fornia  he  was  inevitably  caught  into  the  current  of  pub¬ 
lic  affairs.  With  unexampled  rapidity,  a  new  state  had 
been  built  out  of  an  almost  unpeopled  land.  In  the 
year  1849,  more  than  80,000  emigrants,  three-fourths 
of  them  Americans,  reached  the  Coast.  The  population 
at  the  end  of  the  year  was  well  above  100,000,  exclusive 
of  Indians,  and  still  growing  by  tremendous  leaps.  Al¬ 
ready  a  convention  of  delegates,  sitting  at  Monterey 
during  September,  had  framed  an  anti-slavery  consti¬ 
tution  and  applied  for  admission  to  the  Union.  Of  this 
convention,  one  of  the  most  picturesque  bodies  of  its 
kind  ever  seen  in  America,  Fremont  was,  rather 
strangely,  not  a  member.  The  president  was  none  other 
than  the  seven-foot  Dr.  Robert  Semple,  familiar  to 
us  as  one  of  the  leaders  and,  later,  the  Thucydides  of 
the  Bear  Flag  War;  he  was  escorted  to  his  seat  by 
Captain  Sutter  and  General  Vallejo;  the  official  re¬ 
porter  was  that  rhetorical  journalist  and  traveler,  J. 
Ross  Browne;  and  the  members  chose  as  the  first  sec¬ 
retary  of  state  Henry  Wager  Halleck,  who  was  later 
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to  command  the  armies  of  the  North  in  the  Civil  War. 
Bayard  Taylor  was  an  onlooker,  and  attended  a  gay 
dress  ball  in  pantaloons  lent  him  by  an  officer  who 
weighed  considerably  more  than  two  hundred  pounds.1 
It  was  a  distinguished  as  well  as  an  amusing  assemblage 
(one  member  objected  to  trial  by  a  jury  of  peers  on 
the  ground  that  only  aristocratic  England  had  a  peer¬ 
age),  and  Fremont  should  have  been  present. 

But  he  did  use  his  influence,  so  far  as  it  was  needed, 
on  behalf  of  free-soil  principles.  There  proved  to  he 
a  surprising  absence  of  opposition  to  the  clause  in  the 
bill  of  rights  prohibiting  slavery  forever  in  California, 
even  southerners  supporting  it.  Men  realized  that  the 
climate  and  the  whole  social  order  were  inimical  to  slav¬ 
ery;  that,  as  one  grizzled  mountaineer  put  it  in  har¬ 
anguing  an  election-day  crowd,  “in  a  country  where 
every  white  man  makes  a  slave  of  himself  there  is  no 
use  in  keeping  niggers.”  2  The  Fremonts  themselves 
had  resolutely  treated  slavery  as  a  disgrace.  A  Texas 
gold-seeker  offered  to  sell  them  a  strong  young  mulatto 
woman,  but  Jessie  indignantly  refused.  Fremont  was 
told  by  the  advocates  of  slavery  that  “You  will  he  the 
richest  man  in  the  world  if  your  mines  are  worked  by 
slave  labor,”  but  he  rejected  the  idea  with  scorn.  Jessie 
tells  us  that  fifteen  members  of  the  convention  came  in  a 
body  to  hear  from  Thomas  Hart  Benton’s  daughter 

1  Eldorado,  Ch.  16.  See  J.  Ross  Browne,  Report  of  the  Debates  in  the  Convention  of 
California,  passim;  Bancroft,  History  of  California,  VI,  280  ff.;  Cardinal  Goodwin, 
Establishment  of  State  Government  in  California,  71  ff. 

3  N.  Y.  Tribune,  Oct.  22,  1849. 
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that  for  no  reason  would  she  consent  to  own  or  use  a 
slave. 

From  the  beginning  of  the  agitation  for  statehood, 
Fremont’s  name  was  before  the  people  of  California 
as  a  candidate  for  the  Senate.  He  was  known  to  be  a 
Democrat,  and  to  belong,  in  his  opinions  on  national 
affairs,  to  the  free-soil  wing  of  that  party.  In  this  dis¬ 
like  for  slavery,  he  and  Jessie,  influenced  by  their  deep¬ 
est  instincts  and  by  Senator  Benton’s  views,  had  long 
been  confirmed.  Already  the  California  Democracy  was 
showing  signs  of  a  decided  split  upon  the  question,  and 
the  lines  were  being  drawn  which  later  resulted  in  the 
protracted  political  duel  between  the  slavery  leader, 
Gwin,  and  the  free-soil  leader,  Broderick.  To  a  poli¬ 
tician  who  sent  him  a  set  of  political  questions,  Fre¬ 
mont  replied  explicitly  and  at  length.  “By  association, 
feeling,  principle,  and  education,”  he  said,  “I  am  a 
Democrat.”  He  believed  in  a  central,  national  rail¬ 
road  from  the  Mississippi  River  to  the  Pacific,  and 
would  labor  for  its  immediate  location  and  construction. 
He  defended  his  purchase  of  the  Mariposa  claim,  and 
his  financial  transactions  during  his  brief  civil  gover¬ 
norship  in  1847.1 

This  was  in  December,  1849.  The  same  month,  by  a 
compromise  between  the  anti-slavery  and  pro-slavery 
factions,  the  California  legislature  elected  Fremont  and 
William  M.  Gwin  senators,  and  later,  in  drawing  lots, 
Fremont  received  the  short  term.  Of  course  the  elec- 


1  Bigelow,  FrSmont,  388-397. 
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tion  had  no  validity  until  California  was  actually  ad¬ 
mitted  to  the  Union.  But  Congress  had  already  met; 
the  question  of  bringing  California  and  New  Mexico  in 
was  the  paramount  issue  before  it,  and  it  was  believed 
that  the  famous  explorer,  with  the  influence  of  Benton 
to  assist  him,  might  prove  a  useful  lobbyist  in  the  na¬ 
tional  capital.  He  was  expected  to  start  for  the  East 
at  once.  It  was  further  believed  that,  with  his  un¬ 
equaled  knowledge  of  the  West,  and  his  conviction  that 
by  his  last  exploring  trip  he  had  found  the  ideal  route, 
he  could  do  more  than  anyone  else  to  hasten  the  building 
of  the  Pacific  railroad.  Jessie  tells  us  how  character¬ 
istically  Fremont  responded  to  the  new  challenge : 1 

One  evening  of  tremendous  rain,  when  we  were, 
as  usual,  around  the  fire,  Mrs.  McEvoy,  with  her 
table  and  lights,  sewing  at  one  side,  myself  by  the 
other,  explaining  pictures  from  the  Illustrated 
Times  to  my  little  girl,  while  the  baby  rolled  about 
on  the  bearskin  in  front  of  the  fire,  suddenly  Mr. 
Fremont  came  in  upon  us,  dripping  wet,  as  well 
he  might  he,  for  he  had  come  through  from  San 
Jose — seventy  miles  on  horseback  through  the 
heavy  rain.  He  was  so  wet  that  we  could  hardly 
make  him  cross  the  pretty  room ;  but  .  .  .  the  foot¬ 
marks  were  all  welcome,  for  they  pointed  home. 
He  came  to  tell  me  that  he  had  been  elected  Sena- 

1  A  Year  of  American  Travel,  159.  On  the  first  viva  voce  ballot  for  Senators,  Fre¬ 
mont  received  twenty-nine  votes,  and  Gwin  twenty-four,  the  full  strength  of  the 
Legislature  being  thirty-six  members.  See  Journals  of  the  California  Legislature, 
1850,  pp.  23,  24. 
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tor,  and  that  it  was  necessary  we  should  go  to 
Washington  on  the  steamer  of  the  first  of  Janu¬ 
ary. 

At  daybreak  the  next  morning  he  was  off  again, 
having  to  be  back  in  San  Jose.  A  young  sorrel 
horse,  of  which  Mr.  Fremont  was  very  fond, 
brought  him  down  and  carried  him  back  this  140 
miles  within  36  hours,  without  fatigue  to  either. 

On  New  Year’s  night  of  1850,  with  the  rain  pouring 
torrents  and  every  street  in  Monterey  a  stream,  Fre¬ 
mont  bore  Jessie  in  his  arms  down  to  the  wharf  and 
they  embarked  for  New  York  via  the  Panama  route. 
The  sudden  return  East  meant  the  abandonment  of 
many  plans.  Mariposa  had  to  be  left  under  the  over¬ 
sight  of  California  friends.  Their  hopes  for  a  quiet  life, 
a  cessation  of  struggle,  had  to  be  given  up.  They  had 
meant  to  stay  seven  years,  “the  world  forgetting,  by 
the  world  forgot,  our  first  object  to  live  our  lives  in 
independence,”  but  the  gold  rush  and  statehood  had 
made  that  impossible.  To  both  of  them  it  cost  a  pang 
to  leave  the  free  outdoor  life  of  the  West.  Jessie  had 
brought  all  her  natural  vivacity  and  gusto  to  the  camp¬ 
ing  excursions,  when  in  some  mountain  glade  they  would 
eat  venison,  drink  claret,  and  afterward  enjoy  the 
camp  fire  talk  of  old  Knight,  the  hunter,  or  the  naval 
lieutenant,  Edward  F.  Beale;  she  had  delighted  in  the 
gay,  hospitable  Californians,  with  their  families  of 
twelve  or  fifteen  children,  their  profuse  hospitality,  their 
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folk  songs  and  serenades,  their  gwisada  and  other  dishes, 
their  three-day  marriage  feasts,  their  incomparable 
horsemanship,  and  their  picturesque  dress — the  velvet 
jackets,  gold  embroidery,  slashed  trousers,  and  jingling 
bells  of  the  men  making  them  look  like  figures  out  of 
an  opera.  She  had  enjoyed  playing  the  hostess  her¬ 
self,  and  during  the  progress  of  the  constitutional  con¬ 
vention,  when  Fremont  was  fearful  lest  the  slavery  ele¬ 
ment  might  prove  strong,  and  when  many  of  his  old 
friends  and  opponents,  from  Sutter  to  Castro,  were  in 
town,  she  had  kept  open  house  and  laden  her  table  with 
dainties. 

Yet  Fremont  would  have  been  more  than  human  had 
he  not  felt  a  certain  exultation  in  the  changed  circum¬ 
stances  of  his  return  east.  A  year  and  a  half  earlier 
he  had  been  traveling  west  on  the  Great  Lakes,  an  im¬ 
poverished  young  man  of  bleak  prospects,  who  had  just 
resigned  from  the  Army.  Now  he  was  coming  back  a 
senator-elect,  his  trunk  full  of  buckskin  bags  of  gold 
dust,  with  the  title  to  one  of  the  richest  tracts  on  the 
Coast  in  his  possession.  What  a  transformation!  An 
English  man  of  war,  at  anchor  off  Mazatlan,  fired  a 
salute  in  his  honor  and  that  of  Mr.  Gwin,  and  lowered 
the  captain’s  gig  to  put  Fremont  and  Jessie  ashore. 
He  had  even  been  given  the  satisfaction  of  an  expres¬ 
sion  from  President  Taylor  of  the  Government’s  con¬ 
fidence  in  him.  The  Chief  Executive,  no  doubt  partly 
to  please  Benton,  had,  in  June,  1849,  appointed  him  a 
commissioner  to  run  the  boundary  line  with  Mexico,  and 


Vallejo  in  1851 

(Vallejo,  named  after  Gen.  Mariano  Vallejo,  was  made  the  State  Capital  by  his  efforts  in  1851.  The  legislature  met  here  in  1851-53,  and 
Fremont  knew  the  town,  which  is  only  twenty-four  miles  from  San  Francisco,  well.  From  an  old  print.) 
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Fremont  had  accepted  the  place,  resigning  it,  however, 
immediately  afterward.  No  one  in  Washington  would 
be  able  to  sneer  at  him.  Jessie,  too,  who  was  still  ailing 
in  health  and  had  grown  homesick,  was  glad  to  return 
with  her  two  children — a  boy,  named  John  Charles, 
had  been  born  in  California — to  her  father  and  in¬ 
valid  mother. 

Before  Fremont  and  his  wife  had  reached  Panama 
both  were  ill,  Jessie  with  some  unnamed  malady  which 
she  says  put  her  in  danger  of  dying,  and  Fremont  with 
an  attack  of  rheumatic  fever  in  the  leg  which  had  been 
so  badly  frostbitten  in  the  San  Juan  Mountains.  They 
were  taken  to  Mme.  Arce’s  home  and  nursed  back  to 
sufficient  health  to  enable  them  to  continue  their  travels. 
Lying  on  cots  in  her  big  ballroom,  which  was  made  the 
sick  chamber  because  of  its  coolness,  they  were  regularly 
visited  by  the  explorer  Stephens,  who  was  also  fever 
ridden,  and  who  used  to  say,  “I  have  come  to  take  my 
chill  with  you.”  Running  up  from  Colon  to  New  York, 
Jessie  was  again  attacked  and  grew  worse;  a  gale  which 
buffeted  the  ship  till  she  had  to  be  lashed  to  a  sofa 
made  her  so  desperately  ill  that  she  was  later  told  that 
by  all  the  laws  of  medicine  she  should  have  died.  Fre¬ 
mont  himself  had  meanwhile  been  seized  with  Chagres 
fever,  and  was  in  bed.  But  at  last  they  were  safe  home ; 
on  September  9,  1850,  California  was  admitted  to  the 
Union,  and  immediately  afterward  Fremont  took  his 
seat  as  one  of  her  senators. 


CHAPTER  X  X  Y I 
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Fremont  had  risen  to  a  pinnacle  where  his  op¬ 
portunities  were  far  greater  than  ever  before.  He 
had  wealth;  he  had  political  office  and  power;  he  had 
a  reputation  as  the  foremost  explorer  of  the  West.  He 
was  a  busy  man  of  affairs,  supervising  his  estate,  la¬ 
boring  for  the  cause  of  free-soil  Democracy  in  Wash¬ 
ington  and  California,  traveling,  and  answering  scien¬ 
tific  inquiries.  His  ambitions  were  now  definitely  dual 
in  nature,  for  he  hoped  to  be  one  of  the  statesmen  of  the 
new  West  as  well  as  the  pathfinder  who  blazed  its  high¬ 
ways.  Five  years  were  to  pass  before  he  was  to  be 
widely  talked  of  as  a  presidential  candidate.  What  did 
he  do  in  these  years  to  satisfy  his  two  ambitions? 

Thus  far  Fremont’s  life  had  been  shaped  largely  by 
personal  forces — Poinsett,  Nicollet,  Benton,  Jessie, 
Kearny;  now  there  enters  the  drama  a  powerful  and 
sinister  impersonal  force — the  Mariposa  estate.  For 
the  next  fifteen  years  this  ten-league  grant,  rich  in 
gold  and  grazing  land,  was  to  dominate  a  great  part 
of  Fremont’s  activities.  Promising  him  wealth  and  hap¬ 
piness,  it  was  to  bring  him  in  the  end  little  but  trouble 
and  disappointment.  Appearing  a  beneficent  stroke  of 
luck,  it  was  destined  before  it  vanished  to  look  rather 
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like  some  malignant  fate.  It  did  more  to  govern — and 
in  the  large  view  to  warp — his  career  than  any  other 
single  element. 

The  only  way  to  give  Mariposa  its  true  significance 
is  to  treat  it,  not  in  a  business  light,  but  as  one  of  the 
great  controlling  influences  upon  Fremont’s  course.  Its 
business  history  is  a  thorny  and  profitless  maze.  From 
the  outset  the  estate  proved  to  be  a  perfect  Pandora’s 
box  of  complications.  Its  boundaries  were  undeter¬ 
mined;  it  was  difficult  to  get  an  American  title,  for 
Congress  in  1851  passed  an  act  refusing  confirmation 
to  any  California  titles  without  absolute  written  proofs 
of  ownership,  and  the  papers  of  the  Mexican  adminis¬ 
tration  were  nailed  up  in  various  repositories ;  while  the 
region  abounded  in  land  jumpers.  Throughout  the 
state,  there  were  a  half-dozen  years  of  chaos,  many  set¬ 
tlers  taking  up  unauthorized  abodes  wherever  they 
pleased,  and  defending  them  with  shotguns.  Fremont’s 
Sonorans,  with  the  first  flood  of  other  miners,  quickly 
exhausted  the  placer  deposits  in  the  Mariposa  area. 
There  remained,  not  merely  its  vast  possibilities  in  grain 
and  cattle  growing,  but  plain  evidences  of  gold-bearing 
quartz — Alexander  Godey  picked  up  the  first  gold- 
veined  rock — which  would  pay  richly  but  require  capital 
to  exploit. 

Within  a  year  Fremont  began  to  learn  that  the 
Mariposa  was  a  will-of-the-wisp,  beckoning  him  for¬ 
ward  with  promises  of  stupendous  wealth,  sometimes 
placing  small  gifts  within  his  grasp,  and  yet  always 
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cheating  him.  In  June,  1850,  he  authorized  an  agent 
named  David  Hoffman  to  act  for  him  in  London  and 
to  organize  mining  companies  upon  the  basis  of  leases.1 
At  the  same  time,  Fremont  sold  some  other  leases  to 
Thomas  Denny  Sargent,  who  disposed  of  them  in  Great 
Britain  at  a  large  profit.  Senator  Benton  was  struck 
by  Sargent’s  enterprise,  and  having  received  a  power- 
of -attorney  from  Fremont,  he  agreed  with  Sargent  that 
he  should  take  over  the  whole  tract  for  a  million  dollars. 
Sargent  seems  to  have  made  his  first  payment,  to  have 
gone  to  England,  hustled  about  there,  convinced  capi¬ 
talists  of  the  value  of  the  property,  and  concluded 
arrangements  for  its  resale  at  a  handsome  price.  Mean¬ 
while,  Hoffman  had  made  important  business  arrange¬ 
ments  of  his  own  in  London,  and  was  filled  with 
consternation  to  learn  that  the  area  had  suddenly  been 
whisked  from  beneath  his  feet.  He  protested,  while 
Fremont  declared  that  he  had  never  authorized  a  sale. 
It  was  a  very  pretty  and  complicated  quarrel  till  Fre¬ 
mont  cut  through  it  in  the  fall  of  1851  by  ordering  a 
temporary  suspension  of  all  transactions  with  regard 
to  Mariposa. 

It  was  high  time  that  he  did  so,  for  he  was  by  no 
means  certain  that  the  Government  would  recognize 
his  claim  to  the  land,  and  a  long  course  of  litigation, 
which  finally  landed  him  in  the  Supreme  Court,  was 
looming  up  ahead.  His  claim  was  duly  filed  before  the 
Federal  commissioners  in  the  opening  days  of  1852, 

1  David  Hoffman,  The  FrSmont  Estate:  An  Address  to  the  British  Public. 
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and  by  the  autumn  of  1853  was  being  fought  out  with 
Attorney-General  Caleb  Cushing  in  the  Federal  Dis¬ 
trict  Court.  Even  if  Fremont  got  the  land,  he  might 
well  be  refused  title  to  the  minerals.  But  the  explorer 
was  still  exuberantly  confident  of  becoming  a  million¬ 
aire,  and  had  embarked  upon  efforts  to  develop  the 
property  with  money  of  his  own,  and  funds  of  the  San 
Francisco  banking  house  of  Palmer,  Cook  &  Co.1  Of 
these  efforts  we  shall  soon  say  more. 

He  had  the  more  time  for  Mariposa  in  that  his  sena¬ 
torial  career  had  been  brief,  and  his  ambitions  to  suc¬ 
ceed  himself  had  proved  abortive.  He  sat  in  Congress 
only  three  weeks,  then  returning  to  California  to  elec¬ 
tioneer  for  the  term  beginning  in  March,  1851.  During 
these  three  weeks,  he  introduced  eighteen  useful  bills 
to  satisfy  the  political  and  economic  needs  of  his  state, 
and  made  numerous  brief  speeches  upon  this  legislation ; 
he  voted  with  other  free-soil  senators  for  the  bill  abol¬ 
ishing  the  slave  trade  in  the  District  of  Columbia ;  and 
he  came  into  violent  collision  over  his  California  land 
bill  with  Senator  Foote  of  Mississippi.  Fremont  was 
at  fault  in  this  collision,  for  he  took  umbrage  at  some 
perfectly  innocent  though  rather  tactless  remarks  by 
Foote;  but  happily  the  only  consequence  was  the  effu¬ 
sion  of  a  great  deal  of  newspaper  ink.  It  was  a  char¬ 
acteristic  illustration  of  his  hot-headedness.  Once  back 
in  California,  he  found  that  the  pro-slavery  wing  of 
the  Democratic  party  had  grown  in  strength.  Had 

1 N.  Y.  Herald,  July  5, 1856.  Montgomery  Blair  of  St.  Louis  was  at  once  enlisted 
as  one  of  his  legal  counsel. 
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his  health  been  good,  he  might  have  done  more  to 
rally  the  free-soil  element.  But  in  December  he  was 
taken  ill,  and,  as  Senator  Benton  said  in  Congress,  was 
chained  to  his  bed  “by  sciatica,  rheumatism,  neuralgia,” 
paying  the  penalty  of  his  past  exposures.  Jessie  hur¬ 
ried  out  from  the  East  to  nurse  him.  The  legislative 
balloting  came  on  in  February,  1851;  more  than  140 
votes  were  taken,  and  he  was  decisively  defeated,  though 
no  choice  was  made.  Nearly  a  year  later.  Colonel  John 
B.  Weller,  of  the  now  easily  dominant  slavery  faction, 
was  elected  in  his  stead. 

Fremont  would  have  liked  nothing  better  than  to 
continue  in  the  arena  of  state  and  national  politics,  but 
the  situation  was  unfavorable  to  a  man  of  his  tempera¬ 
ment.  The  population  of  California  was  still  rising  like 
an  irresistible  tide,  and  the  voters  were  a  rough,  hetero¬ 
geneous  lot  who  responded  readily  to  the  arts  of  the 
demagogue.  The  census  of  1850  gave  the  state  122,000 
people.  That  summer  the  flood  of  emigration  was 
such  that  9,270  wagons  passed  Fort  Laramie  on  the 
California  and  Oregon  Trail,  and  42,000  persons  regis¬ 
tered  with  the  commandant.1  In  1852,  the  torrent  over¬ 
flowed  all  bounds.  Before  the  close  of  May  more  than 
2,600  wagons,  more  than  26,000  cattle,  and  some  11,000 
men,  women,  and  children  had  reached  Fort  Kearny  on 
the  way  to  the  Coast.  On  the  principal  trails,  the  roads 
seemed  almost  a  continuous  line  of  covered  wagons.  San 
Francisco  had  sprung  up  into  a  great  sprawling  city, 

1  John  Bach  McMaster,  United  States,  VIII,  58. 
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with  many  miles  of  graded  streets,  ambitious  blocks 
of  business  buildings,  and  flimsy  residences  which  proved 
food  for  a  series  of  conflagrations.  The  majority  of 
the  newcomers  were  rude  and  illiterate  frontier  folk, 
or  urban  adventurers.  They  mingled  in  California 
with  Mexicans,  Chileans,  swarms  of  Europeans,  men 
from  the  British  penal  colonies,  and  Chinese.  The 
French  Government  had  taken  deliberate  measures  for 
sending  a  large  body  of  the  Garde  Mobile,  a  turbulent 
body  which  Louis  N apoleon  had  at  one  time  found  use¬ 
ful,  but  which  had  proved  too  troublesome  to  keep  in 
Paris.  But  the  convicts  and  ne’er-do-wells  from  Botany 
Bay  and  Sydney,  who  “escaped”  to  California  in  ship¬ 
loads,  were  the  most  vicious  of  all;  and  they  gave  the 
English  immigrants  in  general  a  bad  name. 

Racial  antagonisms  were  intense;  while  the  resent¬ 
ment  which  the  landless  squatters  felt  against  the  great 
estate  owners  like  Fremont  was  strong.  Disorder 
seemed  to  increase  steadily.  The  electorate  could  be 
played  upon  by  such  adept  politicians  of  southern  sym¬ 
pathies  as  Gwin,  Weller,  and  the  unprincipled  Gov¬ 
ernor  John  Bigler,1  but  it  was  instinctively  hostile  to 
such  a  man  as  Fremont. 

To  Mariposa  and  other  business,  therefore,  Fremont 
gave  most  of  1851.  Always  restless,  always  inclined  to 
speculation,  he  did  not  confine  himself,  as  common 
sense  dictated,  to  his  estate.  His  most  impetuous  ven¬ 
ture  was  a  contract  for  supplying  beef  to  the  Indians. 


1  Cf.  Cardinal  Goodwin,  The  Establishment  of  State  Government  in  California. 
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The  overrunning  of  the  foothills  and  valleys  by  miners 
had  driven  many  of  the  savages  from  their  old  hunting 
grounds ;  and  pressed  by  hunger,  they  commenced  kill¬ 
ing  live  stock  belonging  to  the  whites.  The  settlers  re¬ 
taliated.  There  seemed  danger  of  a  general  Indian 
war,  which  would  wipe  out  isolated  miners  and  pros¬ 
pectors,  and  commissioners  were  hastily  sent  to  treat 
with  the  tribes.  It  was  plainly  necessary  to  furnish  them 
beef;  but  when  the  commissioners  sought  for  cattle, 
they  found  that  the  ranchers  were  trying  to  take  advan¬ 
tage  of  the  emergency  by  demanding  exorbitant  prices. 
Fremont  happened  to  have  some  interests  in  cattle,  and 
he  offered  to  furnish  the  entire  amount  of  beef  at  the 
usual  rates;  an  offer  which  the  commissioners  accepted 
as  “the  lowest  and  best  yet  made  by  any  responsible 
man.”  1  The  sum  involved  amounted  to  nearly  a  fifth 
of  a  million  dollars,  but,  with  his  usual  ill  luck  in  busi¬ 
ness,  Fremont  had  a  great  deal  of  trouble  in  getting  his 
money.  The  commissioners  had  no  appropriation  avail¬ 
able,  and  special  legislation  by  Congress  was  ultimately 
necessary  to  compensate  the  explorer  for  what  was  not 
merely  a  fair  but  a  public-spirited  transaction.2  He  had 
other  irons  in  the  fire  at  the  same  time.  Leaving  Jessie 
in  San  Francisco,  where  the  disorders  were  growing 
dangerous  and  were  resulting  in  incendiarism,  he  spent 
much  time  in  the  saddle  or  at  Mariposa. 

The  first  great  San  Francisco  fire  of  1851,  that  of 

1  MS.  Memoirs. 

*  See  full  history  of  the  matter  in  Senator  Weller’s  speech.  Congressional  Globe, 
Aug.  11,  1856. 
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May  4,  which  destroyed  at  least  seven  million  dollars’ 
worth  of  property,1  cost  Jessie — who  gave  birth  to  an¬ 
other  son  that  spring,  and  was  confined  to  her  bed  at 
the  time — a  night  of  feverish  excitement,  but  that  was 
all.  The  Fremont  home  on  Stockton  Street,  near  the 
Plaza,  was  high  up  on  the  hillside,  and  her  windows 
looked  down  into  the  sea  of  flames.  At  one  time,  it  was 
necessary  to  hang  soaking-wet  carpets  over  the  sides 
of  the  house  to  counteract  the  fierce  heat ;  boxes  of  legal 
papers  and  silverware  were  taken  to  a  friend’s  house  on 
Russian  Hill ;  while  the  hammock  and  blankets  in  which 
she  was  to  he  carried  away,  if  necessary,  were  placed 
ready  beside  her  bed.  But  friendly  fire  fighters, 
scorched  and  wet,  ran  in  from  time  to  time  to  reassure 
her.  The  second  fire,  late  in  June,  proved  much  more 
dangerous,  and  it  occurred  while  Fremont  was  at  the 
Mariposas.2 

This  conflagration  started  at  ten  o’clock  on  a  Sunday 
morning,  and  it  was  soon  clear  that  it  would  sweep 
away  the  Fremont  residence.  Jessie  and  her  baby  were 
taken  to  the  home  of  a  hospitable  South  Carolinian  on 
a  safe  elevation  not  far  away.  Other  refugees  were 
gathered  there.  One  of  them  was  a  young  French¬ 
woman  who  had  been  very  ill,  and  who  took  a  large 
chair  by  a  window  overlooking  the  advancing  fire.  “Her 
wild  fevered  gaze  was  fixed  on  her  burning  home,” 
writes  Jessie.  “Suddenly,  with  a  crazy  laugh,  she  rose 


1  J.  S.  Hittell,  San  Francisco,  168. 

2  MS.  Memoirs. 
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and  offered  me  her  seat — ‘C’est  votre  tour ,  Madame; 
your  house  goes  next,’  she  said.  And  after  we  had  made 
her  lie  down  and  let  wet  cloths  be  applied  to  the  poor 
fevered  head,  I  in  my  turn  watched  from  that  window 
the  burning  of  my  home.”  Suffering  from  the  shock, 
Jessie  was  transferred  to  one  of  the  few  houses  avail¬ 
able,  a  lonesome  bare  place,  where  she  could  do  little 
more  than  camp  out.  Here,  however,  she  met  an  un¬ 
expected  piece  of  good  fortune.  Fremont  had  invested 
in  a  considerable  tract  of  land  in  the  city,  and  had 
leased  it  to  an  industrious,  cleanly  colony  of  English 
people,  who  had  erected  there  a  brewery  and  a  number 
of  cottages.  They  now  came  to  the  rescue  in  dramatic 
fashion: 

A  procession  of  our  English  tenants  came  to  me 
carrying  parcels  and  bundles,  and  leading  small 
carts  over  the  uneven  sand  drives.  A  middle-aged 
man  and  his  wife  led  them  and  spoke  for  the  others. 
When  the  fire  began  on  Sunday,  they  said,  they 
thought  it  might  take  the  direction  of  our  house; 
assuring  themselves  of  this,  they  at  once  started 
in  force  to  offer  their  services,  but  I  had  already 
gone.  Then  they  proceeded  to  save  everything; 
working  with  such  cool  method  that  mirrors,  china, 
and  glass,  several  hundred  books,  furniture,  even 
kitchen  utensils,  and  all  our  clothing,  were  saved 
in  good  condition.  The  motherly  woman  apologized 
for  having  laundered  the  soiled  clothing,  but,  she 


The  Fourth  Great  San  Francisco  Fire,  1851 
(Which  drove  Mrs.  Fremont  from  her  home.  From  the  Weekly  Illustrated  London  News.) 
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said,  “I  thought  you  might  be  so  put  about  with 
the  changing,  the  clothes  would  have  long  to  wait.” 
Then  the  man  put  down  on  the  table  a  smaller  but 
heavy  parcel  tied  in  a  big  red  silk  handkerchief. 
“We  knew  the  master  was  from  home,”  he  said, 
“and  there  was  a  young  babbie  in  the  house,  and 
we  thought  money  might  come  in  handy,  so  we 
brought  a  quarter’s  rent  in  advance”;  untying 
the  heavy  red  bundle  and  showing  the  heaps  of 
silver  and  some  gold.  That  made  me  cry — it  was 
all  so  kind,  so  unexpected,  and  from  people  who 
were  kept  chilled  by  public  ill-will. 

When  Fremont  returned  from  Mariposa,  he  saw  the 
sun  shining  on  many  acres — more  than  ten  blocks — of 
smoking  ashes.  Of  his  own  home,  only  a  single  shat¬ 
tered  chimney  remained.  The  city  hospital  had  been 
burned;  so  had  the  office  of  the  Alta  California,  the 
Jenny  Lind  Theatre,  where  the  miners  were  entertained 
by  rough  and  ready  farces,  and  the  “old  adobe”  on  the 
Plaza,  the  last  relic  of  the  village  of  Yerba  Buena.1 
He  learned  that  Mrs.  Fremont  and  the  children  were 
somewhere  up  the  hill,  near  Grace  Church — that  was 
all  his  informants  could  tell  him.  Thousands  were  ut¬ 
terly  homeless,  shivering  amid  the  chaparral  and  sand 
beside  what  fragments  of  their  household  possessions 
they  had  been  able  to  save.  Standing  near  the  church, 
Fremont  gazed  about  and  identified  Jessie’s  temporary 


1  Alta  California  files,  June,  1851. 
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habitation  by  a  set  of  upper  windows  where  white  mus¬ 
lin  curtains  with  pink  ribbons  were  fluttering  in  the 
fresh  morning  air ;  for,  like  her  father,  she  insisted  upon 
thorough  ventilation.  When  he  heard  what  the  English 
tenants  had  done,  he  sent  at  once  to  thank  them.  They 
had  previously  asked  him  to  sell  them  their  home  sites, 
and  he  had  refused;  but  now  he  told  them  that  as  a 
mark  of  gratitude  he  would  have  deeds  of  sale  prepared 
at  once,  at  a  low  valuation.  Decades  later,  Jessie  could 
“remember  clearly  the  dawning  surprise  and  happiness 
lighting  up  the  large-featured  heavy  faces,  the  hearty 
words  of  gratitude  and  the  large  grip  of  the  very  big 
hands  as  they  thanked  us.”  1 

Jessie’s  health  had  been  affected  by  the  ordeal  of 
the  two  fires.  She  frequently  woke  at  night  to  find 
herself  groping  at  the  window  or  the  door,  with  the 
sound  of  fire  bells  haunting  her  ears.  Both  she  and 
her  husband  disliked  the  rough  society  of  the  state, 
where  lynch  law  was  now  in  full  ascendency,  and  a 
vigilance  committee  had  just  been  organized  in  San 
Francisco  as  a  last  desperate  means  of  stopping  the  dis¬ 
order  and  violence.  Moreover,  he  was  badly  in  need 
of  capital  to  develop  the  Mariposa  mines,  and  it  was 
only  in  Europe  that  he  could  obtain  the  funds  to  buy 
machinery  and  erect  ore  mills.  They  therefore  decided 
to  sail  for  England,  chiefly  on  what  Jessie  briefly  called 
“Mariposa  business,”  but  partly  in  search  of  health,  rest, 
and  recreation. 


1  MS.  Memoirs. 
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What  impression  the  history,  the  monuments,  and  the 
society  of  Europe  made  upon  Fremont,  who  loved  a 
lonely  mountainscape  better  than  a  royal  dinner  party, 
we  do  not  know;  but  the  alert  and  social  Jessie  was 
in  her  element.  Her  pen  has  given  us  an  animated  rec¬ 
ord  of  the  delights  of  transatlantic  travel.  Even  the 
discomforts  were  remembered  later  with  pleasure.  Miss¬ 
ing  the  European  steamer  at  Chagres,  they  went  to 
New  York,  stayed  four  days  (March  6-10,  1852)  at 
the  Irving  Hotel,  and  took  the  Cunard  side-wheel 
steamer  Africa  for  Liverpool,  the  bracing  cold  of  the 
North  Atlantic  driving  away  their  touch  of  the  Isthmus 
fever.  The  roomy,  rolling  old  vessel,  where  they  were 
quartered  in  the  ladies’  parlor,  with  the  ship’s  library 
and  an  open  fire  all  the  way  over,  was  delightful.  In 
London  rooms  had  been  prepared  for  them  at  the  Clar¬ 
endon  Hotel  by  the  Marchioness  of  Wellesley,  who  had 
been  one  of  the  three  beautiful  Misses  Caton  of  Mary¬ 
land,  and  who  had  long  known  Jessie;  while  Abbott 
Lawrence,  the  American  minister,  and  his  wife,  exerted 
themselves  from  the  first  day  to  make  the  newcomers 
welcome,  and  arranged  what  Mrs.  Fremont  called  a 
terrifying  program. 

Jessie,  it  is  clear,  found  every  hour  of  the  foreign 
sojourn  enchanting.  In  her  pages,  we  find  a  description 
of  their  meetings  with  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  dazed 
and  abstracted  in  his  old  age;  of  dinners  and  teas  at 
the  important  London  houses;  of  an  evening  with  Sir 
Roderick  Murchison,  president  of  the  Royal  Geographi- 
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cal  Society;  and  of  her  presentation  to  Queen  Victoria, 
who  made  an  “impression  of  womanly  goodness  com¬ 
bined  with  a  look  of  power.”  1  From  London,  they  went 
on  to  Paris  early  in  May.  Here  they  met  a  grand 
seigneur,  the  Comte  de  la  Garde,  who  was  connected 
by  marriage  with  the  Bonaparte  family,  and  who  was 
captivated  by  Jessie’s  vivacity  and  interest  in  life.  He 
introduced  them  into  the  best  Parisian  society,  and  his 
talk  and  personality  gave  them  glimpses  into  the  most 
romantic  and  highly  colored  pages  of  French  history. 
Later,  when  he  died,  he  bequeathed  Jessie  a  precious 
collection,  chosen  from  among  his  treasures,  to  illus¬ 
trate  the  topics  of  which  they  had  often  chatted:  auto¬ 
graphs,  paintings  by  Isabey,  water  colors  of  Queen 
Hortense,  and  so  on.  Through  his  kindness,  they  were 
allotted  places  on  the  official  tribune  to  view  the  grand 
military  parade  before  the  Prince-President,  Louis  Na¬ 
poleon,  at  which  the  imperial  eagles  were  restored  to 
the  French  standards — a  symbol  that  the  end  of  the 
Republic  was  near. 

To  both  Fremont  and  Jessie  Paris  seemed  very 
homelike :  to  him  because  his  father  had  been  French,  to 
her  because  the  city  was  only  a  splendid  amplification 
of  the  old  French  St.  Louis  with  which  she  had  been  so 
familiar.  She  surrounded  herself  with  French  servants, 
two  of  whom  came  back  with  her  to  America,  where 
they  remained  fifteen  and  twenty  years  respectively  in 
the  Fremont  household.  They  took  a  whole  house  to 


1  Jessie  Benton  Fremont,  A  Year  of  American  Travel. 
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themselves,  Lady  Dundonald’s  mansion  in  the  Italian 
style  on  the  Champs  lifiysees,  between  the  Place  de 
l’^toile  and  Rond  Point,  and  kept  the  children  at  home, 
with  a  governess  to  teach  them.  They  kept  an  Irish 
coachman,  had  ponies  for  the  youngsters,  and  every 
luxury  that  the  heart  could  desire.  They  drove  out  to 
Versailles,  Fontainebleau,  and  other  points  near  Paris, 
staying  overnight.  They  saw  Rachel  at  the  Theatre 
Fran9aise,  and  went  to  the  opera.  Fremont  spent  a 
good  deal  of  time  in  fencing  and  in  long  walks.  He 
made  numerous  friends  in  the  scientific  world,  obtained 
an  introduction  to  Arago,  and  entertained  lavishly.  It 
is  plain  that  the  Mariposa  estate  was  furnishing,  in  spite 
of  all  financial  and  legal  tangles,  a  handsome  revenue. 
Jessie  relates  a  revealing  incident  of  her  husband.  He 
was  fascinated,  she  says,  by  a  magnificent  Cedar  of 
Lebanon  which  shaded  part  of  the  lawn  of  the  Lauris- 
ton  Hotel  near  by;  in  all  his  camp  life  he  had  never 
seen  anything  like  its  great  layered  boughs.  Under  this 
spell,  he  “opened  negotiations  for  the  purchase  of  the 
hotel  when  we  were  told  it  was  for  sale.”  1 

From  the  Tuileries,  thanks  to  the  Comte  de  la  Garde, 
came  cards  to  every  fete,  ball,  or  other  court  occasion. 
Many  of  these  affairs  were  dreams  of  splendor  to  the 
Americans.  Once,  for  example,  they  went  to  the  dan- 
sant  given  by  the  Prince-President  at  St.  Cloud,  and 
found  the  magnificent  rooms,  the  endless  mirrors,  and 
the  brilliantly  dressed  company,  a  delightful  sight.  “Far 
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below  the  steep  hill  was  the  Seine,  and  the  Bois  du  Bou¬ 
logne  lay  between  the  river  and  the  city  four  or  five 
miles  away.  A  full  moon  was  shining  on  this,  and  made 
a  perfect  picture  as  we  sat  by  one  of  the  great  open 
windows.”  Louis  Napoleon,  short,  fat,  and  dull-eyed, 
but  impressive,  entered,  followed  by  a  train  of  ladies 
and  gentlemen  in  gay  uniforms  and  lace  and  silk  dresses, 
walked  through  the  parted  lines  of  guests,  and  seated 
himself  above  the  diplomatic  corps;  and  Jessie,  who 
loved  the  theatrical,  drew  a  sharp  breath  of  admiration.1 

As  a  double  climax,  the  Fremonts  witnessed,  in  the 
closing  days  of  1852,  the  official  entrance  of  Louis  Na¬ 
poleon  as  Emperor,  and,  in  the  first  days  of  1853,  the 
pomp  and  pageantry  which  accompanied  his  marriage 
to  Eugenie  de  Monti  jo.  Jessie’s  house,  with  its  bal¬ 
cony  overlooking  the  Champs  lElysees,  was  crowded 
with  American  friends  and  acquaintances  when  the  new- 
made  Emperor  rode  bowing  through  the  avenue,  twist¬ 
ing  his  long  mustaches,  and  apparently  quite  unafraid — 
“alone,  no  troops,  not  a  single  officer  within  forty  feet 
of  him.”  From  a  different  balcony,  commanding  a  view 
of  the  Tuileries,  they  saw  all  the  blare  and  circumstance 
of  the  imperial  wedding:  the  grenadiers,  Cent  Gardes, 
and  cavalry,  emerging  from  the  Grand  Court  and  pour¬ 
ing  like  a  river  into  the  streets,  where  they  made  a 
compact  military  order  with  tens  of  thousands  of 
brightly  dressed  people  pressing  behind;  the  military 
escort;  the  Marshal  de  Loestine,  representing  the  First 


1  Jessie  Benton  Fremont,  Souvenirs,  283. 
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Empire,  and  riding  alone ;  and  then  the  bride  and  groom 
in  their  glass  coach,  surmounted  by  a  gold  crown  and 
swung  like  some  great  bonbonniere  between  the  front 
and  rear  wheels.  The  Emperor  and  Empress  sat  be¬ 
side  each  other  on  white  satin  seats,  the  former  rigid 
and  upright  in  brilliantly  decorated  uniform,  with 
half -shut  eyes,  the  latter  as  pale  as  some  waxen  image, 
and  as  rigidly  still,  like  some  figure  in  a  painful  dream. 
A  far  cry,  all  this,  from  the  deserts  and  forests  of  the 
West. 

As  “Mariposa  business”  took  the  Fremonts  to  Eu¬ 
rope,  so  now  it  and  other  financial  perplexities  quickly 
summoned  them  home.  His  title  to  the  estate  was  still 
uncertain.  His  claim  upon  the  national  treasury  for 
some  $180,000  upon  the  Indian  beef  contract  was  still 
unsettled.  As  yet  the  Government  had  not  paid  the 
bills  which  he  had  incurred  for  the  California  Battalion, 
and  he  had  received  a  sharp  reminder  that  he  might 
be  held  personally  liable  for  them.  In  London,  early 
in  April,  1852,  as  he  was  stepping  into  a  carriage  with 
Jessie  to  go  to  a  dinner,  he  was  arrested  by  a  party  of 
Bow  Street  officers,  who  were  accompanied  by  an  in¬ 
solent  clerk  from  a  solicitor’s  firm.  The  four  constables 
hurried  him  off  to  prison,  and,  despite  his  protests,  he 
was  kept  there  until  the  next  day,  when  George  Pea¬ 
body  furnished  the  necessary  bail.  This  arrest  was  for 
the  nonpayment  of  four  drafts,  amounting  to  $19,500 
and  interest,  which  he  had  drawn  as  governor  of  Cali¬ 
fornia  upon  Mr.  Buchanan  as  secretary  of  state,  for 
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supplies  furnished  to  the  Battalion  by  one  F.  Hutt- 
man.1  Buchanan  could  not  pay  these  drafts  when  they 
were  presented,  for  Congress  had  made  no  appropria¬ 
tion.  Since  the  Government  could  not  be  sued,  the  hold¬ 
ers  of  the  notes  concluded  that  the  shortest  way  to  get 
their  money  was  to  take  the  position  that  Fremont  had 
acted  upon  his  own  responsibility  in  California.  An 
expensive  lawsuit  against  him  at  once  began ;  and  seeing 
that  it  might  be  followed  by  others,  for  amounts  far 
beyond  his  ability  to  pay,  Fremont  hastily  appealed 
to  his  friend  Senator  Gwin  to  press  in  Congress  the  old 
bill  for  payment  of  the  claims  arising  from  the  conquest 
of  California.2 

While  these  affairs  required  his  presence  in  America, 
Jessie  had  her  own  family  reasons  for  returning.  Ben¬ 
ton  had  written  her  from  St.  Louis,  in  March  of  1852, 
that  her  only  brother  Randolph  was  dead.3  A  sudden 
illness  had  seized  him  just  as  he  was  about  to  enter  St. 
Louis  University.  “His  disease  had  all  the  violence  of 
cholera,  though  bilious,”  wrote  the  Senator,  “and 
quickly  set  his  bowels  on  fire  with  inflammation.  On 
the  second  day  he  became  delirious,  not  from  fever  but 
agony,  and  with  three  lucid  intervals  towards  the  last 
day,  knew  little  but  the  torment  he  suffered.”  Deeply 

1  N.  Y.  Evening  Post,  Sept.  19,  1856.  Ultimately,  Congress  by  act  of  March  3, 
1854,  paid  the  interest  on  the  debt  and  the  costs  of  the  judgment  against  Fremont, 
amounting  in  all  to  $48,814.  But  the  original  $15,000  borrowed  by  Fremont  was 
charged  against  him  until  he  should  prove  that  he  had  spent  this  money  in  the  public 
service.  He  apparently  never  made  any  effective  effort  to  prove  that  it  was  so 
used.  See  Bancroft,  History  of  California,  V,  465  ff. 

2  Congressional  Globe,  April  28,  1852. 
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attached  to  her  brother,  Jessie  was  for  a  time  almost 
prostrated,  and  her  eyes  were  weakened  by  her  con¬ 
stant  weeping.  Finally,  as  a  decisive  reason  for  hur¬ 
rying  home,  Fremont  learned  that  an  important  piece 
of  government  exploration  was  about  to  be  carried  out. 
He  immediately  determined  to  share  in  it,  and  Arago 
himself  helped  him  select  his  scientific  instruments. 

The  Pacific  railway  enterprise  had  taken  another  long 
stride  ahead.  Congress,  early  in  1852,  had  ordered  sev¬ 
eral  routes  to  be  explored  to  the  Pacific,  to  afford  a 
wide  choice  for  the  site;  and  it  had  apparently  been 
understood  by  Benton  that  Fremont  should  head  one 
of  the  various  parties.1  If  this  was  so,  the  expectation 
was  disappointed.  Jefferson  Davis,  as  Secretary  of 
War,  designated  five  different  lines  to  be  explored,  and 
five  different  sets  of  men  to  do  the  work.  One  route, 
running  along  the  47th  parallel  through  the  Dakota 
and  Montana  country,  was  assigned  to  Captain  George 
B.  McClellan  and  Isaac  I.  Stevens ;  one  running  through 
Salt  Lake  City  and  the  Humboldt  Valley,  to  Lieu¬ 
tenant  E.  J.  Beckwith;  one  between  the  88th  and  39th 
parallels,  to  Captain  John  W.  Gunnison;  one  along  the 
35th  parallel,  west  of  Fort  Smith  in  Arkansas,  to  Lieu¬ 
tenant  A.  W.  Whipple ;  and  the  one  farthest  south,  run¬ 
ning  through  El  Paso  and  Yuma,  to  Captain  John  W. 
Pope  and  others.  Fremont  was  passed  over. 

Unquestionably  the  explorer  felt  a  grievance  in  the 
fact,  and  with  some  reason.  His  fourth  expedition  had 


1  Cf.  Jessie  Benton  Fremont,  introduction  to  Fremont’s  Memoirs,  xt. 
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been  specifically  designed  to  blaze  a  path  for  a  railway 
between  the  37th  and  38th  parallels,  and  he  had  given 
much  publicity  to  his  belief  that  he  had  surveyed  there 
the  best  possible  route.  Senator  Benton  had  been  the 
foremost  advocate  in  America  of  the  transcontinental 
railway.  No  officer  of  the  Army  possessed  so  much  prac¬ 
tical  experience  of  western  exploration  and  surveying 
as  Fremont;  the  name  of  none  would  carry  so  much 
weight  in  any  official  recommendation.  But  Jefferson 
Davis  was  a  West  Pointer;  he  had  been  with  the  regular 
Army  till  1835  and  had  fought  in  it  again  during  the 
Mexican  War,  and  he  felt  that  regular  army  officers 
were  entitled  to  the  preference.  Fremont  could  not  even 
protest.  But  he  was  not  to  be  easily  thwarted  in  his 
ambition  to  be  the  pathfinder  for  steam  transportation, 
as  he  had  been  for  the  wagon  trains  of  the  emigrants; 
and  leaving  Paris  in  June,  he  took  funds  of  his  own 
and  organized,  in  August,  1853,  an  expedition  to  com¬ 
plete  the  undertaking  he  had  only  partly  finished  in 
1849.  He  was  a  free-lance  explorer,  determined  to  com¬ 
pete  with  and  outstrip  the  army  men  employed  by  the 
Government. 

“He  chose  the  dead  of  winter  for  his  exploration,” 
says  Benton,  “that  he  might  see  the  worst — see  the  real 
difficulties  and  determine  whether  they  could  be  van¬ 
quished.  He  believed  in  the  practicability  of  the  road, 
and  that  his  miscarriage  in  1848-49  was  the  fault  of  his 
guide,  not  of  the  country,  and  he  was  determined  to 
solve  those  questions  by  the  test  of  actual  experience.” 
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This  fifth,  final,  and,  taken  all  in  all,  the  least  inter¬ 
esting  of  Fremont’s  expeditions,  may  be  briefly  dis¬ 
missed.  The  two  circumstances  which  give  it  what  color 
and  significance  it  possesses  are  that  it  once  more  led 
the  explorer  into  dire  peril  and  suffering,  and  that  one 
member  of  the  party,  the  artist  and  daguerreotypist, 
S.  N.  Carvalho,  has  left  us  a  remarkably  fresh  and 
graphic  description  of  Fremont  as  a  leader.1  The  use 
of  photography  in  western  exploration  was  an  interest¬ 
ing  novelty.  Preuss  might  have  gone,  but,  after  his  suf¬ 
ferings  in  1849,  his  wife  would  not  permit  him,  and 
Jessie  tells  us  that  when  he  definitely  saw  that  his 
glad  free  days  in  the  open  were  over,  he  went  out  into 
the  woods  near  Washington  and  hanged  himself.2  There 
were  twenty-two  members  of  the  expedition  in  all, 
ten  of  them  being  Delaware  Indians,  and  they  set  out 
westward  from  Kansas  City,  then  Westport  Landing, 
in  the  closing  days  of  September,  1853. 

Carvalho’s  book,  which  is  all  too  brief,  shows  us  Fre¬ 
mont  in  the  sunset  of  his  career  as  an  explorer;  the 
man  who  had  traversed  the  whole  wild  and  boundless 
West,  the  woods  of  Oregon,  the  sands  of  Mexico,  the 
plains  of  Minnesota,  the  waters  of  the  Great  Salt  Lake, 
the  crests  of  the  Sierras,  at  the  height  of  his  experience 
and  dexterity.  One  set  of  pictures  in  the  gallery  illus¬ 
trates  Fremont’s  incessant  watchfulness.  In  the  after¬ 
midnight  cold,  when  the  sentries  least  expected  it,  he 

1 S.  N.  Carvalho,  Incidents  of  Travel  and  Adventure.  . .  with  Col.  Fremont’ s  Last 
Expedition  (1857). 
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would  suddenly  appear,  and  the  man  who  was  caught 
napping  had  to  expiate  the  offense  by  walking  for  a 
day  or  a  week  while  the  others  rode.  Once  his  vigilance, 
when  other  watchers  nodded,  prevented  a  band  of 
Cheyennes  from  stampeding  the  whole  body  of  horses 
and  mules,  and  thus  leaving  the  expedition  without 
transport,  six  hundred  miles  from  the  frontier,  at  the 
onset  of  bitter  winter  weather,  with  hostile  Comanche, 
Pawnee,  and  Sioux  Indians  awaiting  a  chance  to  wipe 
them  out.  At  every  alarming  incident,  the  guards  were 
doubled,  guns  examined,  and  anyone  who,  like  Carvalho 
on  one  occasion,  let  snow  get  into  the  barrel  of  his  piece, 
was  severely  lectured.1  Other  illustrations  show  us 
Fremont’s  prudence  and  tact.  He  was  at  great  pains 
never  to  give  any  Indian,  in  barter  for  food  or  horses, 
either  ammunition  or  firearms.  Once,  on  the  Grand 
River,  the  camp  was  aroused  at  supper  by  the  approach 
of  three  score  mounted  Utah  Indians,  who  galloped  at 
full  speed  upon  the  whites,  armed  with  rifles,  bows,  and 
knives,  and  displaying  their  powderhorns  and  cartridges 
conspicuously.  They  demanded  payment  for  a  fat 
young  horse  which  the  white  men  had  recently  killed 
for  food,  and  for  which  they  had  already  indemnified 
another  band  of  savages.  Fremont,  as  was  his  custom 
at  such  junctures,  never  showed  himself,  which  increased 
the  respect  of  the  savages  for  “the  Great  Captain,”  and 
gave  a  mysterious  impressiveness  to  his  messages. 

In  this  instance,  Carvalho  was  greatly  alarmed  by  the 


1  Carvalho,  Incident*,  89,  90. 
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threatening  demeanor  of  the  Indians,  but  Fremont 
quickly  reassured  him.  He  knew  them  through  and 
through,  he  said;  they  were  simply  blustering,  and  did 
not  have  powder  enough  to  load  a  single  rifle;  “if  they 
had  any  ammunition,  they  would  have  surrounded  and 
massacred  us,  and  stolen  what  they  now  demand  and 
are  parleying  for.”  It  proved  to  be  the  fact  that  their 
horns  and  cartridge  boxes  were  empty. 

The  exploring  party,  which  had  no  guide,  followed 
the  general  line  of  the  expedition  of  1848-9  to  the  San- 
gre  de  Cristo  Range,  passed  through  it  and  the  valleys 
beyond,  and  easily  conquered  the  mountain  obstacles 
which  had  previously  been  so  disastrous  by  going 
through  the  Cochetope  Pass,  9,088  feet  high.1  They 
found  the  snow  very  light  in  the  valleys,  and  thus  con¬ 
firmed  Fremont’s  opinion  that  a  railway  would  be  per¬ 
fectly  feasible.  From  here,  they  struck  westward  to 
the  Uncompahgre  River,  and  followed  it,  the  Gunni¬ 
son,  and  the  Grand  River  till  they  arrived  on  the  Green 
River  in  Utah.  It  is  sufficient  to  say  that  his  further 
travels,  through  an  unknown  country  of  mountains  and 
canyons,  almost  every  league  of  it  toilsome  and  dan¬ 
gerous,  carried  him  across  a  great  part  of  central  Utah 
and  finally  brought  him  out  at  the  Mormon  town  of 
Parowan,  in  the  southwest  corner  of  that  state,  some 
sixty  miles  from  the  Nevada  line;  and  to  add  that  long 
before  they  reached  this  isolated  settlement,  the  men 

1  Dellenbaugh,  Fremont  and  '^9,  437. 
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were  starving  and  almost  dead.  At  one  time,  even 
Fremont’s  strength  seemed  utterly  exhausted. 

Carvalho  makes  it  clear  that  the  hardships  and  suf¬ 
ferings  which  rose  in  a  seemingly  interminable  crescendo 
simply  brought  out  Fremont’s  highest  qualities.  He 
never  allowed  himself  or  others  to  be  discouraged.  On 
the  occasion  when  he  felt  himself  collapsing,  he  simply 
pointed  out  a  spot  near  by  as  an  admirable  location  for 
a  camp,  and  ordered  a  stop  there ;  the  next  morning,  he 
was  able  to  go  on,  and  he  never  mentioned  his  weak¬ 
ness  to  his  subordinates.  No  matter  how  much  he 
was  suffering  from  want  of  food,  no  matter  how  intense 
the  cold  or  stormy  the  weather,  he  kept  up  his  astronom¬ 
ical  observations,  sometimes  standing  for  hours  in  the 
deep  snow  taking  his  bearings.  He  never  lost  his 
temper;  he  never  dropped  his  dignity  or  acted  with  ex¬ 
citement.  N ot  once,  amid  vicissitudes  which  tried  every¬ 
body’s  patience,  and  in  the  face  of  stupidly  irritating 
mistakes  by  his  men,  did  Fremont  forget  that  he  was  a 
gentleman;  not  once  was  there  an  oath  or  a  display  of 
uncontrolled  anger.  He  gave  his  orders  calmly,  and 
they  were  always  obeyed.  The  starvation  and  cold 
would  have  rendered  some  of  the  party  insubordinate 
had  the  men  not  been  handled  with  great  tact,  but  “in 
no  instance  was  a  slight  request  of  his  received  with  any¬ 
thing  but  the  promptest  obedience.”  So  warm  was  the 
devotion  of  the  Delaware  Indians  that  they  would  have 
gone  to  certain  death  for  him.  He  never  asked  an  offi- 
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cer  or  man  to  undertake  duties  which  he  was  not  willing 
to  share.1  And,  says  Carvalho: 

Although  on  the  mountains  and  away  from  civ¬ 
ilization,  Col.  Fremont’s  lodge  was  sacred  from  all 
and  everything  that  was  immodest,  light,  and  triv¬ 
ial;  each  and  all  of  us  entertained  the  highest  re¬ 
gard  for  him.  The  greatest  etiquette  and  defer¬ 
ence  were  always  paid  to  him,  although  he  never 
ostensibly  required  it.  Yet  his  reserved  and  un¬ 
exceptionable  deportment  demanded  from  us  the 
same  respect  with  which  we  were  always  treated, 
and  which  we  ever  took  pleasure  in  reciprocating. 

Only  twice  did  Fremont  betray  in  any  fashion  the 
strain  under  which  he  labored.  In  the  worst  days  of 
starvation,  he  took  his  scanty  meal  of  mule-gristle 
or  horse-entrail  soup  alone  in  his  tent.  This  he  ex¬ 
plained  by  saying  that  it  brought  back  such  vivid  mem¬ 
ories  of  the  tragic  experience  of  1849  that  he  wished 
for  solitude;  but  Carvalho  thought  that  the  actual  rea¬ 
son  was  that  he  wished  to  allow  his  companions  free 
speech  during  their  meals.  He  knew  that  they  would 
grumble  over  their  hard  fate,  and  to  save  his  feelings 
from  being  hurt  he  retired  to  his  lodge.  Again,  when 
the  first  horse  was  killed  for  food,  Fremont  called  his 
men  together  and  addressed  them  with  evident  emotion. 
After  emphasizing  the  terrible  necessities  to  which  they 
were  reduced,  he  recalled  the  fact  that  during  his  last 
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expedition  a  party  of  men  whom  he  sent  out  for  succor 
had  been  guilty  of  eating  one  of  their  own  number. 
He  proposed  that  they  should  make  a  solemn  compact 
that  if  they  were  to  die,  they  should  die  together  like 
men,  and  he  threatened  to  shoot  the  first  person  who 
hinted  at  cannibalism.  It  was  a  solemn  and  impressive 
sight,  says  Carvalho,  to  see  this  body  of  Americans, 
Indians,  and  Mexicans,  on  a  snowy  mountain  side  at 
night,  the  stars  sparkling  above  in  the  cold  sky,  enter¬ 
ing  into  their  fervent  agreement. 

Evidently  the  idea  of  cannibalism  preyed  upon  Fre¬ 
mont’s  mind  as  it  did  upon  that  of  the  hero  of  Joseph 
Conrad’s  Falk.  Because,  later,  one  or  two  disgruntled 
followers  of  Fremont  spread  malicious  stories  of  his 
poor  qualities  as  a  leader,  Carvalho’s  testimony  is  im¬ 
portant.  A  Capt.  Aram  of  Santa  Clara,  California, 
who  had  served  with  Fremont  in  the  California  Bat¬ 
talion,  a  little  later,  in  a  campaign  speech  of  1856,  told 
an  anecdote  illustrative  of  Fremont’s  consideration  for 
his  men.  He  said:  “On  his  march  down  the  coast  the 
supplies  were  furnished  by  a  commissary  named  King, 
who,  finding  the  stock  of  groceries  running  short,  being 
enabled  to  procure  a  limited  quantity  along  the  route, 
concluded  to  use  them  only  at  the  officers’  mess.  Fre¬ 
mont  noticing  some  new  articles  on  the  table,  inquired 
how  they  came  there.  Upon  being  informed,  he  imme¬ 
diately  ordered  a  parade  next  morning.  After  the  bat¬ 
talion  was  formed,  Fremont  ordered  the  commissary  to 
give  a  history  of  the  transaction,  and  his  inquiry  as  to 
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whether  the  rations  had  been  distributed  for  the  soldiers 
as  well  as  officers  being  answered  in  the  negative,  he 
reprimanded  Mr.  King  and  informed  him  that  upon  a 
repetition  of  the  offense  he  should  be  dismissed  from  the 
service.”  To  this  testimony  may  be  added  that  of 
Godey,  who  praised  “his  daring  energy,  his  indomitable 
perseverance,  and  his  goodness  of  heart.”  1 

And  now  as  to  Fremont’s  private  character,  his 
tyranny,  his  arrogance,  his  exclusiveness,  and  oth¬ 
ers  of  like  nature,  as  alleged  against  him.  No  man 
who  ever  travelled  with  him  but  knows  their 
falsity.  Fremont,  more  than  any  other  man  I 
ever  knew,  possessed  the  respect  and  affection  of 
his  men;  he  ever  lived  on  terms  of  familiarity  with 
them.  Yet  never  did  commander  possess  more 
complete  control.  He  ever  partook  of  the  same 
fare;  underwent  like  hardships;  rode  when  they 
rode ;  walked  when  they  walked ;  and  unhesitatingly 
exposed  himself  to  every  danger  and  privation. 

In  his  private  character  he  is  a  model;  singu¬ 
larly  temperate  and  abstemious  in  his  habits,  he 
never  uses  spirituous  liquors;  profane  language  is 
a  stranger  to  his  lips ;  and  I  never  recollect  to  have 
heard,  during  my  long  intercourse  with  him,  any¬ 
thing  like  blasphemy  issue  from  his  lips.  I  never 
knew  him  to  have  any  difficulties  with  his  men; 
disturbances  were  a  stranger  to  his  camp.  He  had 

1  For  Capt.  Aram’s  anecdote,  see  N.  Y.  Herald,  Oct.  1,  1856.  For  Alexander 
Godey’s  statement,  see  N.  Y.  Evening  Post,  Oct.  30,  1856. 
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a  manner  and  a  bearing  toward  his  men  which  ad¬ 
mitted  of  none  of  those  petty  altercations,  or  more 
serious  occurrences,  which  are  so  common  among 
parties  beset  with  hardships  and  dangers,  which 
are  ever  all-powerful  to  develop  the  most  unfavor¬ 
able  features  in  the  character  of  those  composing 
them;  and  the  truth  of  these  things  can  be  attested 
by  all  of  the  old  companions  of  Fremont. 

It  was  to  Fremont’s  assiduity  and  skill  that  the  expe¬ 
dition,  when  on  its  last  legs,  owed  its  final  extrication. 
After  one  of  his  observations,  apparently  in  Circle  Val¬ 
ley,  he  told  his  associates  that  the  Mormon  hamlet, 
Parowan,  forty  rods  square,  was  just  over  the  moun¬ 
tains  in  the  Little  Salt  Lake  Valley,  and  that  he  would 
reach  it  in  three  days.  The  mountain  ranges  loomed 
tremendously  ahead;  the  ascent  was  so  steep  and  the 
snow  so  deep  that  the  animals  could  hardly  be  got  up; 
and  at  the  top  of  the  first  peaks  the  prospect  seemed 
hopeless.  “When  I  surveyed  the  distance,”  says  Car¬ 
valho,  “I  saw  nothing  but  continued  ranges  of  the  ever¬ 
lasting  snow,  and  for  the  first  time  my  heart  failed  me.”  1 
But  Fremont  plunged  confidently  onward ;  he  took  out 
his  pocket  compass,  and  pointing  in  a  certain  direction, 
began  the  descent.  It  led  through  a  seemingly  incom¬ 
prehensible  maze  of  defiles,  slopes,  canyons,  and  valleys. 
Thus  they  went  on;  “and  on  the  very  day  and  hour  pre¬ 
viously  indicated  by  Colonel  Fremont,  he  conducted 


1  Carvalho,  Incidents,  130. 
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us  to  the  small  settlement  of  Parowan,  which  could 
not  be  distinguished  two  miles  off,  thus  proving  himself 
a  most  correct  astronomer  and  geometrician.  Here  was 
no  chance  work — no  guessing — for  a  deviation  of  one 
mile,  either  way,  from  the  true  course,  would  have 
plunged  the  whole  party  into  certain  destruction.” 

It  was  on  February  8,  1854,  that  the  four  hundred 
people  of  Parowan  welcomed  Fremont’s  party,  who 
had  been  for  forty-eight  hours  without  food  of  any 
kind.  Every  family  took  in  one  or  several  members. 
One  man,  and  one  only,  the  assistant  engineer,  Oliver 
Fuller,  had  died.  Jessie  and  her  family  always  believed 
that  she  had  had  a  strange  psychic  revelation,  precise 
as  to  the  day  and  hour,  of  her  husband’s  emergence  from 
the  jaws  of  death.  Near  the  first  of  May,  1854,  Fre¬ 
mont  was  in  San  Francisco,  and  there  declined  a  public 
dinner  because  he  was  eager  to  hurry  back  to  the  Atlan¬ 
tic  Coast.  He  was  soon  in  New  York  again,  publishing 
in  the  newspapers  a  long  letter  1  setting  forth  the  ad¬ 
vantages  of  his  new,  easy,  and  central  route  to  the  Pa¬ 
cific — a  route  which  was  never  used,  though  some  of 
his  information  later  proved  of  value  to  western  railway 
builders;  working  in  the  studio  of  the  photographer 
Brady  to  assist  in  finishing  the  daguerre  plates  taken 
by  Carvalho;  rejoicing  to  learn  that  his  claim  against 
the  Government  on  the  Indian  contract  had  at  last  been 
allowed,2  and  more  perplexed  than  ever  over  the  “Mari- 

1  Washington  National  Intelligencer,  June  13,  1854. 

2  Congressional  Globe,  July  29,  1854, 


posa  business.”  The  Federal  District  Court  early  in 
the  year  had  reversed  the  decision  of  the  Federal  land 
commissioners  giving  him  title  to  the  estate,  and  now 
the  case  was  going  to  the  Supreme  Court.  To  help 
meet  the  costs  of  litigation,  for  his  counsel  included 
no  less  eminent  a  lawyer  than  John  J.  Crittenden,  he 
took  a  step  pregnant  with  trouble  when  he  sold  to  the 
San  Francisco  banking  house  of  Palmer,  Cook  and 
Company  certain  large  claims  on  the  property. 


CHAPTEK  XXYII 

NOMINATED  FOR  THE  PRESIDENCY 


While  Fremont  had  been  watching  the  swinging 
couples  at  Versailles  and  making  his  last  inva¬ 
sion  of  the  unknown  Rockies,  the  Republic  had  begun 
to  move  with  quickening  pace  toward  a  catastrophe  that 
men  more  and  more  clearly  divined.  Clay  was  in  his 
grave  at  Lexington,  and  Webster  had  been  laid  by  the 
sea  at  Marshfield.  Americans  by  millions  had  hung 
over  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin  and  by  hundreds  of  thousands 
had  vowed  themselves  abolitionists  after  seeing  it  on  the 
stage.  While  the  dwarfish  Douglas  clashed  with  the 
tall  and  angular  Seward  on  the  floor  of  the  Senate, 
schoolboys  were  spouting  Longfellow’s  anxious  new 
lines — “Thou,  too,  sail  on,  O  Ship  of  State!”  The 
Kansas-Nebraska  bill,  repealing  the  Missouri  Compro¬ 
mise,  passed  through  Congress  amid  a  storm  of  south¬ 
ern  cheers  and  northern  denunciation;  and  as  Chase 
walked  at  dawn  down  the  Capitol  steps  with  the  boom 
of  Democratic  cannon  in  his  ears,  he  said  to  Sumner, 
“They  celebrate  a  present  victory,  but  the  echoes  they 
awake  shall  never  rest  until  slavery  itself  shall  die.” 
The  slave  Burns,  after  an  effort  at  rescue  by  a  “mob” 
numbering  some  of  the  finest  gentlemen  of  Massachu¬ 
setts,  had  been  marched  to  the  Boston  wharf  by  pla- 
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toons  of  troops  through  fifty  thousand  jeering  and  hiss¬ 
ing  people.  In  Missouri  the  animosity  had  risen  so 
high  that  Benton,  for  his  free-soil  views,  was  retired 
from  the  Senate  to  the  House;  and  just  across  the 
boundary  in  Kansas  civil  war  was  beginning  to  burst 
into  flame. 

The  first  ebullition  of  violence  in  Kansas  sent  a  tre¬ 
mor  of  foreboding  throughout  the  country.  Five  thou¬ 
sand  unkempt  and  noisy  Missourians,  armed  with 
revolvers,  guns,  and  bowie  knives,  crowded  over  the 
boundary  to  vote  in  the  spring  elections  of  that  territory 
in  1855.  Benton  was  one  of  the  men  whom  the  growing 
crisis  most  alarmed.  He  had  attacked  the  Kansas-Ne- 
braska  bill  as  a  bungling  attempt  to  smuggle  slavery 
into  the  territory  and  throughout  all  the  West  up  to 
the  Canadian  line.  Now  he  was  proclaiming  on  every 
occasion  that  the  extension  of  slavery  must  be  opposed 
by  all  constitutional  means;  but  he  also  proclaimed 
that  the  Union  must  be  saved  from  shock  and  danger. 
Losing  even  his  seat  in  the  House,  he  prepared  to  go 
on  the  lecture  platform  and  arouse  the  North  to  its 
danger.  He  would  be  a  new  Peter  the  Hermit,  he 
said,  and  if  people  called  him  mad,  later  they  would 
admit  that  he  had  been  inspired.1  As  the  year  1855 
proceeded  and  the  explosives  were  piled  higher  in  Kan¬ 
sas,  other  leaders  of  both  parties  showed  the  same  dis¬ 
may  and  solicitude. 

The  Fremonts  in  the  spring  of  1855  definitely  gave 

1  Jessie  Benton  Fremont  MSS. 
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up  the  thought  of  residence  in  Washington.  Jessie  had 
been  spending  much  time  there,  her  mother  steadily  sink¬ 
ing.  After  Mrs.  Benton’s  death,  she  still  lingered,  for 
her  fourth  baby  was  soon  to  be  born.  But  suddenly 
the  roomy  Benton  home  was  burned  to  the  ground,  the 
library,  furniture,  and  papers,  including  the  second 
volume  of  Benton’s  “Thirty  Years’  View,”  were  lost, 
and  Jessie  suffered  a  severe  shock.  President  Pierce, 
who  embraced  her  and  called  her  by  her  first  name 
as  in  childhood  days,  asked  her  and  her  father  to  stay 
at  the  White  House,  but  she  felt  through  with  the  capi¬ 
tal,  “Before  my  baby  was  a  month  old,  the  bitterness 
of  the  coming  strife  invaded  even  my  guarded  room,” 
she  tells  us.  “I  felt  the  ground-swell — I  felt  I  was 
no  longer  in  my  place — it  was  certainly  too  hard  on 
Mr.  Fremont,  and  as  soon  as  I  could  be  moved,  New 
York  became  our  city  of  refuge.”  1  For  the  summer  of 
1855,  she  went  on  to  the  sea  air  of  Nantucket,  at  Sias- 
conset. 

Fremont  had  been  oscillating  between  New  York  and 
Washington,  looking  after  Mariposa  business  in  both 
cities;  and  now  there  came  from  his  own  party,  the 
Democrats,  the  first  clear  intimation  that  he  might  be 
nominated  for  the  presidency.  The  precise  form  which 
this  intimation  took  has  been  the  subject  of  some  dis¬ 
pute.  According  to  his  daughter  Elizabeth,  a  cousin 
named  William  Preston  of  Kentucky,  later  minister  to 
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Spain,  was  the  chief  emissary.1  A  writer  in  the  Detroit 
Tribune  for  the  following  year  gives  a  different  story; 
he  says  that  Fremont  was  about  to  sail  for  California 
in  October,  1855,  when  ex-Governor  John  B.  Floyd  of 
Virginia  called  upon  him  to  offer  his  assistance  and  that 
of  other  Democratic  leaders  in  obtaining  the  nomina¬ 
tion,  and  that  in  two  interviews  this  offer  took  explicit 
form.2  The  really  authoritative  story  is  told  in  Fre¬ 
mont’s  own  manuscript  memoirs. 

In  Washington,  Fremont  had  become  acquainted 
with  Edward  Carrington,  who  was  related  to  the  Ben¬ 
ton  family  and  was  a  nephew  of  ex-Governor  Floyd, 
and  with  him  and  other  southerners  had  held  many 
discussions  upon  politics.  The  Native  American  party 
was  then  taking  its  crooked  course  through  political  af¬ 
fairs,  and  Fremont  felt  inclined  to  indorse  its  exclu- 
sionist  policy.  Though  he  had  no  prejudice  against 
any  race,  he  believed  that  America  would  he  happier 
and  better  governed  if  it  ceased  to  admit  a  hetero¬ 
geneous,  unassimilable  mass  of  foreigners.  His  views  in¬ 
terested  those  southerners  who  hoped  to  bring  about 
an  alliance  of  the  Native  Americans  with  the  Demo¬ 
crats  ;  and  with  Floyd  at  their  head,  a  group  undertook 
to  negotiate  with  him  regarding  a  presidential  nomina- 

1  Elizabeth  B.  Fremont,  Recollections,  75. 

J  Quoted  in  N.  Y.  Evening  Post,  Sept.  4,  1856.  Floyd  had  been  Governor  of 
Virginia  in  1850-53,  and  was  later  appointed  Secretary  of  War  by  Buchanan. 
Floyd’s  wife  had  been  Sally  B.  Preston  of  Virginia,  who  was  thus  a  relative  of  William 
Preston,  and  like  him,  a  member  of  Mrs.  Fremont’s  connection.  It  is  certain  that 
Floyd  and  William  Preston  acted  together,  and  possible  that  the  able  and  influential 
Ex-Senator  William  C.  Preston  of  South  Carolina  was  interested  in  the  movement 
to  nominate  Fremont. 
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(Photograph  by  Brail, y,  engraved  by  Buttre.) 
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tion.  They  saw  the  necessity  for  selecting  as  Democratic 
leader  a  man  of  integrity  and  renown  who  was  not  con¬ 
nected  with  the  horrible  Kansas  mess.  Finally,  a  con¬ 
ference  took  place  in  the  St.  Nicholas  Hotel,  in  New 
York,  lasting  several  days,  at  which  place,  says  Fre¬ 
mont,  the  southern  agents  offered  him  the  Democratic 
nomination  coupled  with  conditions  of  a  stringent  na¬ 
ture.  Fremont  took  with  him  to  the  conference  a 
man  of  precisely  his  own  political  tenets,  Nathaniel  P. 
Banks  of  Massachusetts — a  Democrat  and  a  Free 
S oiler,  who  was  sufficiently  sympathetic  with  the  Native 
Americans  to  have  received  their  votes  of  Congress  the 
previous  year.  Both  Fremont  and  Banks  objected  ve¬ 
hemently  when  it  was  proposed  that  the  former  should 
indorse  the  Kansas-Nebraska  Act  and  the  Fugitive 
Slave  law,  and  Banks  denounced  this  legislation  so  heat¬ 
edly  that  he  broke  up  one  conference.  Jessie  recalls  that 
before  Fremont  gave  his  final  “no,”  he  came  to  Sias- 
conset  to  consult  her:1 

One  of  them  [the  Democratic  agents]  said,  “the 
Democratic  party  was  sure  to  win,  and  no  woman 
could  refuse  the  Presidency.”  After  tea  Mr.  Fre¬ 
mont  said  if  I  could  walk  as  far  as  he  wished  me 
to  with  him  to  the  Lighthouse  Hill  he  had  some¬ 
thing  to  say  to  me  without  interruption.  And  so 
there  and  then  he  told  me  of  the  offered  nomination, 
and  of  the  conditions  attached. 


1  Jessie  Benton  Frimont  MSS. 
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There  was  no  shadow  of  doubt  in  our  minds. 
At  the  foot  of  the  bluff  on  which  the  lighthouse 
stood  were  the  remains  embedded  in  the  sands  of 
a  ship,  the  seas  washing  into  her  ribs.  Above, 
steady  and  brilliant,  flashed  out  the  recurring  light. 
“It  is  the  choice  between  a  wreck  of  dishonor,  or  a 
kindly  light  that  will  go  on  its  mission  of  doing 
good.  You  cannot  give  in  to  the  execution  of  all 
the  laws.  (The  fugitive  slave  law  was  specified.)” 
And  so  his  decision  was  made. 

After  the  Democrats,  the  founders  of  the  new  Repub¬ 
lican,  or  “People’s,”  party  turned  to  Fremont.  Both 
Banks  and  his  friend  Senator  Henry  Wilson  of  Massa¬ 
chusetts  were  intensely  interested  in  the  organization  of 
the  new  party,  and  they  caught  with  enthusiasm  at  the 
suggestion  that  Fremont  would  make  an  ideal  nominee. 
Palmer,  of  Palmer,  Cook  and  Company,  was  in  the 
city,  and  he  advised  the  explorer  to  stay  and  await  de¬ 
velopments.  As  a  consequence,  instead  of  leaving  for 
California  in  the  fall,  Fremont  took  up  his  residence 
at  the  Metropolitan  Hotel. 

During  the  winter,  the  movement  to  make  the  pic¬ 
turesque  “Pathfinder”  the  Republican  candidate  gath¬ 
ered  strength  as  fast  as  did  the  party  itself.  It  was 
taken  up  by  his  old  friend  Francis  P.  Blair,  the  veteran 
Washington  editor,  and  the  young  Frank  P.  Blair  of  St. 
Louis.  Banks,  who  was  the  successful  Republican  can¬ 
didate  that  winter  for  Speaker  of  the  House,  and  Wil- 
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son,  who  had  presided  over  the  Free  Soilers’  convention 
in  1852,  were  assiduous  propagandists.  During  Febru¬ 
ary,  1856,  Banks  came  to  New  York  City  and  under¬ 
took  to  enlist  the  Tribune  and  the  Evening  Post,  the 
leading  Republican  organs,  for  the  candidate.  Arguing 
that  some  one  was  needed  to  typify  free-soil  principles, 
and  that  the  dashing,  magnetic  Fremont  was  the  ideal 
chieftain,  he  took  John  Bigelow,  the  able  assistant  of 
William  Cullen  Bryant  on  the  Evening  Post,  to  call 
upon  Fremont.  Bigelow  was  favorably  impressed,  and 
at  once  assembled  at  his  home  a  conference  of  free-soil 
leaders.1  The  members  of  this  body  included  Francis 
P.  Blair,  Samuel  J.  Tilden,  Edwin  P.  Morgan,  who 
was  later  governor  and  senator,  and  Edward  Miller. 
All  of  them  save  Tilden,  who  was  destined  to  cling  to 
the  Democratic  party,  favored  Fremont  as  nominee, 
and  Blair  promised  to  try  to  obtain  Benton’s  indorse¬ 
ment  of  his  son-in-law;  while  the  Evening  Post  began 
to  speak  of  the  explorer  in  high  terms. 

Before  spring  was  fairly  begun,  a  strong  current  of 
Fremont  sentiment  was  manifest  among  Republicans  all 
over  the  North.  It  seemed  to  well  up  spontaneously, 
and  was  particularly  vigorous  in  the  West.  The  Cleve¬ 
land  Herald  came  out  for  Fremont  at  the  end  of  March. 
“Fremont  is  very  popular  in  Ohio,”  wrote  the  Cleveland 
correspondent  of  the  New  York  Tribune  on  April  3. 
The  Herald  of  Freedom,  the  organ  of  the  Emigrant 
Aid  Society,  had  published  a  laudatory  article  upon 

1  Allan  Nevins,  The  Evening  Post,  251. 
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the  explorer  in  January,  and  at  the  beginning  of  April 
placed  his  name  at  its  masthead:  “OUR  CANDI¬ 
DATE  :  John  C.  Fremont.”  The  whole  Kansas  free- 
soil  element  in  the  North  was  impressed  by  an  anti- 
slavery  letter  which  Fremont  had  just  written  to  “Gov.” 
Charles  Robinson  of  Kansas.1 

Though  the  East  was  cooler  toward  him  than  the 
Northwest,  the  argument  of  Fremont’s  “availability” 
was  rapidly  coming  to  be  considered  irresistible.  Most 
New  York  and  New  England  Republicans  would  have 
preferred  Seward,  Chase,  or  some  other  leader  who,  as 
Bryant  wrote,  bore  the  scars  of  long  warfare  against 
slavery.2  But  the  evident  fact  was  that  none  of  the 
veterans  could  win.  Chase  and  Seward  had  taken  too 
extreme  a  stand  upon  the  slavery  question,  being  com¬ 
mitted  to  the  abolition  of  slavery  in  the  District  of  Co¬ 
lumbia  and  to  the  repeal  of  the  Fugitive  Slave  Act. 
Moreover,  both,  and  especially  Seward,  were  highly  dis¬ 
tasteful  to  the  Native  Americans,  while  the  old-line 
Whigs  heartily  disliked  them.  As  a  third  possibility, 
there  was  a  justice  of  the  Federal  Supreme  Court,  John 
McLean  of  Ohio.  He  was  the  favorite  of  Pennsylvania, 
and  had  many  adherents  in  New  Jersey,  and  in  Illi¬ 
nois,  where  Abraham  Lincoln  supported  him.  But  he 
was  an  aged  man,  now  past  seventy,  and  an  uninspiring, 
colorless  figure.  Dana  of  the  Tribune  wrote  that  he  was 
“an  old  fogy,”  “a  marrowless  old  lawyer,”  and  the 


1  Cf.  The  Liberator,  April  8,  1856. 

2  N.  Y.  Evening  Post,  June  19,  1856. 
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younger,  aggressive  element  among  the  Republicans 
turned  away  from  him.1  To  this  element,  as  to  the 
more  calculating  politicians,  Fremont  seemed  by  far 
the  most  suitable  candidate.  He  was  young,  just  forty- 
three;  a  romantic  aura  hung  about  his  name;  and  he 
was  an  active,  daring,  gallant  figure,  just  the  leader 
to  typify  a  young  and  crusading  party. 

During  May,  the  situation  crystallized  to  a  point 
at  which  it  became  evident  that  the  real  choice  had  nar¬ 
rowed  down  to  Fremont  or  McLean,  and  that  the  for¬ 
mer  was  almost  certain  to  win  the  prize.  Seward  was 
definitely  out  of  the  race.  He  had  made  it  clear  that 
he  was  not  a  candidate.  In  this,  he  was  acting  under 
the  influence  of  Thurlow  Weed,  who  believed  that  he 
could  not  be  elected  and  should  wait  till  1860  for  his 
chance.  Chase  was  unacceptable,  for  it  was  now  plain 
that  the  cry  of  Abolitionism  would  cost  him  tens  of 
thousands  of  votes  in  southern  Illinois  and  Indiana. 
McLean’s  strength  was  rapidly  ebbing.  Samuel  Bowles 
wrote  that  the  Fremont  movement  in  the  West  was 
going  “like  a  prairie  fire.”  Greeley  was  noncommittal, 
but  he  was  arguing  that  the  paramount  consideration 
was  the  ability  to  draw  votes,  and  this  meant  Fremont. 
The  Chicago  correspondent  of  the  New  York  Tribune 
declared  that  Fremont  was  more  frequently  spoken  of 
in  Illinois  than  any  other  man.2  “A  sort  of  intrusive 
feeling  pervades  the  people  that  he  will  be  nominated 

1 J.  S.  Pike,  First  Blows  of  the  Civil  War,  338. 

2  N.  Y.  Tribune,  May  5,  1856. 
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and  elected.  The  same  sentiment  is  extending  over  Iowa 
and  spreading  into  Wisconsin.  He  seems  to  combine 
more  elements  of  strength  than  any  man  who  has  yet 
been  named.” 

When  the  Native  American  Convention  met  in  New 
York  during  the  second  week  of  June,  the  prospect 
seemed  excellent  that  it  would  accept  the  invitation 
of  the  Republican  National  Committee  to  join  hands 
with  the  new  party,  and  would  declare  for  the  most 
prominent  of  the  Republican  candidates.  Fremont  be¬ 
lieved  that  it  was  ready  to  nominate  him.  In  this  con¬ 
viction,  he  wrote  a  letter  to  one  of  the  convention 
managers,  Governor  Ford,  which  was  a  really  notable 
expression  of  political  independence.  He  took  a  firm 
stand  against  all  racial  or  national  prejudice:1 

The  people  throughout  the  free  States  [wrote 
Fremont],  with  extraordinary  unanimity  and  en¬ 
thusiasm,  appear  to  be  rising  in  a  simultaneous 
effort  upon  a  single  and  great  issue,  regardless  of 
the  minor  questions  of  party  policy  which  in  quieter 
times  have  sundered  the  north  and  nullified  its 
power.  On  all  sides  there  is  a  generous  disposition 
to  rise  above  all  political  animosities  and  all  preju¬ 
dices  of  birth  and  religion.  With  the  feelings 
which  are  actuating  the  body  of  the  people  at  this 
moment  I  take  pleasure  in  saying  that  I  am  thor¬ 
oughly  imbued.  I  am  hostile  to  slavery  upon  prin¬ 
ciple  and  feeling.  While  I  feel  myself  inflexible 

1  Bigelow  MSS.,  N.  Y.  Public  Library. 
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in  the  belief  that  it  ought  not  to  be  interfered  with 
where  it  exists  under  the  shield  of  state  sovereignty, 
I  am  as  inflexibly  opposed  to  its  extension  on 
this  continent  beyond  its  present  limits.  Animated 
with  these  views,  confident  of  their  success,  and 
earnestly  disposed  to  do  battle  persistently  in  their 
behalf,  and  having  but  little  active  sympathy  with 
secondary  questions,  which  are  not  involved  in  the 
great  issue,  I  am  naturally  identified  with  the  cause 
represented  by  the  great  Republican  Convention 
about  to  assemble  in  Philadelphia.  I  could  not 
therefore  accept  unconditionally  the  candidateship 
of  the  American  party,  inasmuch  as  I  would  feel 
bound  by  the  decisions  of  that  party  with  which  I 
am  identified. 

It  was  just  as  well  that,  acting  upon  the  advice  of 
his  political  managers,  Frank  P.  Blair,  Isaac  Sher¬ 
man,  and  others,  Fremont  held  this  letter  out  of  the 
mail.  A  majority  of  the  Native  American  party  nomi¬ 
nated  N.  P.  Banks  and  William  F.  Johnston  of  North 
Carolina,  and  took  action  looking  toward  a  fusion  with 
the  Republicans  upon  this  basis.  Thereupon  a  rump 
body  representing  eight  important  states  seceded,  and 
nominated  Commodore  Stockton  of  New  Jersey  and 
Kenneth  Raynor  of  North  Carolina. 

The  first  Republican  National  Convention,  nearly  a 
thousand  strong,  met  in  the  Musical  Fund  Hall  of 
Philadelphia,  the  largest  auditorium  of  the  city,  at 


484  Fbemont 

eleven  o’clock  on  the  morning  of  June  17,  1856.  Sev¬ 
eral  characteristics  were  strongly  stamped  upon  it.  It 
was  a  sectional  gathering;  only  four  slave  states  were 
represented,  Delaware,  Maryland,  Virginia,  and  Ken¬ 
tucky,  and  they  sent  but  a  handful  of  border-region 
members.  All  the  free  states  and  the  territories  of  Kan¬ 
sas,  Nebraska,  and  Minnesota  had  sent  delegates.  It 
was  also  a  gathering  in  which  the  evangelical  element — 
there  were  many  loud-talking  ministers  present — and 
the  radical  antislavery  element,  with  men  like  Wilmot, 
Love  joy,  and  Giddings,  were  prominent.  From  the 
outset,  a  camp-meeting  fervor,  an  intense  crusading  en¬ 
thusiasm  such  as  was  hardly  known  again  in  American 
politics  till  the  Progressive  Convention  of  1912  in  Chi¬ 
cago,  marked  the  proceedings.  A  great  movement  for 
free  men,  free  speech,  and  free  thought  was  being 
launched.  The  exalted  spirit  of  the  assemblage,  its 
moral  elevation,  and  its  decorum,  contrasted  strongly 
with  the  rowdy  barroom  atmosphere  of  the  Democratic 
Convention  which  had  just  named  Buchanan  at  Cin¬ 
cinnati. 

One  name,  and  almost  one  alone,  was  in  the  air — 
Fremont.  Before  the  doors  swung  open,  J.  S.  Pike 
wrote  the  Tribune  that  two  days  of  investigation  had 
satisfied  him  that  Fremont’s  nomination  was  inevitable. 
The  New  York  delegation,  ruled  by  Thurlow  Weed, 
was,  he  said,  almost  unanimously  for  the  Pathfinder; 
the  majority  of  the  Pennsylvania  and  New  Jersey  del¬ 
egations  were  for  McLean;  Ohio’s  delegation  was  di- 
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vided,  some  for  Fremont,  some  for  McLean,  and  most 
for  Chase;  a  majority  of  the  Illinois  members  were 
at  least  nominally  for  McLean;  and  the  remainder  of 
the  country  had  generally  chosen  Fremont  delegates. 
“The  fact  is  not  disguised,”  Pike  concluded,  “that  as  a 
general  thing  the  outright,  progressive-movement  men 
are  in  favor  of  Fremont,  while  McLean  is  the  candi¬ 
date  for  the  slow  and  hunkerish  part  of  the  convention. 
The  general  sentiment  of  all  is  conciliatory.”  1  But  the 
“progressive”  men  were  obviously  in  control,  applaud¬ 
ing  every  radical  utterance  and  distributing  such  inflam¬ 
matory  literature  as  the  House  Committee  Report  on 
the  assault  of  Brooks  upon  Sumner. 

The  first  important  task  was  the  platform.  Edward 
Morgan,  who  had  been  at  Bigelow’s  conference,  called 
the  convention  to  order,  and  Robert  Emmet  of  New 
York  was  temporary  chairman.  With  eighty-odd  re¬ 
porters  scribbling  like  mad  before  him,  and  the  dele¬ 
gates  wild  with  enthusiasm,  David  Wilmot  on  the  second 
morning  read  the  platform.  It  was  a  brief  document  of 
nine  “resolutions,”  which  it  did  not  take  ten  minutes 
to  recite.  Each  separate  plank  rang  out  like  the  report 
of  a  cannon  and  was  followed  by  a  salvo  of  applause. 
The  denunciation  of  the  Kansas  atrocities  was  the  sig¬ 
nal  for  a  tremendous  demonstration.  The  band  played 
and  cheer  on  cheer  rang  out  as  Wilmot  declaimed  that: 
“It  is  our  fixed  purpose  to  bring  the  perpetrators  of 
these  atrocious  outrages,  and  their  accomplices,  to  a 
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sure  and  condign  punishment  hereafter.”  The  plat¬ 
form  upheld  the  Missouri  Compromise,  opposed  the  ex¬ 
tension  of  slavery,  demanded  the  admission  of  Kansas 
as  a  free  state,  denied  the  power  of  Congress  or  any 
local  legislature  to  establish  slavery  within  a  territory, 
and  declared  that  the  Ostend  Circular  was  “the  high¬ 
wayman’s  plea  that  ‘might  makes  right.’  ”  Mormon 
polygamy  and  southern  slavery  were  linked  together  as 
“twin  relics  of  barbarism.”  1 

On  the  third  day  came  the  balloting.  Ex-Governor 
Patterson  of  New  Jersey  formally  withdrew  the  name 
of  Seward;  he  was  followed  by  Judge  Spaulding  of 
Ohio,  who  by  authority  withdrew  the  name  of  McLean ; 
and  Thomas  J.  Mitchell  of  Ohio,  in  the  same  way,  with¬ 
drew  the  name  of  Chase.  The  Convention,  tense  with 
excitement,  expected  Fremont’s  nomination  to  follow 
at  once.  Frank  P.  Blair,  who  was  present  and  who  had 
in  his  pocket  a  letter  from  Fremont  authorizing  him  to 
do  anything  except  permit  the  explorer  to  be  named 
for  vice-president,2  felt  that  victory  was  within  his 
grasp.  At  this  moment,  Thaddeus  Stevens  rose  and 
begged  for  delay.  One  man  only,  he  said,  could  carry 
Pennsylvania;  that  man,  Justice  McLean,  had  been 
withdrawn;  and  it  was  necessary  for  the  delegates  from 
his  state  to  consult  on  the  changed  situation.  All  the 
previous  day  Stevens,  Wilmot,  and  other  McLean  men 
had  done  their  best  to  make  converts  from  the  Fremont 


1  Charles  W.  Johnson,  First  Three  Republican  National  Conventions,  35  ff. 
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ranks,  and  had  succeeded  in  winning  over  a  number  of 
Maine  delegates.  Now,  during  the  recess,  Stevens  made 
a  despairing  and  passionate  appeal  to  the  Pennsylvania 
delegation  to  stand  fast  for  McLean.  If  Fremont  were 
nominated,  he  told  them,  the  Republicans  would  lose, 
not  only  Pennsylvania,  but  the  whole  election.1 

Stevens’s  effort  was  all  in  vain,  though  immediately 
after  the  Convention  reopened  the  name  of  Justice  Mc¬ 
Lean  was  again  put  in  nomination.  An  informal  ballot 
was  taken,  and  showed  that  Fremont  had  359  votes, 
McLean  196,  Sumner  2,  and  Seward  1.  David  Wil- 
mot  then  took  the  floor  and  made  a  plea  for  unanimity, 
after  which  the  formal  ballot  was  taken,  and  all  but 
38  of  the  votes  were  found  to  be  for  Fremont.  The 
scene  was  one  of  intense  enthusiasm.  The  band  blared 
forth,  the  floor  and  galleries  were  a  sea  of  tossing  hats 
and  waving  handkerchiefs,  and  as  an  American  flag 
bearing  Fremont’s  name  was  raised  from  the  platform, 
and  a  broad  pennant  inscribed  “John  C.  Fremont  for 
President”  was  drawn  across  the  full  width  of  the  hall, 
the  cheering  became  deafening.  Banners  were  flung 
from  the  windows,  and  the  applause  of  the  crowds  in 
the  streets  mingled  with  that  in  the  hall.2  “The  en¬ 
thusiasm  is  tremendous,”  Greeley  wired  his  office  while 
the  demonstration  still  continued. 

Then  followed  what  Fremont  always  considered  the 
great  error  of  the  Convention — the  nomination  of  W. 


1  E.  B.  Washburne,  The  Edwards  Papers,  246. 
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L.  Dayton  for  Vice-President.  He  had  no  personal 
objection  to  the  man,  but  he  believed  that  Simon  Came¬ 
ron  should  have  been  named  instead.  In  this  way,  a 
stronger  fight  could  have  been  waged  against  Buchanan 
in  Pennsylvania.  Cameron  would  perhaps  have  had 
the  nomination  had  not  Francis  P.  Blair,  whose  antag¬ 
onisms  were  always  intense,  sternly  vetoed  the  sugges¬ 
tion.1 

The  Republican  press  of  the  North  rallied  to  Fre¬ 
mont  with  unaffected  liking  and  hope.  Few  of  the  edi¬ 
tors  knew  much  about  him,  but  all  that  they  did  know 
was  highly  favorable.  The  Tribune  declared  that  “hav¬ 
ing  exhibited  a  singular  force  of  character  and  a  dis¬ 
tinguished  ability  in  every  undertaking  to  which  he  ap¬ 
plied  himself,”  he  had  now  been  called  to  the  difficult 
but  glorious  enterprise  “of  rescuing  the  government 
and  the  Union  from  the  hands  of  a  body  of  unprincipled 
politicians.”  Bryant  asked  what  was  the  secret  of  his 
overwhelming  popularity.  “The  times  require  in  the 
chief  magistrates  of  the  nation  an  unshaken  courage, 
perfect  steadiness  of  purpose,  and  a  ready  command  of 
resources.  The  times  require  a  man  who  has  something 
heroic  in  his  character” ;  and  the  people  believed  that  the 
Fremont  who  had  surmounted  western  perils  so  ad¬ 
mirably  possessed  these  qualities.  Raymond  in  the 
Times  declared  that  the  citizens  could  not  fail  to  elect 
him  if  they  had  “any  admiration  for  high  personal 
qualities,  for  perseverance,  bravery,  disinterested  benev- 
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Fremont  Riding  the  “Abolition  Nag”  to  Salt  River  in  1856 

(From  the  Print  Collection,  New  York  Public  Library.  Seward  leads  the  nag,  which  bears  the  features  of  Greeley,  while 
Beec-ber  follows  loaded  down  with  Sharp’s  rifles,  and  a  frontiersman  comments  caustically  on  Fremont’s  sad  plight.) 
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olence,  generosity,  heroism,  for  noble-mindedness,  high 
attainments,  and  devotion  to  duty.”  The  Fremont  Leg¬ 
end  was  approaching  its  zenith.  Republican  writers  and 
orators  at  once  began  to  magnify  the  Pathfinder  into 
a  heroic  figure  of  grand  proportions,  a  combination  of 
Lochinvar,  Deerslayer,  and  William  Pitt;  some  news¬ 
papers  even  instituted  a  comparison  between  his  achieve¬ 
ments  in  his  first  forty  years  and  the  lesser  deeds  of 
George  Washington. 

Fremont,  now  living  in  a  pleasant  house  at  56  Ninth 
Street,  accepted  his  nomination  calmly.  He  had  not  felt 
certain  of  receiving  the  honor,  and  had  written  Frank 
Blair  several  days  earlier  without  excitement.  His 
sensations,  he  said,1  were 

as  if  there  had  been  hereabouts  a  preliminary  shock 
of  an  earthquake,  and  I  feel  as  men  do,  I  suppose, 
who  are  momentarily  expecting  the  great  shock. 
But  my  nerves  seem  to  preserve  their  usual  tran¬ 
quility,  and  I  am  well  satisfied  with  myself.  From 
the  anxious  inquiries  of  friends  for  some  days  past 
it  seems  to  have  been  expected  that  I  should  be  ill, 
but  I  continue  in  rather  better  than  ordinary  health, 
which  it  will  please  you  to  know. 

At  once,  friends  crowded  to  congratulate  him;  he 
was  overwhelmed  with  the  usual  mass  of  telegrams  and 
letters;  and,  on  June  25,  there  was  a  great  ratifica¬ 
tion  meeting  at  the  Tabernacle,  with  bands,  speeches 
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by  Robert  Emmett,  Lyman  Trumbull,  and  others,  and 
an  enthusiastic  torchlight  procession  afterward  up 
Broadway  to  the  Colonel’s  home.  Fremont  spoke  a  few 
words,  and  Jessie  was  called  forth  to  acknowledge  a 
round  of  cheers.  A  fortnight  later,  on  J uly  9,  there  was 
published  Fremont’s  formal  acceptance  of  the  nomina¬ 
tion.  One  passage  in  his  short  speech,  in  which  he 
declared  against  any  filibustering  expeditions  or  aggres¬ 
sions  upon  the  domain  of  other  nations,  attracted 
especial  attention  abroad,  and  was  warmly  commended 
by  the  London  Times.  But  the  American  public  was 
interested  chiefly  in  his  remarks  upon  the  slavery  ques¬ 
tion.  He  aligned  himself  with  the  explicit  declarations 
of  the  Republican  platform: 

Nothing  is  clearer  in  the  history  of  our  institu¬ 
tions  than  the  design  of  the  nation,  in  asserting  its 
own  independence  and  freedom,  to  avoid  giving 
countenance  to  the  extension  of  slavery.  The  in¬ 
fluence  of  the  small  but  compact  and  powerful 
class  of  men  interested  in  slavery,  who  command 
one  section  of  the  country  and  wield  a  vast  politi¬ 
cal  control  as  a  consequence  in  the  other,  is  now 
directed  to  turn  back  the  impulse  of  the  Revolution 
and  reverse  its  principles.  The  extension  of  slavery 
across  the  continent  is  the  object  of  the  power 
which  now  rules  the  government;  and  from  this 
spirit  have  sprung  those  kindred  wrongs  of  Kan¬ 
sas  so  truly  portrayed  in  one  of  your  resolutions, 
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which  prove  that  the  elements  of  the  most  arbi¬ 
trary  governments  have  not  been  vanquished  by 
the  just  theory  of  our  own. 

It  would  be  out  of  place  here  to  pledge  myself 
to  any  particular  policy  that  has  been  suggested 
to  determine  the  sectional  controversy  engendered 
by  political  animosities,  operating  on  a  powerful 
class  banded  together  by  common  interest.  A  prac¬ 
tical  remedy  is  the  admission  of  Kansas  into  the 
Union  as  a  free  state.  The  South  should,  in  my 
judgment,  earnestly  desire  such  a  consummation. 
It  would  vindicate  its  good  faith.  It  would  cor¬ 
rect  the  mistake  of  the  repeal;  and  the  North,  hav¬ 
ing  practically  the  benefit  of  the  agreement  between 
the  two  sections,  would  be  satisfied  and  good  feel¬ 
ing  be  restored. 

With  this  acceptance — the  first  and  last  public  ut¬ 
terance  of  any  note  by  Fremont  in  the  campaign — the 
battle  of  1856  was  fully  opened. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 
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Elevated  thus  suddenly  to  one  of  the  most  con¬ 
spicuous  political  pedestals  in  the  country,  named 
by  a  powerful  party  as  its  leader  in  a  great  moral  cru¬ 
sade,  Fremont  might  have  been  pardoned  some  show 
of  personal  pride,  some  gaucherie ,  at  least  some  tactical 
misstep.  Fifteen  years  before  he  had  been  an  obscure, 
impoverished  army  lieutenant,  without  resources  or 
prospects.  Now  he  was  rich,  petted,  a  national  hero, 
his  name  written  large  on  the  Golden  West,  the  reputed 
conqueror  of  California,  the  dashing  young  marshal  of 
a  gallant  cause.  It  illustrates  his  inborn  modesty  and 
sense  of  fitness  that  his  conduct  was  exemplary.  Fre¬ 
mont  had  his  faults,  but  lack  of  taste  was  never  among 
them.  The  critical  Gideon  Welles,  in  a  severe  passage 
written  some  years  after,  did  him  the  justice  to  remem¬ 
ber  that  at  this  time  his  public  aspect  was  winning. 
“His  bearing  was  very  well  so  far  as  he  appeared  be¬ 
fore  the  public.  I  saw  that  he  was  anxious  to  be  elected 
but  not  offensively  so ;  he  was  not  obtrusive,  but,  on  the 
contrary,  reserved  and  retiring.”  1  His  self-manage- 
ment  was  the  more  creditable  in  that  his  advisers  in¬ 
cluded  some  highly  untrustworthy  men,  who  inspired 
the  dislike  not  only  of  Welles  but  of  Blair  and  Bigelow. 

1  Gideon  Welles,  Diary,  II,  41. 


492 


The  Campaign  of  1856  493 

From  the  beginning  of  the  campaign,  Fremont  and 
the  other  leaders  had  hope  of  victory,  and  these  hopes 
rapidly  mounted  as  news  of  an  increasing  free-soil  fer¬ 
vor  came  in  from  all  parts  of  the  North  and  West.  The 
strategic  elements  of  the  situation  were,  as  Greeley  had 
insisted,  simple.  The  Republicans  were  certain  of  114 
electoral  votes — those  of  the  New  England  States,  New 
York,  Ohio,  Michigan,  Wisconsin,  and  Iowa.  The 
Democrats  were  certain  of  108  electoral  votes  from  the 
South  and  the  border  states.  The  doubtful  factors  were 
Pennsylvania  with  27  electoral  votes;  Indiana  with  13; 
Illinois  with  11;  Maryland  with  8;  New  Jersey  with  7, 
and  California  with  4.  That  is,  there  were  70  doubtful 
votes.  Since  149  were  sufficient  to  elect,  the  Republi¬ 
cans  needed  only  to  carry  Pennsylvania  and  Indiana, 
or  Pennsylvania  and  Illinois,  to  be  victorious.  Was  this 
impossible?  The  best  judges  thought  not. 

There  were  three  main  tickets  in  the  field:  Buchanan 
and  Breckinridge  for  the  Democrats,  Fremont  and 
Dayton  for  the  Republicans,  and  Millard  Fillmore  and 
Donelson  for  the  expiring  Whig  party.  The  great 
danger,  of  course,  was  that  Fillmore  would  draw  just 
enough  votes  from  Fremont  to  defeat  him;  but,  as  the 
canvass  proceeded,  the  exuberance  and  energy  of  the 
Republican  organization  surprised  even  its  members. 

Throughout  the  North,  indeed,  the  Republican  cam¬ 
paign  awakened  a  fervency  and  uproar  recalling  the 
log-cabin  campaign  of  1840,  but  possessing  a  moral 
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policy  and  a  program  of  statesmanship  which  the  Har¬ 
rison  campaign  had  lacked.  One  mass  meeting,  with 
torchlight  processions,  red  fire,  and  marching  bands, 
followed  another.  The  nomination  was  immediately 
“ratified”  by  a  series  of  gatherings  all  over  the  country. 
Then  came  a  series  of  tremendous  “rallies.”  Judge 
Hoar  and  Hannibal  Hamlin  spoke  in  Faneuil  Hall. 
Bryant,  Franz  Sigel,  Friedrich  Kapp,  and  Charles  A. 
Dana  were  heard  in  the  Tabernacle  in  New  York.  No 
basic  organization  was  needed  in  the  N orth  besides  that 
supplied  by  the  existing  backbone  of  Emigrant  Aid 
Societies  and  other  agencies  for  the  relief  of  Kansas, 
which  had  already  reached  into  every  country  and  al¬ 
most  every  township.  The  gatherings  seemed  to  spring 
spontaneously  from  some  pent-up  popular  feeling. 
There  was  a  Fremont  demonstration  of  25,000  people 
at  Massilon,  Ohio;  another  of  30,000  at  Kalamazoo; 
and  a  third  of  equal  size  at  Beloit,  Wisconsin,  where  the 
crowds  cheered  a  procession  six  miles  in  length.  Illinois 
was  not  behind  her  neighbors.  Lincoln  spoke  to  10,000 
at  Princeton,  and  at  Alton  addressed  an  enormous  con¬ 
course — some  said  35,000  people — brought  together  by 
the  State  Fair;  while,  at  Jacksonville,  Lyman  Trum¬ 
bull  reviewed  a  procession  a  mile  and  a  quarter  long. 
The  enthusiasm  spread  from  Maine  to  Kansas;  but  it 
was  the  tremendous  Fremont  rally  in  Indianapolis  in 
J uly  which  attracted  the  most  attention. 

Here,  while  the  cannon  roared  all  day,  the  procession 
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took  hours  to  pass  a  given  point;  a  single  delegation 
numbered  almost  4,500  men;  fifty  bands  were  in  line 
playing;  twenty-five  marshals  kept  the  ranks  in  order; 
uncounted  gay  floats  rolled  down  the  streets,  one  of 
them  carrying  thirty-two  young  ladies  in  white,  one 
for  each  state,  with  a  thirty-third  girl  in  black  for  bleed¬ 
ing  Kansas;  hundreds  of  banners  and  transparencies 
waved  above  the  long  line;  and  platoon  after  platoon 
of  Germans,  with  their  own  flags,  made  up  a  special  sec¬ 
tion  of  the  pageant.  At  five  different  stands,  orators 
took  turns  in  exhorting  the  crowd  to  stand  fast  against 
slavery  and  polygamy,  against  border  ruffians  and 
Bully  Brooks.  That  night  a  great  torchlight  procession 
turned  the  streets  into  streams  of  fire,  above  which  rose 
the  voices  of  haranguing  orators. 

The  West  and  North  were  rallying  against  slavery 
with  a  new  ardor.  A  silent  but  intense  resentment  had 
been  aroused  in  the  breasts  of  millions  by  the  Kansas- 
Nebraska  issue,  and  it  was  finding  a  sudden  release  in 
acclamation  of  Fremont  and  the  Republican  cause. 
Companies  sprang  up  of  young  men  carrying  torches 
in  vociferous  night  processions  and  calling  themselves 
Wide  Awakes.  Fife  and  drum  corps  shrilled  and  rat¬ 
tled.  Fremont  glee  clubs  shook  the  village  lyceum  halls 
and  opera  houses.  Long  lines  of  gigs  and  wagons  raised 
the  dust  on  prairie  roads,  going  to  Fremont  picnics  and 
rallies.  A  powerful  array  of  Republican  campaign 
speakers  was  taking  the  stump.  In  the  East,  they  in¬ 
cluded  Speaker  Banks,  Chase,  Greeley,  Sumner,  and 
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Senator  Hale,  while  even  the  aloof  Emerson  and  the 
retiring  Bryant  made  speeches.  William  M.  Evarts 
spoke  with  effect  in  New  York.  In  the  West,  Schuyler 
Colfax  of  Indiana  was  active,  Carl  Schurz  was  busy 
addressing  the  Germans,  and  striplings  like  Whitelaw 
Reid  were  pressed  into  service.  Lincoln,  speaking 
ninety  times  in  all,  made  at  Belleville,  Jacksonville,  and 
other  towns,  some  of  the  ablest  addresses  he  had  yet 
delivered.  On  every  hand,  newspapers  which  for  years 
had  been  Whig  or  Democratic  were  turning  to  the  new 
party. 

Song  and  slogan  and  picture  lent  their  aid  in  the 
campaign.  Banners  were  raised  across  village  streets, 
emblazoned  with  such  devices  as  “We  Follow  the  Path¬ 
finder”;  “We  Shall  Be  Redeemed  From  the  Rules  of 
Nigger  Drivers”;  “We  Are  A  Buck-Hunting”;  or  with 
a  still  bolder  use  of  the  pun,  “Jessie  Bent-on  Being 
Free.”  1  The  Democrats  were  taunted  as  the  Bucha- 
neers.  Fremont  was  pictured  as  a  locomotive,  running 
down  a  buck,  which  cried  “The  Union  is  in  Danger”; 
and  over  the  locomotive  were  the  words,  “The  Pacific 
Railroad  with  No  Provisos.”  One  slogan  was  repeated 
everywhere,  in  the  Republican  newspapers,  on  Repub¬ 
lican  posters,  and  in  Republican  speeches:  “Free 
Speech,  Free  Press,  Free  Soil,  Free  Men,  Fremont  and 
Victory.”  Jessie  played  only  a  slighter  part  in  the 
campaign  than  her  husband,  and  “Fremont  and  Jessie” 
seemed  to  constitute  the  Republican  ticket  rather  than 


1  N.  Y.  Evening  Post,  Sept.  1,  1856. 


The  Campaign  of  1856 


497 


Fremont  and  Dayton.  “We  go  for  our  country  and 
Union,  and  for  brave  little  Jessie  forever,”  ran  one  ditty. 
At  a  Philadelphia  rally  in  June,  there  was  distributed 
a  campaign  song,  chanted  to  the  tune  of  “Camptown 
Races,”  which  made  a  hit  and  spread  rapidly  all  over 
the  N orth : 

There’s  an  old  gray  horse  whose  name  is  Buck; 

Du  da,  du  da. 

His  dam  was  Folly  and  his  sire  Bad  Luck, 

Du  da,  du  da  day. 

Chorus. — We’re  hound  to  work  all  night. 

We’re  bound  to  work  all  day, 

I’ll  bet  my  money  on  the  Mustang  Colt, 

Will  anybody  bet  on  the  Gray? 

The  Mustang  Colt  is  strong  and  young, 

Du  da,  du  da, 

His  wind  is  sound  and  his  knees  not  sprung, 

Du  da,  du  da  day. 

The  old  gray  horse  when  he  tries  to  trot,  Du  da,  du  da, 

Goes  round  and  round  in  the  same  old  spot,  Du  da,  du  da  day. 
The  mustang  goes  a  killing  pace,  Du  da,  du  da, 

He’s  bound  to  win  in  the  four  mile  race,  Du  da,  du  da  day. 

The  most  powerful  of  the  Northern  newspapers  sup¬ 
ported  Fremont.  In  New  York,  he  had  the  loyal  as¬ 
sistance  of  not  only  the  Tribune ,  the  Evening  Post ,  and 
the  Times,  all  possessing  a  national  circulation,  but  also 
of  James  Gordon  Bennett’s  Herald,  which  had  long 
been  Democratic,  and  which  four  years  later  was  panic- 
stricken  in  its  desire  to  let  the  South  have  its  way.  The 
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Philadelphia  North  American ,  edited  by  Morton  Mc- 
Michael,  took  the  Republican  side.  So,  of  course,  did 
the  Chicago  Tribune  of  Medill  and  Horace  White.  The 
German  press  of  the  nation  had  espoused  Fremont’s 
candidacy  before  the  nomination  was  actually  consum¬ 
mated,  and  did  as  valiant  service  as  the  German 
speakers,  who  included  Philip  Dorsheimer,  Gustav 
Koerner,  and  Schurz.  German  songs  were  written,  for 
one  of  which,  by  E.  V.  Scherb,  the  poet-editor  Bryant 
paid  a  prize  of  $100. 1 

Hurrah!  Bald  tont  der  Jubelschrei! 

Kansas  ist  jetzt  gerochen. 

Die  Knechtschaft  ist  gebrochen, 

F rei  ist  Amerika ! 

Fremont  der  Siegeskraftige, 

Er  hat  den  Feind  bezwungen. 

Drum  jauchzen  alle  Zungen; 

Fremont !  Victoria ! 

Lithographed  portraits  of  Fremont,  two  feet  wide 
and  two  and  a  half  feet  long,  manufactured  in  New 
York  and  retailed  at  a  dollar  each,  blazed  forth  in  Re¬ 
publican  shop  windows  and  local  headquarters.  Two 
extended  campaign  biographies  were  prepared,  one  by 
John  Bigelow,  with  the  aid  of  Jessie  Fremont,  which 
Derby  and  Jackson  of  New  York  sold  in  huge  quan¬ 
tities  at  a  dollar,  and  one  by  Charles  Wentworth  Up- 
ham,  published  by  Ticknor  and  Fields  in  Boston.  The 
Tribune  also  issued  an  excellent  pamplet  life  by  Gree¬ 
ley.  All  the  larger  newspapers  made  a  special  cam- 

1  N.  Y.  Evening  Post,  Sept.  12,  1856. 
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paign  price  to  summer  subscribers.  John  G.  Whittier 
celebrated  Fremont’s  achievements  in  his  poem  “The 
Pass  of  the  Sierras,”  recalling  the  day  when  the  ex¬ 
plorer  bade  his  men  press  on  “and  look  from  Winter’s 
frozen  throne  on  Summer’s  flowers  and  grass!”  and 
urging  him  now  to  lead  the  nation  into  the  promised 
land;  while  such  minor  poets  as  T.  B.  Read  and  the 
Cary  sisters  published  verse  by  the  ream.  Above  all, 
the  fact  should  be  emphasized  that  the  women  of  the 
North  enlisted  under  Fremont’s  banner  as  they  had 
never  before  enlisted  in  politics,  while  most  of  the 
Protestant  clergy  of  the  section  boldly  used  the  pulpit 
to  urge  his  election. 

The  Democrats  were  shrewd  enough  to  take  the 
offensive,  and  their  tactics  embraced  two  main  sets  of 
operations.  Although  the  Republicans  conducted  an 
almost  irreproachable  canvass,  making  no  attack  upon 
the  private  character  of  Buchanan  except  to  insinuate 
that  a  bachelor  ought  not  to  be  President,  the  Demo¬ 
crats  leveled  the  most  scurrilous  charges  against  Fre¬ 
mont.  Their  main  accusation,  made  with  ceaseless  itera¬ 
tion  for  its  effect  upon  the  Know-Nothing  vote,  was  that 
Fremont  was  secretly  a  Catholic.  As  “proofs,”  they 
declared  that  in  his  first  Western  expedition  he  had 
carved  a  cross  upon  Rock  Independence;  that  he  and 
Jessie  Benton  had  been  married  by  a  Catholic  priest; 
that  he  had  sent  a  ward  and  relative,  his  niece  Nina,  to 
a  Catholic  school;  and  that  his  father  was  a  French 
Catholic.  The  New  York  Express  fortified  these  alle- 
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gations  by  a  half-dozen  absurd  stories.1  It  said  that 
Fremont  had  been  seen  crossing  himself  in  the  Catholic 
cathedral  in  Washington,  that  he  had  once  told  a  West 
Point  professor  that  he  was  a  Catholic,  and  that  over 
a  hotel  table  he  had  avowed  the  doctrine  of  transub- 
stantiation.  John  Bigelow  and  others  had  no  difficulty 
in  proving  that  Fremont  was  a  good  Episcopalian.  A 
committee  of  Protestant  clergymen  of  New  York,  in¬ 
cluding  several  professors  at  the  Union  Theological 
Seminary,  called  upon  Fremont  and  received  ample 
assurances  of  his  Protestantism.2 

Nevertheless,  these  charges  did  Fremont  substantial 
harm.  Schuyler  Colfax  wrote  Bigelow  at  the  end  of 
August  that  of  hundreds  of  letters  from  the  Northwest, 
“scarcely  any  omits  a  reference  to  the  fact  that  the 
Catholic  story  injures  us  materially,  both  in  keeping 
men  in  the  Fillmore  ranks  who  ought  to  be  with  us,  and 
in  cooling  many  of  our  friends  who  fear  from  Colonel 
Fremont’s  silence  and  the  cloud  of  rumors  on  the  sub¬ 
ject  that  there  may  be  some  truth  in  it.”  3  He  added 
that  unfortunately  they  made  nothing  on  the  other  side, 
the  Catholics  being  solidly  against  the  Republicans.  So 
they  were,  chiefly  because  they  believed  the  Know  N oth- 
ings  to  be  behind  Fremont;  of  nearly  forty  Catholic 
journals,  not  one  in  July  was  found  on  the  Republican 
side.4 

1  N.  Y.  Express  files,  July,  1856. 

2  Bigelow  MSS.;  see  also  the  pamphlet.  Col.  Fremont’s  Religion. 

3  Bigelow  MSS.,  Aug.  29,  1856. 

4  N.  Y.  Tribune,  July  21,  1856, 
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At  the  height  of  the  campaign,  some  forty  Republi¬ 
can  leaders,  meeting  in  a  conference  at  the  Astor  House, 
discussed  the  charge  with  Fremont,  and  Thurlow  Weed 
declared  that  he  ought  to  make  a  public  disavowal.  This 
the  candidate  declined  to  do.  He  took  the  position  that 
the  main  issue  of  the  campaign  was  freedom,  intellectual 
as  well  as  physical,  that  under  the  Constitution  no  re¬ 
ligious  belief  disqualified  a  man  for  office,  and  that  he 
would  not  ask  for  a  single  vote  if  in  so  doing  he  had  to 
appeal  to  the  religious  fanaticism  which  had  long  cursed 
certain  nations  of  Europe.  After  the  conference,  he 
decided  to  consult  James  Gordon  Bennett.  “What  are 
your  convictions?”  asked  the  editor,  and  Fremont  told 
him.  “Follow  those  convictions,  Colonel,  and  I  will 
sustain  you,”  was  the  reply. 

A  multitude  of  other  charges,  many  of  them  silly, 
were  brought  against  the  explorer.  He  was  the  most 
abstemious  of  men,  yet  he  was  accused  of  being  a  hard 
drinker.  It  was  said  that  he  had  owned  seventy-five 
slaves,  whom  he  had  hired  out  to  Colonel  Brant  of  St. 
Louis.  The  fact  was,  of  course,  that  both  Fremont  and 
Jessie  had  again  and  again  declined  to  accept  a  single 
slave  from  their  southern  relatives,  though  often  pressed 
to  do  so  during  their  privations  on  the  frontier;  for 
both  had  an  unconquerable  aversion  to  slavery.  The 
Democratic  press  made  much  of  Fremont’s  financial 
perplexities.  He  had  signed  a  note  for  $1,891,  it  said, 
due  in  a  year,  and  when  the  brokers  refused  to  discount 
it,  had  offered  it  to  Horace  Greeley  at  2  per  cent  a 
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month.  Greeley  angrily  rejoined  that  in  the  first  place 
he  was  not  a  note-shaver,  and  in  the  second  everybody 
knew  he  did  not  have  $1,891 11  Stories  were  printed 
that  Fremont  was  ineligible  to  the  presidency,  having 
been  born  abroad,  and  a  man  came  forward  who  recalled 
the  very  house  in  Montreal  in  which  he  had  first  seen 
the  light!  Naturally,  and  most  painfully  of  all  to  Fre¬ 
mont’s  friends,  the  Democrats  seized  eagerly  upon  the 
circumstances  of  his  parentage,  upon  the  whole  dark 
story  of  his  mother  and  her  Anna  Karenina-love  for  a 
man  of  her  own  age,  and  magnified  its  unpleasant 
aspect. 

Much  more  effective  were  the  attacks  directed  against 
Fremont’s  military  and  financial  transactions  in  Cali¬ 
fornia.  During  the  previous  session  of  Congress,  a 
foundation  for  these  assaults  had  been  laid  by  Senator 
Thompson  of  New  Jersey  and  Senator  Bigler  of  Penn¬ 
sylvania,  who  in  bitterly  partisan  speeches  raked  over 
all  Fremont’s  campaigns  and  California  contracts.  At 
the  same  time,  the  Los  Angeles  Star  charged  the  ex¬ 
plorer  with  great  cruelty  and  rapacity  in  his  treatment 
of  the  native  Californians  during  and  after  the  Bear 
Flag  War.  So  far  as  his  share  in  the  American  acquisi¬ 
tion  of  the  Coast  went,  the  Republicans  had  a  sweep- 
ingly  effective  answer  ready.  They  simply  quoted  the 
testimony  of  Buchanan  himself,  in  the  British  judicial 
inquiry  into  the  suits  against  Fremont  in  1852,  that  “his 
services  were  very  valuable ;  he  bore  a  conspicuous  part 


1  Cf.  N.  Y.  Evening  Post,  Oct.  13,  1856. 
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in  the  conquest  of  California,  and  in  my  opinion  is  better 
entitled  to  be  called  the  conqueror  of  California  than 
any  other  man.”  The  answer  to  the  charges  of  cruelty 
was  equally  decisive.  At  Los  Angeles  and  San  Jose, 
large  numbers  of  native  Californians,  led  by  Don  Pio 
Pico,  signed  statements  denying  them  completely  and 
appealing  for  the  election  of  Fremont.1 

Nevertheless,  in  California  especially,  the  history  of 
Fremont’s  share  in  the  Indian  beef  contract  and  his 
connection  with  “the  political  swindling  house  of  Pal¬ 
mer,  Cook  and  Company,”  was  so  retold  as  to  cost  the 
explorer  heavily.  Actually,  he  had  performed  a  public 
service  in  forestalling  a  threatened  Indian  war.  But 
his  handling  of  the  contract,  his  protracted  siege  of 
Congress  to  obtain  payment,  and  his  negotiations  with 
his  creditors,  were  all  interpreted  in  hostile  manner. 
The  San  Francisco  Globe,  in  a  long  and  venomous  arti¬ 
cle,  reviewed  these  business  affairs  and  also  accused 
Fremont  of  complicity  with  Palmer,  Cook  and  Com¬ 
pany  in  trying  to  swindle  the  public  in  exploiting  the 
Mariposa  mines.2  This  article  was  an  adroit  tissue  of 
lies.  Fremont  and  his  friends  did  everything  in  their 
power  to  dissociate  his  name  from  that  of  the  discred¬ 
ited  banking  firm,  making  it  clear  that  he  had  never  been 
a  partner  or  associate.  But  many  Republicans  on  the 
Pacific  Coast  feared  that  there  was  some  basis  of  truth 
for  the  reports. 


1  N.  Y.  Evening  Post,  Oct.  29,  1856. 

2  Morning  Globe,  Aug.  19,  1856. 
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Dozens  of  “Bear  Clubs”  and  similar  organizations 
were  founded  in  California  to  support  Fremont — six¬ 
teen  in  San  Francisco  alone;  six  or  seven  newspapers 
vigorously  defended  him.  Nevertheless,  a  good  deal  of 
the  mud  stuck.  The  San  Francisco  Bulletin ,  edited  by 
Thomas  S.  King,  was  friendly  toward  the  Republican 
nominee.  But  it  declared  its  firm  conviction  that  “this 
disreputable  firm  has  lost  thousands  of  votes  for  Fre¬ 
mont  in  this  State,”  and  that  it  had  injured  him  more 
than  any  other  factor.1 

The  second  main  element  in  the  Democratic  strategy 
lay  in  a  systematic  use  of  the  threat  of  secession  as  a 
consequence  of  Fremont’s  election.  The  Black  Repub¬ 
licans,  said  the  Buchanan  men,  the  party  of  “free 
soilers,  Fremonters,  free  niggers,  and  freebooters,”  were 
the  first  sectional  party  in  our  history.  Buchanan,  him¬ 
self,  in  his  letter  of  acceptance,  recalled  the  warning  of 
Washington  against  the  formation  of  political  organi¬ 
zations  upon  geographical  lines.2  The  Democratic  plat¬ 
form  repudiated  “all  sectional  parties  and  platforms 
concerning  domestic  slavery,”  saying  that  they  must 
eventuate  in  civil  war  and  disunion.  A  multitude  of 
shrewd  and  patriotic  men  who  disliked  slavery  as  much 
as  Fremont  himself  instantly  took  this  same  point  of 
view.  One  was  Thomas  Hart  Benton,  who  with  his 
usual  high  devotion  to  his  principles  uncompromisingly 
opposed  his  son-in-law,  and  published  an  open  letter 


1  Bulletin,  Nov.  5,  Dec.  2,  1856. 
1  Horton,  Buchanan,  414. 
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attacking  the  proposal  of  a  Fremont  ticket  in  Missouri ; 
the  whole  Republican  movement,  he  said,  was  accentuat¬ 
ing  the  hostility  between  the  two  sections.1  Denouncing 
any  political  party  which  tried  to  elect  candidates  from 
one  part  of  the  Union  to  rule  over  the  whole  of  it,  he 
asked  if  the  people  believed  that  the  South  would  sub¬ 
mit  to  such  a  President  as  Fremont?  “We  are  tread¬ 
ing,”  he  said,  “upon  a  volcano  that  is  liable  at  any  mo¬ 
ment  to  burst  forth  and  overwhelm  the  nation.”  2 

To  these  same  apprehensions,  the  Washington  Union , 
the  Richmond  Enquirer ,  and  the  Charleston  Mercury 
appealed  by  predicting  disunion,  if  Fremont  were 
elected,  in  the  most  emphatic  terms.  John  Forsyth  of 
Alabama,  the  new  minister  to  Mexico,  wrote  that  “the 
South  ought  not  submit  to  it,  and  will  not  submit.  The 
government  of  the  United  States  will  be  at  an  end.” 
Preston  Brooks,  the  assailant  of  Sumner,  fierily  ad¬ 
dressed  a  great  mass  meeting  at  Ninety-Six,  South 
Carolina.  “I  believe  the  only  hope  of  the  South,”  he 
said,  “is  in  dissolving  the  bonds  which  connect  us  with 
the  government — in  separating  the  living  body  from  the 
dead  carcass.”  If  Fremont  were  actually  chosen,  he 
added,  the  news  should  be  the  signal  for  an  instant 
Southern  march  upon  Washington,  for  it  would  be  a 
patriotic  duty  to  “lay  the  strong  arm  of  Southern  free¬ 
men  upon  the  treasury  and  archives  of  the  govern¬ 
ment.”  3  Senator  Slidell  asserted  that  if  the  Republi- 

1 N.  Y.  Tribune,  Aug.  18,  1856. 

1  N.  Y.  Tribune,  July  2,  1856. 

3  N.  Y.  Evening  Post,  Oct.  9,  1856. 
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cans  triumphed,  “the  Union  cannot  and  ought  not  to 
be  preserved.”  Senator  Mason  declared  that  only  one 
course  would  be  open — “immediate,  absolute,  eternal 
separation.”  The  editor  of  the  Charleston  Mercury  be¬ 
lieved  that  such  an  event  “will  he  and  ought  to  be  the 
knell  of  the  Union.”  When  John  Minor  Botts  de¬ 
fended  the  idea  of  an  indissoluble  Union,  the  Richmond 
Enquirer  called  him  a  traitor  and  threatened  him  with 
lynching. 

While  many  Republican  newspapers  and  speakers 
affected  to  scoff  at  these  secessionist  utterances,  they 
awakened  a  profound  dread  among  the  more  conserva¬ 
tive  Northerners.  Bryant’s  Evening  Post  felt  it  neces¬ 
sary  to  publish  long  editorials  assuring  the  nation  that 
Fremont  was  not  a  radical,  and  that  he  would  not  coun¬ 
tenance  Sumner  in  his  denunciation  of  the  South,  nor 
Seward  in  his  insistence  upon  a  repeal  of  the  Fugitive 
Slave  Act.  An  impressive  list  of  public  figures  among 
the  Northern  Whigs  were  so  affected  by  the  Southern 
threats  that  they  aligned  themselves  with  Buchanan, 
and  appealed  to  the  voters  to  take  the  same  position. 
Thus  Rufus  Choate,  in  a  long  public  letter,  well  rea¬ 
soned  and  well  written,  declared  that  it  was  the  first 
duty  of  the  Whigs  “to  defeat  and  dissolve  the  new 
geographical  party,”  and  said  that  in  these  circum¬ 
stances  he  would  vote  for  Buchanan.1  Webster’s  son, 
Fletcher  Webster,  violently  assailed  the  new  party,  and 
so  did  James  B.  Clay,  the  son  of  Henry  Clay.  Such 

1  Samuel  Gilman  Brown,  Life  of  Rvfus  Choate,  321;  N.  Y.  Times,  Aug.  15,  1856. 


Two  Political  Cartoons  of  1856 

(The  top  cartoon  shows  Fremont  stumbling  over  the  Rock  of  Disunion,  with  Fillmore  in  the 
background,  while  Buchanan  exclaims:  “I  have  fairly  beaten  them  at  their  own  game; 
and  now  that  I  have  become  possessed  of  this  great  Reservoir,  I  will  see  that  each  and 
every  State  of  the  glorious  Union  receives  a  proper  share  of  this  sacred  food.”  The 
second  shows  Fremont’s  “Sectional  gun”  exploding,  Beecher  and  Greeley  aghast,  and 
Fillmore  rejoicing  that  “my  American  rifle  will  bring  down  that  old  Buck"  [Buchanan].) 
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other  old-line  Whigs  as  Caleb  Cushing,  Robert  Win- 
throp,  and  Amos  A.  Lawrence,  all  of  Massachusetts  and 
all  influential,  took  their  stand  by  Choate  to  “prevent 
the  madness  of  the  times  from  working  its  maddest  act.” 
On  the  other  hand,  Wendell  Phillips  boldly  gloried  in 
the  sectional  nature  of  the  new  party,  and  asked  why 
the  North  had  never  before  dared  to  assert  its  sectional 
convictions. 

It  was  one  of  the  paradoxes  of  the  campaign  that 
while  the  South  was  thus  fulminating  against  the  “Black 
Republicans”  for  their  hostility  to  slavery,  the  Aboli¬ 
tionists  were  assailing  them  for  their  tolerance  of  the 
institution.  William  Lloyd  Garrison  abused  the  Re¬ 
publican  organization  as  feeble  and  indefinite,  and 
sneered  at  the  leaders  for  reassuring  men  of  moderate 
views  in  order  to  poll  a  large  vote  at  the  election.1  An 
abolitionist  ticket  was  placed  in  the  field,  with  Gerrit 
Smith  as  its  candidate,  and  its  special  mouthpiece,  the 
Radical  Abolitionist ,  attacked  Fremont  in  every  issue 
as  a  leader  who  would  compromise  with  a  great  evil. 

As  the  campaign  drew  toward  its  close,  Fremont 
continued  to  play,  as  was  then  expected  of  Presidential 
candidates,  a  role  of  dignified  aloofness.  He  greeted  the 
curious  and  for  the  most  part  friendly  crowds  of  people 
who  came  to  his  Ninth  Street  home;  he  made  brief  and 
perfunctory  speeches  to  various  delegations;  and  he 
carried  on  a  wide  correspondence.  He  maintained  his 
health  by  fencing  every  morning,  and  taking  long  walks 

1  W.  P.  and  F.  J.  Garrison,  WiUiam.  Lloyd  Garrison,  IV,  442,  443. 
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after  dark,  while  in  the  middle  of  October  he  took  a 
brief  run  into  Vermont.1  The  actual  management  of 
the  campaign  was  in  the  hands  of  Francis  P.  Blair,  John 
Bigelow,  Isaac  Sherman  (who  took  New  York  for  his 
special  province) ,  a  Colonel  James,  and  Thurlow  Weed, 
men  in  whom  both  Fremont  and  Jessie  had  full  confi¬ 
dence.  Bigelow,  James,  and  Sherman  made  up  the 
private  committee  which,  together  with  Mrs.  Fremont, 
handled  the  mail. 

The  most  painful  aspect  of  the  campaign  was  the 
growing  intensity  of  the  personal  and  sectional  ani¬ 
mosity  which  accompanied  it.  A  typical  illustration  of 
the  vituperation  which  southern  speakers  of  the  Rhett 
and  Brooks  type  poured  forth  is  furnished  by  a  speech 
of  Henry  A.  Wise  in  Richmond,  a  speech  which  repre¬ 
sents  scores  of  others: 

Fremont  is  nothing.  (Cheers).  He  is  less  than 
nothing  in  my  estimation.  (Enthusiastic  cheer¬ 
ing).  He  is  but  a  mere  personification  of  Black 
Republicanism,  the  bearer  of  the  black  flag. 
(Cheers).  The  question  will  not  be,  shall  Fre¬ 
mont  reign  over  you  and  me?  but  it  will  be,  shall 
the  black  flag  be  erected,  shall  the  higher  law  be 
executed  by  the  President  of  the  United  States 
over  the  reign  of  the  Constitution  and  the  laws? 
Shall  property  be  invaded  with  impunity?  Yes, 
you  will  find  hundreds  that  will  say — they  begin  al- 

1  MS.  Memoirs. 
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ready  to  say — “O,  wait,  wait  for  some  overt  act! — 
wait  for  him  to  do  some  wrong!”  Tell  me,  will  any 
person  entertaining  feelings  of  self-respect,  having 
the  spirit  and  courage  of  a  man,  wait  to  prepare 
for  war  while  its  cloud  is  on  the  horizon  until  after 
the  declaration  of  war  is  made  ? 

Tell  me,  if  the  hoisting  of  the  Black  Republican 
flag  in  the  hands  of  an  adventurer,  born  illegiti¬ 
mately  in  a  neighboring  State,  if  not  ill-begotten  in 
this  very  city — tell  me,  if  the  hoisting  of  the  black 
flag  over  you  by  a  Frenchman’s  bastard,  while  the 
arms  of  civil  war  are  already  clashing,  is  not  to  be 
deemed  an  overt  act  and  declaration  of  war  ? 

Friend  after  friend,  relative  after  relative,  of  Fre¬ 
mont’s  and  of  Mrs.  Fremont’s  in  the  South  now  re¬ 
nounced  them  forever.  From  a  one-time  comrade,  later 
a  distinguished  historian  and  soldier,  with  whom  Fre¬ 
mont  had  grown  up  in  Charleston,  and  for  whom  he  had 
named  a  stream  in  the  Far  West,  he  received  a  note  in 
explanation  of  the  unauthorized  publication  of  a  private 
letter — a  note  which  ended  thus : 1 

Mrs.  Johnson  and  myself  keenly  feel  the  gross 
outrage  committed  upon  us,  by  this  most  unwar¬ 
ranted  reference  to  our  private  correspondence. 
After  your  course  in  reference  to  the  Presidential 
election,  any  correspondence  with  you  is  painful 
to  me,  and  nothing  but  the  necessity  of  vindicating 
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myself  and  family  from  a  suspicion  of  such  gross 
indelicacy  as  is  implied  in  that  reference,  could  have 
induced  me  again  to  address  you. 

Your  obedient  servant, 

Edward  McCrady. 

But  the  chief  compensating  feature  of  the  campaign 
was  the  enthusiasm  with  which  the  youth,  the  woman¬ 
hood,  the  clergy,  the  cultural  and  intellectual  leaders  of 
the  North,  united  in  what  seemed  to  them  a  great  moral 
crusade.  The  universities,  with  such  spokesmen  as 
Felton  of  Harvard  and  Silliman  of  Yale,  were  almost 
unanimously  for  Fremont.  The  literary  leaders  of  New 
England  and  New  York  had  actively  espoused  his  can¬ 
didacy — Emerson,  Longfellow,  Bryant,  Whittier,  Bay¬ 
ard  Taylor,  and  even  the  venerable  Washington  Irving. 
One  of  George  W.  Curtis’s  campaign  utterances,  a 
felicitous  address  delivered  to  the  students  of  Wesleyan 
University  in  Connecticut,  at  once  became  a  classic  of 
American  politics — “The  Duty  of  the  American 
Scholar.”  The  religious  press  was  rallying  and  led  by 
Henry  Ward  Beecher,  whose  pen  in  the  pages  of  the 
Independent  was  only  less  effective  than  Greeley’s  in 
the  Tribune.  On  the  Sunday  preceding  the  election, 
most  of  the  New  England  ministers  preached  and 
prayed  for  the  defeat  of  Buchanan,  and  from  the  pulpits 
of  the  Middle  West  were  poured  forth  a  thousand  pleas 
for  the  Republican  cause. 

The  crucial  event  preliminary  to  the  presidential  elec- 
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From  a  contemporary  Democratic  cartoon  published  by  Currier  &  Ives.  New  York,  In  the  New  York  Historical  Society 

Two  Cartoons  of  1856 

(The  upper  cartoon  shows  Fillmore  distancing  Buchanan,  who  rides  on  Franklin  K.  Pierce’s 
shoulders,  while  Fremont,  escorted  by  Greeley  and  Beecher,  is  stuck  in  the  mud.  The  lower 
cartoon  shows  Greeley,  James  Gordon  Bennett,  and  Henry  J.  Raymond  on  Fremont’s 
“Woolly  Horse,”  with  J.  Watson  Webb  of  the  Courier  and  Enquirer  clinging  behind.) 
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tion  itself  was  the  state  election  of  October  14  in  Penn¬ 
sylvania,  which  was  universally  expected  to  show  how 
the  twenty-seven  electoral  votes  of  the  Keystone  State 
would  be  cast.  Both  sides  girded  up  their  loins.  There 
^  were  only  two  state  parties,  one  of  the  Democratic;  and 
the  other  the  Union,  which  supposedly  comprised  the 
Republicans,  Whigs,  and  Native  Americans.  At  the 
beginning  of  the  battle,  all  the  strategists  had  pointed 
to  Pennsylvania  as  the  crucial  ground,  and  had  urged 
that  money  be  poured  into  it.  Unfortunately,  the  Re¬ 
publicans  were  straitened  for  funds,  while  their  state 
organization  was  weak  and  defective.  It  was  said  later 
that  the  Democrats  had  spent  nearly  a  half  million  dol¬ 
lars  in  Pennsylvania,  and  it  is  certain  that  John  W. 
Forney  and  his  assistants  came  to  New  York,  demanded 
large  sums  from  merchants  interested  in  the  southern 
trade,  and  took  the  funds  back  to  subsidize,  not  merely 
the  Democratic,  but  also  the  Native  American,  party.1 
August  Belmont  was  reported  to  have  given  $50,000, 
and  other  Wall  Street  bankers  and  brokers  $100,000 
more.  The  Republicans  loudly  lamented  their  poverty. 
“WTien  Fremont  was  nominated,”  Russell  Erret  wrote 
reproachfully  from  Pittsburgh  to  Salmon  P.  Chase, 
“our  friends  in  New  York,  and  Ohio,  and  everywhere, 
assured  us  that  we  could  and  should  have  whatever  aid 
we  needed,  both  in  money  and  speakers,  to  carry  the 
State;  yet,  so  far  ...  we  have  failed  to  get  either.”  2 
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“We  Fremonters  of  this  town,”  Greeley  wrote  from 
New  York,  “have  not  one  dollar  where  the  Fillmoreans 
and  Buchaneers  have  ten  each,  and  we  have  Pennsyl¬ 
vania  and  New  Jersey  both  on  our  shoulders.  Each 
State  is  utterly  miserable,  so  far  as  money  is  con¬ 
cerned.”  1 

The  Republicans  placed  a  small  brigade  of  speakers 
in  the  field  in  the  closing  days  of  the  fight,  Charles  A. 
Dana  writing  jubilantly,  “I  suppose  there  are  about 
two  hundred  orators,  great  and  small,  now  stumping 
Pennsylvania  for  Fremont” ;  but  they  included  few  men 
of  national  renown.  The  ablest  campaigners  were  Rob¬ 
ert  Collyer,  the  great-hearted  Yorkshire  workingman 
and  minister,  whose  rugged,  simple  eloquence  went 
straight  to  the  hearts  of  the  laborers,2  David  Wilmot, 
and  Hannibal  Hamlin.  State  affection  for  Buchanan, 
as  a  favorite  son,  counted  for  a  great  deal;  the  Repub¬ 
lican  press,  outside  of  Philadelphia,  counted  for  little. 
Perhaps  the  decisive  factor  was  the  fear  of  the  con¬ 
servative,  slow-minded,  peace-loving  “Pennsylvania 
Dutch”  that  Fremont’s  election  would  produce  a  costly 
upheaval,  and  their  consequent  decision  to  cling  to  the 
older  parties. 

Election  day  in  Pennsylvania  dawned  with  party 
feeling  so  intense  that  sober  men  were  glad  to  find 
the  weather  raw  and  drizzling,  for  they  had  feared  a 
clash  of  turbulent  crowds.  The  streets  of  Philadelphia 

1 J.  S.  Pike,  First  Blows  of  the  Civil  War,  346. 

*  Cf.  Moncure  D.  Conway,  Autobiography,  I,  238. 
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that  night  were  jammed  with  people  eager  to  hear  the 
news.  Two  days  elapsed  before  it  was  certain  that 
the  Buchanan  state  ticket  was  elected,  and  a  still  longer 
period  before  it  was  known  that  its  majority  fell  short 
of  3,000.  A  change  of  1,500  votes  would  have  given 
Fremont’s  Union  party  the  victory.  Yet  this  close  re¬ 
sult  was  decisive;  it  was  at  once  seen  that  if  the  free- 
soil  forces,  uniting  the  Whigs,  Know-Nothings,  and 
Republicans  under  one  banner,  could  not  carry  Penn¬ 
sylvania,  the  Republicans  single-handed  could  not  do 
so.  On  the  same  day,  state  elections  were  also  held  in 
Ohio  and  Indiana,  and  although  Ohio  went  Republican, 
Indiana  proved  safely  Democratic.  Buchanan’s  election 
thus  seemed  doubly  sure.  Young  Rutherford  B.  Hayes 
expressed  the  opinion  of  a  host  of  Republicans.  “Be¬ 
fore  the  October  elections  in  Pennsylvania  and  Indi¬ 
ana,”  he  wrote,  “I  was  confident  Colonel  Fremont  would 
be  elected.  But  the  disastrous  results  in  those  states 
indicate  and  will  probably  do  much  to  produce  his  de¬ 
feat.  The  majorities  are  small — very  small — but  they 
discourage  our  side.”  1 

More  than  a  fortnight  before  the  final  election  day, 
therefore,  Fremont  knew  that  he  was  virtually  beaten. 
The  Republican  leaders  affected  to  look  forward  con¬ 
fidently  to  the  result,  but  their  hopes  were  gone.  To 
the  end  of  his  life,  Fremont  believed  that  if  his  wishes 
had  been  followed  in  the  selection  of  Simon  Cameron 
as  running  mate,  and  an  organization  developed  in 

1  C.  R.  Williams,  Life  of  Rutherford  B.  Hayes,  I,  106,  107. 
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Pennsylvania  sufficient  to  prevent  Democratic  corrup¬ 
tion  of  the  voters,  he  would  have  carried  the  state  in 
both  October  and  November,  and  the  resulting  pres¬ 
tige  of  the  Republicans  would  have  swept  Indiana  or 
Illinois  into  line.1  This  is  doubtful,  for  even  had  Fre¬ 
mont  won  the  state  election,  Buchanan’s  chances  for 
carrying  Pennsylvania  in  the  national  election  would 
have  remained  good ;  the  Whig  supporters  of  Fillmore, 
who  in  Philadelphia  outnumbered  the  Republicans  three 
to  one,  would  have  still  voted  en  masse  against  Fremont. 
But  it  is  nevertheless  a  possibility — one  of  the  great 
might-have-beens  of  American  history. 

The  complete  returns  were  just  what  the  shrewder 
politicians  expected.  Of  the  thirty-one  states,  Buchanan 
carried  nineteen,  Fremont  eleven,  and  Fillmore  one; 
Buchanan  had  174  electoral  votes,  Fremont  114,  and 
Fillmore  8.  No  fewer  than  1,341,264  votes  were  polled 
by  Fremont,  about  a  half  million  fewer  than  those  re¬ 
ceived  by  Buchanan,  and  a  half  million  more  than  those 
cast  for  Fillmore.  New  York  was  safely  in  the  Fre¬ 
mont  column,  for  his  vote  outside  of  the  Democratic 
metropolis  was  prodigious ;  so  was  Ohio ;  so  were  Michi¬ 
gan,  Wisconsin,  and  Iowa.  The  two  principal  disap¬ 
pointments,  aside  from  Pennsylvania,  were  Illinois 
and  Indiana.  Taking  a  broad  view  of  the  election,  it 
was  evident  that  the  Republicans  had  been  beaten  by 
the  Whig  votes  cast  for  Buchanan  and  Fillmore.  Fill¬ 
more  alone  received  the  support  of  almost  900,000 
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Whigs  and  Native  Americans,  a  third  of  them  in  the 
northern  states.  They  were  cast  against  a  sectional 
party  and  to  avert  the  threat  of  civil  war,  and  not  against 
Fremont. 

Fremont  took  his  defeat,  for  which  he  was  prepared, 
philosophically,  and  Mrs.  Fremont  accepted  it  with  a 
surprising  restraint  of  emotion.  Lilly,  a  girl  of  four¬ 
teen  whose  heart  was  set  on  the  White  House  as  a  de¬ 
lightful  place  of  residence,  wept  for  hours,  and  was 
sternly  sent  out  the  next  morning  by  Mrs.  Fremont  to 
walk  up  and  down  Washington  Square  until  she  re¬ 
gained  control  of  herself.  It  was  old  Francis  P.  Blair, 
however,  who  took  the  reverse  hardest.  At  the  break¬ 
fast  table  in  Ninth  Street  after  the  night  of  election  re¬ 
turns  his  voice  suddenly  broke,  and  tears  rolled  down 
his  cheeks.1 

As  they  looked  about  after  election  day,  the  Repub¬ 
licans  had  much  with  which  to  console  themselves.  The 
Whig  party  was  dead ;  it  was  now  evident  that  Millard 
Fillmore’s  campaign  represented  its  expiring  throes, 
and  that  it  would  never  again  figure  in  a  presidential 
campaign.  Such  northern  Democrats  as  President 
Pierce,  Lewis  Cass,  and  John  A.  Dix,  detested  by  many 
free-soilers  because  of  their  complaisance  toward  slav¬ 
ery,  had  been  stingingly  rebuked  by  their  states;  so 
had  such  New  England  Whigs  as  Choate  and  Caleb 
Cushing.  In  the  brief  space  of  six  months  the  Republi¬ 
can  party  had  succeeded  in  crystallizing  public  senti- 

1 1.  T.  Martin,  Recollections  of  Elizabeth  Benton  Frimont,  79,  80. 
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ment  throughout  the  North  and  establishing  itself  in 
that  section  as  the  dominant  party.  The  Tribune  re¬ 
joiced  that  the  future  success  of  the  Republicans  seemed 
certain,  the  Herald  proposed  that  Fremont  should  be 
at  once  renominated  for  the  campaign  of  1860,  and,  in 
the  Evening  Post ,  Bryant  proclaimed  that  the  tide  was 
becoming  irresistible 

In  those  States  of  the  Union  which  have  now 
given  such  large  majorities  for  Fremont,  public 
opinion,  which  till  lately  has  been  shuffling  and 
undecided  in  regard  to  the  slavery  question,  is 
now  clear,  fixed,  and  resolute.  If  we  look  back  to 
1848,  when  we  conducted  a  Presidential  election  on 
this  very  ground  of  opposition  to  the  spread  of 
slavery,  we  shall  see  that  we  have  made  immense 
strides  towards  the  ascendency  which,  if  there  be 
any  grounds  to  hope  for  the  perpetuity  of  free 
institutions,  is  yet  to  be  ours.  We  were  then  com¬ 
paratively  weak,  we  are  now  strong;  we  then 
counted  our  thousands,  we  now  count  our  millions ; 
we  could  then  point  to  our  respectable  minorities 
in  a  few  States,  we  now  point  to  State  after  State. 
.  .  .  The  cause  is  not  going  back — it  is  going  rap¬ 
idly  forward;  the  Free  Soil  party  of  1848  is  the 
nucleus  of  the  Republican  party  of  1856;  but  with 
what  accessions  of  numbers,  of  moral  power,  of  in¬ 
fluence,  not  merely  in  public  assemblies,  but  at  the 
domestic  fireside! 

1 N.  Y.  Evening  Post,  Nov.  8,  1856. 
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At  the  Hut,  corner  of  Aayluot  »n<i  High  Street*,  waGI  ,Vov, 
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He  U  a  ciuyoK-v.  mnrlr  uo  of  the  KUphuot,  Deer,  Hur*e, 
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that  hi-  antecedent*  are  but  nmt  *s<ms  in  Natuml  lila- 
torj.  Philosophers  Free  Lore  <«r.  «dv.  (ItnuitU,  and  othi-r* 
husc  labored  hard  te  give  some  scientific  diagnosis  id  thi* 
truly 

WONDERFUL  ANIMAL, 

Rut  bo  tseo  of  tom  agree  a*  to  hi*  origin,  religion,  char¬ 
acter  and  habit*  He  L«  in4i*|*«it*bly .  and  undoubtedly, 

Xtifur>\*  First  and  of  hi/*  Sifter**#, 


He  will  be  exhibited  only  in  On  evening,  as  that  i*  the 
ooh  tune  nhea  },«  exhibit •  h»*  wonderful  strength  of  Inapt 
•  awl  liiuha.  He  av*au><?“  during  the  day  u  comatose  and 
sleepy  state,  apparently  recn>itiuf£  hi*  energies  for  his  extra- 
ordinary  rail  (hi:*  .loritig  the  night. 


A  fall  and  accurate*  de»crij.<*oa  of  his  habits,  religion,  Ac 
v* ill  be  elaborately  given  by  Rev.  II.  W  VHi)  HKECllKR, 
Commander  of  thr  -JUnly  Hlltca,'*  who  wm  instrumental  , 
in  lit-  capture,  and  >-  won  traveling  throughout  to  ,\>w 
England  Niato,  evhdtitir.g  this  sv*»m* mn  linimal  in  all 
hi*  curious  lcufn  ot 
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FOR 

SALT  REVEE! 

DIRECT!! 

**— — a=3B"wi  i  itrrw.i— c.u  —  »  — t 

THE  FAST  SAILING  STEAMER 


BLACK  REPUBLICAN! 

Capt.  J.  O.  FREMONT,  “No.  1,” 

Has  her  Fieight  on  board,  and  will  have  quick  dispatch  on 

NOVEMBER,  4TIT,  1856. 

The  following  is  a  list  of  the  Officers  and  Crew  for  the  voyage: 
ENOINEBBS. 

•FREE  LOVE"  CREELY, 

•FOXY"  RAYMOND. 


FITLSAAEIT. 
••HOLY  RIFLE-  BEECHER, 
FRED  DOUGLASS. 


BTEWA^DS. 

-  SAUNF,Y- BENNETT. 

•LET  THE  UNION  SLIDE"  BANKS. 

CHAMBERMAID. 

MRS. “BLEEDING  KANSAS " 


A  £T*ai  number  of  "  Political  Parsons,”  who  have  Holm  dc  Livery  of  Htmtn 
t»  tervt  tie  Dic'd  in,  will  bo  on  board. 

A  paiooi  “  Caliope  "  it  engaged,  and  wiQ  give  several  “  Serith  for  Ktaua».m 


Tbe  *•  Shaking  Quakers  ”  from  Peoatyhama,  “who  did  not  vo(c"  on  cbe  Hib 
ioaL,  will  amuse  (be  Company  daring  the  trip. 

Tbit  Roat  is  of  light  draft,  and  will  reach  nearer  the  “  Head  Waters  of  SALT 
RIVER  "  than  any  other  craft 


NO  FI  GOERS  ALLOWED  OH  BOARD, 

For  Pa«-age  only,  apply  to  the  Praident  of  the  Fremont  Club,  at  the  “  HOT.” 

N.  B-—  r.v.«engen  are  to  be  on  boeiti  al  5  o’clock.  After  that  hoar  they  will  be 
beeeght  on  board  oo  Liltert,  Wheeibarro^t  caul  Coffins. 

P  8. — Ship  Stores  mutt  be  test  oo  board  as  early  a*  poarible,  for  a  4  yean  emit*. 


Two  Jeering  Campaign  Posters  of  1856 

(The  Republican  Party  under  Fremont  was  symbolized  by  a  Woolly  Horse  in  the 
campaign  literature  of  its  opponents.  The  unscrupulous  P.  1.  Barnum  had  in  1850 
exhibited  a  “Nondescript  or  Woolly  Horse”  in  New  York  as  a  theretofore  unknown 
animal  which  Fremont  had  sent  back  from  the  Gila  River.  The  imposture  was  de¬ 
nounced  by  Benton,  who  unsuccessfully  sued  Barnum’ s  agent  for  obtaining  a  quarter- 
dollar  from  him  under  false  pretenses.) 
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F or  Fremont  himself  the  outlook  was  of  a  less  roseate 
character.  He  had  borne  himself  through  a  heated  and 
abusive  campaign  with  notable  dignity  and  poise,  and 
he  had  emerged  from  it  in  higher  public  esteem  than 
ever.  The  Republican  party  owed  him  much,  for  his 
gallant  record  and  attractive  personality  had  been  just 
what  were  needed  in  the  first  national  candidate  of  the 
new  organization.  But  he  was  not  a  statesman  or  poli¬ 
tician,  and  his  role  on  the  political  stage  was  clearly 
ended.  He  had  now  concluded  three  great  chapters  of 
his  life,  as  explorer,  as  fighter  and  organizer  in  Cali¬ 
fornia,  and  as  the  romantic  hero  chosen  by  the  oppo¬ 
nents  of  slavery  to  storm  the  presidency.  Each  had 
brought  him  distinction,  and  yet  each  had  ended,  in  one 
sense,  in  defeat.  What  would  be  the  fourth  chapter? 
He  did  not  know,  and  for  the  present  he  could  merely 
turn  back  to  the  vexatious  business  affairs  which  he  had 
dropped  the  previous  autumn. 

Historians  of  the  period  have,  almost  without  excep¬ 
tion,  declared  it  fortunate  that  Fremont  was  not  elected 
and  that  the  United  States  did  not  have  to  face  the 
possible  ordeal  of  civil  war  under  a  head  so  inexperi¬ 
enced  in  affairs  of  state,  so  rash  and  impetuous,  so  bril¬ 
liantly  erratic.  Assuming  that  secession  would  have 
followed  a  Republican  victory,  they  are  unquestionably 
right.  At  no  stage  of  his  career  did  Fremont  exhibit  the 
qualities  indispensable  to  the  head  of  a  nation  racked  by 
civil  strife;  he  held  in  reserve  none  of  those  powers 
which  Lincoln,  coming  to  Washington  in  1861  and 
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seeming  to  many  easterners  totally  incapable  of  meet¬ 
ing  the  crisis,  possessed.  But  had  there  been  no  seces¬ 
sion,  Fremont  would  have  made  a  better  President  than 
Buchanan.  He  would  have  shown  none  of  the  feeble¬ 
ness  and  pliancy  of  that  Executive,  and  while  doing  his 
best  to  conciliate  the  South,  would  yet  have  capitulated 
to  it  in  no  essential  point.  Fremont  always  believed 
that,  had  he  been  elected,  the  influence  of  his  and  Mrs. 
Fremont’s  large  family  connections  throughout  the 
South,  and  of  Benton’s  name,  would  have  done  much 
to  prevent  for  all  time  a  resort  to  arms.1  During  the 
campaign,  he  had  given  earnest  attention  to  a  plan, 
one  which  later  commended  itself  to  Lincoln,  for  the 
gradual  abolition  of  slavery  with  compensation  by  the 
Federal  Government,  and  had  spent  much  time  with 
Judge  Jeremiah  S.  Black,  the  able  Pennsylvanian  who 
became  Attorney-General  and  Secretary  of  State  un¬ 
der  Buchanan,  in  discussing  its  details. 


1  MS.  Memoirs. 


CHAPTER  XXIX 


THE  MARIPOSA  WAR 


Fremont  went  to  California  soon  after  the  elec¬ 
tion  to  look  after  his  properties,  and  Jessie  in  the 
spring  of  1857  took  her  children,  two  of  whom  had  been 
seriously  ill,  to  Paris  for  change  and  rest.  They  estab¬ 
lished  themselves  at  St.  Germain-en-Laye,  and  were 
here  enjoying  the  forest,  the  donkey  rides,  and  the  coun¬ 
try  people  when  news  came  by  a  friend  that  Senator 
Benton  was  near  his  end.  He  had  written  Jessie  that 
he  was  troubled  only  by  a  slight  fistula,  when  actually 
he  was  painfully  dying  from  cancer.  She  at  once  caught 
a  steamer  home,  while  at  the  same  time  Fremont  re¬ 
turned  to  New  York  from  the  West,  and  during  the 
winter  they  were  both  with  the  venerable  Senator,  whom 
they  found  shockingly  thin  and  changed.  Unfortu¬ 
nately,  continued  difficulties  over  the  Mariposa  estate 
called  Fremont  back  to  the  Pacific,  and,  in  February, 
Jessie  left  with  him  on  the  Panama  route.  She  tells  us 
that  during  part  of  the  voyage  a  dull,  haunting  depres¬ 
sion  gripped  her,  and  that  early  in  April  she  broke  down 
completely,  unable  to  eat  or  sleep  and  submerged  in 
gloom.  The  attack  departed  as  quickly  as  it  had  come, 
and  at  the  Mariposas  she  wholly  recovered  her  spirits. 
One  day  Fremont’s  lawyer  and  his  wife  rode  out  to 
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the  ranch  house,  and  Jessie  relates  in  characteristic 
fashion  what  followed:1 

He  left  her  sitting  on  her  horse  outside  the  gate, 
and  I  went  to  her  to  say  some  polite  word.  She 
surprised  me  by  saying  that  she  was  glad  to  see 
me  in  colors,  and  cheerful  again. 

“Why  not?”  I  answered.  “I  am  very  well  now.” 

“O,  so  soon  after  your  father’s  death. ...”  Her 
husband  sprang  over  the  fence  and  seizing  her  bri¬ 
dle  tore  off  with  her  heedless  of  bushes  and  every 
obstacle. 

Mr.  Fremont  was  by  me  at  once.  “Is  my  father 
dead?”  I  asked.  For  answer  he  gathered  me  in  his 
arms  and  as  I  asked  when,  I  saw  his  tears .... 

April  the  tenth  the  soul  was  freed. 

The  Fremonts  had  settled,  for  what  was  to  prove 
an  exciting  summer  on  the  Mariposa  estate,  in  a  roomy 
two-story  cottage  in  a  pretty  mountain  meadow  three 
miles  from  the  quartz  mines,  and  half  a  mile  from  the 
hamlet  called  Bear  Valley.  It  had  been  occupied  by 
their  agent,  who  had  left  a  good  collection  of  Eng¬ 
lish  and  French  books  when  he  departed.  The  house¬ 
hold  numbered  seven,  for  in  addition  to  the  Fremonts, 
their  daughter  and  the  two  boys,  there  was  an  attractive 
English  lad  of  aristocratic  family,  Charles  Douglas 
Fox,  and  Colonel  Fremont’s  niece  Nina,  a  graceful, 
vivacious  girl  of  eighteen.  Fremont  had  also  brought 


1  Jessie  Benton  Fremont  MSS. 
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out  with  him  a  New  York  youth  of  twenty-one,  named 
John  R.  Howard,  whose  father  had  been  generously 
and  influentially  active  in  the  campaign  of  1856,  and 
who  wished  to  combine  sight-seeing  with  mining  expe¬ 
rience  on  the  Coast. 

Here  for  a  time  everything  seemed  serene  and  com¬ 
fortable.  Money  was  pouring  in,  for  the  ore  mills 
whose  rising  and  falling  stamps  filled  the  valley  with 
a  continuous  clamor  furnished  a  weekly  revenue  of 
$2,600  when  Jessie  first  arrived,  and  the  output  stead¬ 
ily  increased.  The  young  people  made  free  use  of 
the  stable,  including  the  Colonel’s  own  spirited  mount, 
the  sorrel.  During  the  day  the  family  read,  wrote,  and 
chatted  indoors ;  but  after  the  sun  sank  behind  the  west¬ 
ern  hills,  they  could  climb  the  slopes  or  gallop  down 
the  valleys.  For  the  hottest  weather,  a  camp  had  been 
established  atop  a  neighboring  mountain,  where  the 
high  air  was  always  crisp,  and  where  they  could  look 
northeast  over  the  wonderful  panorama  of  the  Yosem- 
ite  Valley,  the  far-off  silver  falls,  and  the  heights 
surrounding  them.  Sometimes  Fremont  was  at  the 
estate,  rising  and  riding  off  to  the  mines  almost  be¬ 
fore  dawn;  sometimes,  in  company  with  the  elder  How¬ 
ard  and  his  attorney,  he  was  in  San  Francisco  or 
Monterey  on  business.  Jessie  was  told  nothing  of  the 
excitement  and  danger  that  were  gathering  about  them ; 
as  a  result,  she  was  not  alarmed  when  one  morning  there 
came  a  knock  on  the  window  of  the  bedroom  used  by 
Fremont  and  herself,  and  a  voice  announced: 
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“Colonel,  the  Hornitas  League  has  jumped  the  Black 
Drift!” 

“What  does  that  mean?”  she  asked. 

“Only  mining  work,”  Fremont  answered.  “You  had 
best  go  to  sleep  again.” 

And  in  the  refreshing  coolness  of  the  dawn  she  did 
sink  back  to  sleep. 

The  Supreme  Court,  in  a  historic  opinion  written  by 
Chief  Justice  Taney,  and  of  great  importance  as  a 
precedent  on  Mexican  land  grants,  had  duly  con¬ 
firmed  Fremont’s  title  to  the  Mariposa  estates  dur¬ 
ing  1855.1  This  decision  followed  an  impressive  and 
brilliant  legal  duel  between  Attorney- General  Cushing 
and  John  J.  Crittenden.  Mr.  Crittenden,  we  are  told, 
“brought  into  the  argument  not  only  legal  acumen  and 
research,  but  all  the  impassioned  eloquence  that  has  dis¬ 
tinguished  his  most  powerful  efforts,  whether  in  the 
Senate  or  before  judicial  forums,  and  was  listened  to 
with  marked  attention  by  a  crowded  audience  of  the 
beauty  and  intellect  at  present  congregated  in  the  city. 
We  presume  from  all  we  have  heard  that  the  eloquent 
Kentuckian  equalled,  if  he  did  not  surpass,  any  previ¬ 
ous  effort,  forensic  or  senatorial.”  2  But  this  victory 
proved  only  the  beginning  of  fresh  difficulties. 

Taking  his  Federal  patent,  the  Colonel  had  requested 
the  state  authorities  to  measure  off  seventy  square  miles 
along  both  banks  of  the  Merced  River  in  a  long,  irreg- 

1  Howard,  Supreme  Court  Reports,  XVII,  564  ff.;  Charles  Warren,  History  of  the 
Supreme  Court,  II,  350. 

2  Washington  National  Intelligencer,  Feb.  26,  1855. 


Fremont  Cottage  at  Mariposa  and  Jessie  Fremont 
(Here  Horace  Greeley,  R.  H.  Dana,  Jr.,  and  other  noted  men  were  entertained.) 
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ular  strip.  They  quite  properly  refused,  holding  that 
in  the  interests  of  the  public  the  grant  must  be  compact ; 
whereupon  Fremont,  who  under  the  vague  terms  of  the 
grant  had  a  wide  latitude  of  choice,  caused  his  estate 
to  be  so  defined  as  to  include  valuable  mining  claims 
theretofore  in  the  possession  of  others.  The  length  of 
this  property  was  seventeen  miles,  and  its  width  varied 
greatly.  His  action  was  perfectly  legal — doubtless  also 
perfectly  equitable — but  in  the  eyes  of  a  good  many 
miners  it  seemed  unjust,  and  aroused  their  warm  re¬ 
sentment.  It  would  in  any  event  have  been  impossible 
for  Fremont  to  “locate”  his  estate  without  awakening 
the  jealousy  and  ill  will  of  men  who  had  swarmed  over 
that  region  for  gold.  The  whole  tract — on  which  Fre¬ 
mont  ultimately  found  twenty-nine  different  gold-bear¬ 
ing  veins — had  been  overrun  by  prospectors  who  had 
cut  up  its  fields,  chopped  down  its  timber,  and  used 
its  grass  at  will,  leaving  Fremont  the  privilege  of  pay¬ 
ing  the  taxes,  which  shortly  reached  $16,000  a  year. 
A  suit  at  law  was  brought  against  him  by  the  Merced 
Mining  Company,  and  armed  violence  was  threatened 
against  him  and  his  property  by  irresponsible  men,  some 
of  them  under  the  Company’s  influence. 

The  news  that  the  Hornitas  League  had  seized  the 
Black  Drift  meant  that  a  body  of  aggrieved  miners 
and  hired  thugs,  variously  estimated  at  from  seventy- 
five  to  one  hundred  and  twenty  in  number,  had  taken 
possession  of  one  of  Fremont’s  richest  shafts.  A  re¬ 
cent  court  decision  by  Judge  Berry  had  interpreted 
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the  California  law  as  giving  all  persons  the  right  to  enter 
and  hold  any  “unoccupied”  claim  or  mine.  The  Merced 
Company  had  bribed  the  night  watchman  of  the  Black 
Drift  mine  to  leave  his  shaft  open  to  them,  and  had  at 
once  entered  and  fortified  it.  Fortunately  for  Fre¬ 
mont,  one  of  two  neighboring  shafts  which  the  League 
wished  to  capture  was  occupied  by  six  men  still  work¬ 
ing  there,  so  that  the  invaders  could  lay  siege  to  them 
only  at  the  entrance.  All  three  mines  opened  out,  high 
on  the  mountain  side,  upon  a  small  leveled  platform 
just  large  enough  to  enable  the  ox  teams  to  load  the 
ore  and  turn  easily  with  it,  and  reached  only  by  a 
single  narrow  road  cut  into  the  face  of  the  mountain. 
The  rocky  slope  fell  almost  perpendicularly  below  this 
road  sixteen  hundred  feet  to  a  ravine  opening  to  the 
Merced  River.  Here  was  now  the  scene  of  a  stubborn 
contest  of  armed  forces.  The  six  besieged  miners  en¬ 
trenched  themselves  behind  rocks,  machinery,  and  pow¬ 
der  kegs;  the  Hornitas  League  lay  on  its  arms  about 
them,  and  plotted  how  to  capture  the  whole  property; 
while  farther  down  the  road  Fremont’s  hastily  rallied 
force  of  some  twenty  men  tried  to  cut  off  the  League 
from  reinforcements.  A  single  shot,  fired  by  chance, 
might  be  the  signal  for  a  bloody  battle.1 

It  is  unnecessary  to  relate  in  detail  the  steps  by 
which  the  attack  was  foiled.  How  the  seventeen-year- 
old  English  boy,  Douglas  Fox,  saddled  Lilly  Fremont’s 
horse  Ayah ;  how,  knowing  that  all  the  roads  and  trails 


1  John  R.  Howard,  Remembrance  of  Things  Past,  Ch.  9. 
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were  guarded,  he  led  it  up  a  hidden  mountain  path 
and  over  the  summit;  how  he  dashed  along  the  banks 
of  the  Merced  into  the  town  of  Coultersville ;  how  from 
here  messengers  were  hurried  off  to  Stockton,  eighty 
miles  distant;  and  how  the  Governor  at  once  ordered 
five  hundred  militia  to  the  Mariposas,  promising  to  fol¬ 
low  himself  if  necessary.  The  troops  came  in  good 
season,  for  not  a  shot  had  been  fired  by  the  forces  watch¬ 
ing  each  other  about  the  mines.  Jessie’s  relief  was 
enormous.  She  had  been  threatened  with  personal  in¬ 
jury  if  the  Leaguers  captured  her,  and  her  servants 
had  been  instructed  to  shoot  her  rather  than  let  her 
fall  into  their  hands.1  One  of  the  Hornitas  leaders 
immediately  deserted  to  Fremont’s  side,  saying:  “When 
I  go  gunning  next  time  I’ll  make  sure  first  if  we  are 
after  wild  duck  or  tame  duck”;  and  thereafter  such 
troubles  as  Fremont  had  with  the  Mariposa  property 
were  confined  to  the  courts  and  counting  rooms. 

The  Colonel  now  rapidly  pushed  forward  the  physi¬ 
cal  development  of  the  estate.  A  storage  dam  was 
built  on  the  Merced  and  gave  them  water  power  in 
place  of  the  steam  power  which  had  been  denuding  the 
mountain  sides ;  new  and  better  ore-crushing  apparatus 
— “the  Benton  Mills” — was  installed  on  the  river;  and 
with  the  aid  of  hundreds  of  Chinese  workmen,  a  rail¬ 
road  nearly  four  miles  in  length  was  built,  winding 
along  the  steep  slopes  with  connecting  links  of  trestle- 
work.  Smelting  works  were  erected  in  the  village.  Hon- 


1  Jessie  Benton  Frimont  MSS. 
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est  shopkeepers  were  brought  in,  a  Viennese  baker  and 
an  Italian  restaurant  keeper  were  imported  to  prepare 
food  for  the  men  who  had  no  wives;  and  to  maintain 
public,  order,  Fremont  required  that  his  employees  must 
not  drink  nor  carry  weapons.  The  village  was  as 
peaceful  as  a  New  England  mill  town. 

It  need  not  be  said  that  Fremont  was  now,  through 
his  wealth  and  renown,  one  of  the  first  citizens  of  Cali¬ 
fornia.  The  country  was  full  of  colonels;  but  when 
men  spoke  of  “the  Colonel,”  as  Richard  Henry  Dana 
said,  they  meant  Fremont.  When  Horace  Greeley 
visited  the  Pacific  slope  in  the  early  part  of  1859,  he 
spent  some  days  with  the  Fremonts  at  Mariposa,  and 
wrote  a  glowing  letter  to  the  Tribune  upon  the  pros¬ 
perity  of  the  settlement  and  the  orderliness  and  produc¬ 
tiveness  of  the  estate.  Fremont  told  him  that  his  aggre¬ 
gate  liabilities  from  taxes,  from  litigation,  and  from 
the  costs  of  development,  had  mounted,  when  he  re¬ 
turned  to  California  in  1857,  to  at  least  $500,000.  He 
had  set  to  work  resolved  to  extricate  his  great  property. 
“In  the  spirit  of  that  determination,”  wrote  Greeley, 
“he  has  since  lived  and  labored,  rising  with  the  lark 
and  striving  to  obtain  a  complete  knowledge  and  mas¬ 
tery  of  the  entire  business,  taking  more  and  more  labor 
and  responsibility  upon  his  own  shoulders  as  he  felt  able 
to  bear  them,  until  he  is  now  manager,  chief  engineer, 
cashier,  accountant,  and  at  the  head  of  every  other  de¬ 
partment  but  law,  for  which  he  finds  it  necessary  still 
to  rely  upon  professional  aid.”  His  mines  were  at  length 
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becoming  profitable.  His  steam  mill  near  his  home  ran 
eight  stamps  a  day  and  night  to  crush  the  ore,  and  his 
water  mill  on  the  Merced  ran  twelve  stamps.  The  two, 
Greeley  declared,  “are  producing  gold  at  the  rate  of  at 
least  $250,000  per  annum,  at  an  absolute  cost,  I  am 
confident,  of  not  more  than  $150,000.”  Always  san¬ 
guine,  Fremont  was  talking  of  having  a  hundred  stamps 
in  constant  operation  before  the  close  of  1860;  and 
with  that  number,  expected  to  clear  at  least  $10,000  a 
week,  which  would  soon  relieve  him  of  his  burden  of 
indebtedness.1 

The  editor  was  surprised  by  the  luxury  in  which  Jessie 
lived,  and  inquiring  how  she  managed  to  provide  her¬ 
self  with  beautifully  ruffled  muslin  gowns  and  French 
cooking,  ejaculated:  “Well,  you  have  executive  faculty 
— my  poor  wife  has  none.”  2  R.  H.  Dana,  Jr.,  visited 
them  at  about  the  same  time,  and  was  equally  charmed 
by  the  beauty  of  the  spot  and  the  attractiveness  and 
comfort  with  which  the  house  had  been  fitted  up.  He 
had  been  in  California  or  off  its  coast,  collecting  the 
experiences  described  in  Two  Years  Before  the  Mast ,  in 
1835-36,  and  he  and  the  explorer  drew  many  contrasts 
between  the  past  and  the  present.  Jessie  tells  us  that 
it  was  a  delightful  visit,  and  that  Dana  told  the  Colonel 
he  was  “especially  glad  to  have  met  you  coming  out  of 
your  mine  on  a  mountain,  and  not  in  a  parlor.” 

To  escape  the  hot  summer  and  withering  dry  air,  in 


1  Horace  Greeley,  An  Overland  Journey  from  New  York  to  San  Francisco,  316  ff. 
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the  spring  of  1859,  Jessie  returned  to  San  Francisco 
and  to  a  delightful  surprise  which  Fremont  had  made 
ready  for  her — a  new  home.  She  was  entranced  when 
she  saw  it:  a  little  promontory,  jutting  into  San  Fran¬ 
cisco  Bay  opposite  Alcatraz  Island,  and  bearing  the 
name  “Black  Point”  from  its  thick  covering  of  laurels. 
Standing  on  it,  a  sweeping  glance  embraced  to  the  west 
the  Golden  Gate  and  the  blue  Pacific  between  its  por¬ 
tals;  far  away  over  miles  of  water  to  the  south  the 
Contra  Costa  Mountains;  and,  beyond  Alcatraz,  more 
high  hills.  It  had  historic  associations  to  add  to  its 
charms,  for  near  by  Fremont  had  rowed  across  the 
Bay  and  spiked  the  old  brass  Spanish  guns.  Once  en¬ 
sconced  in  the  cottage  here,  isolated  and  yet  within  the 
city  limits,  Jessie  found  that  all  desire  to  return  East 
left  her.  “At  last,”  she  wrote,  “after  many  wanderings, 
many  separations,  and  many  strange  experiences,  we 
saw  a  home  of  congenial  beauty  and  repose — a  home 
which  time  would  make  a  fortune  to  our  children  as  hold¬ 
ers  of  this  little  property;  its  thirteen  acres  were  more 
dear  to  me  than  the  many  miles  and  mines  of  che  Mari¬ 
posa.”  1  Unfortunately,  the  title  to  the  property  was 
clouded,  and  during  the  Civil  War  the  Government  was 
to  order  the  seizure  of  the  whole  peninsula  for  mili¬ 
tary  purposes. 

Black  Point  was  soon  the  meeting  place  of  a  small 
but  congenial  group  of  friends.  One  was  Thomas  Starr 
King,  the  slight,  eloquent  Yankee  minister  and  patriot 
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who  a  little  later  did  so  much  to  save  California  to  the 
Union;  he  arrived  in  the  spring  of  I860,  and  was  at  once 
writing  East  of  dinners  at  Black  Point  with  such  other 
guests  as  Colonel  Baker,  the  new  senator  from  Ore¬ 
gon.1  Another  was  Bret  Harte,  whose  genius  Jessie 
perceived  in  his  newspaper  writings  before  she  knew 
his  name.  She  insisted  that  the  shy,  proud,  unhappy 
young  journalist  should  visit  her,  and  for  more  than 
a  year  he  dined  with  the  Fremonts  every  Sunday,  bring¬ 
ing  his  manuscripts  and  listening  to  their  praise  and 
criticism.  Mrs.  Fremont  was  instrumental  in  securing 
his  first  appearance  in  the  Atlantic  Monthly,  with  the 
sketch  called  The  Legend  of  Monte  del  Diablo,  and 
did  him  a  still  larger  service  when,  through  General 
Beale,  she  obtained  him  a  government  appointment.  “I 
shall  no  longer  disquiet  myself,”  he  wrote,  “about 
changes  in  residence  or  anything  else,  for  I  believe  that 
if  I  were  cast  upon  a  desert  island,  a  savage  would 
come  to  me  next  morning  and  hand  me  a  three-cor¬ 
nered  note  to  say  that  I  had  been  appointed  governor 
at  Mrs.  Fremont’s  request,  at  $2,400  a  year.”  2  He 
always  spoke  of  Jessie  as  his  “fairy  godmother.” 

This  free  outdoor  life  in  California,  this  management 
of  one  of  the  great  American  mines,  suited  Fremont’s 

1  C.  W.  Wendte,  Thomas  Starr  King,  90. 

2  Henry  Childs  Merwin,  Life  of  Bret  Harte,  34,  35.  “Mrs.  Fremont,”  writes  Mer- 
win,  “was  an  extremely  clever,  kind-hearted  woman,  who  assisted  Bret  Harte 
greatly  by  her  advice  and  criticism,  still  more  by  her  sympathy  and  encouragement. 
Bret  Harte  was  always  inclined  to  underrate  his  own  powers,  and  to  be  despondent 
as  to  his  literary  future.  ”  Harte  named  Lilly  Fremont’s  pony  “  Chiquita  ”  after  the 
mare  in  his  poem  of  that  name.  Many  letters  which  he  wrote  the  Fremonts  were 
later  lost  in  a  fire  in  New  York. 
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restless,  adventurous,  sanguine  temperament  precisely; 
but  already  forces  were  shaping  to  thrust  him  into  a 
new  and  totally  different  field.  The  Mariposa  did  not 
prosper  so  rapidly  as  he  wished.  He  soon  learned  the 
truth  of  the  Spanish  proverb  that  “it  takes  a  mine  to 
work  a  mine.”  Meanwhile,  the  clouds  of  war  between 
the  North  and  the  South  were  gathering  fast. 

Following  the  election  of  Lincoln,  Fremont,  late  in 
1860,  received  a  visit  from  Senator  Baker,  who  had 
been  campaigning  in  the  East,  and  who  brought  him 
an  intimation — Fremont  took  it  as  an  assurance — that 
he  might  have  the  choice  of  a  Cabinet  position  or  one 
of  the  major  diplomatic  posts.  Seward,  indeed,  had 
suggested  that  he  be  made  secretary  of  war,  and  Lincoln 
had  thought  of  him  as  minister  to  France.1  However, 
a  new  crisis  in  the  eternal  “Mariposa  business”  seemed 
to  stand  in  the  way  of  his  acceptance  of  either  position. 
Needing  funds  for  development,  he  had  opened  nego¬ 
tiations  in  Paris  for  the  sale  of  half  the  estate.  He 
wished  to  keep  himself  free  to  conclude  this  transaction, 
while  he  thought  it  would  be  preferable,  if  war  actually 
broke  out,  to  take  an  army  in  the  field.  Baker  con¬ 
veyed  this  message  to  Lincoln.  As  state  after  state 
seceded,  Fremont  and  Starr  King,  talking  earnestly 
of  the  situation,  agreed  that  hostilities  were  inevitable. 
When,  in  January,  1861,  Fremont  and  his  lawyer,  Fred¬ 
erick  Billings,  left  California  for  Paris,  he  planned  for 
this  reason  to  stay  but  a  few  weeks.  Jessie,  who  had 

1  John  G.  Nicolay  and  John  Hay,  Abraham  Lincoln,  A  History,  IV,  Ch.  24. 
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suffered  a  bad  carriage  accident  and  was  left  behind, 
was  instructed  to  join  him  in  New  York  if  he  was 
given  a  military  command,  and  affairs  at  the  Mariposa 
were  placed  in  rough  shape  for  a  protracted  absence. 
Little  did  either  think  that  they  would  never  again 
set  foot  as  owners  on  their  famous  estate. 

Touching  for  a  few  days  in  New  York  in  the  middle 
of  February,  Fremont  had  a  brief  and  cordial  inter¬ 
view  at  the  Astor  House  with  Lincoln,  who  was  on  his 
way  to  Washington.  He  found  the  President-elect  still 
strong  in  the  belief  that  peace  would  be  preserved; 
but  all  his  own  convictions  were  that  fighting  was  near 
at  hand.1  By  March,  he  was  in  France;  there  the 
news  of  the  firing  upon  Fort  Sumter  reached  him, 
and,  writing  instantly  to  Washington  to  offer  his  serv¬ 
ices,  he  was  there  notified  that  his  abilities  and  experi¬ 
ence  had  been  recognized  by  appointment  as  one  of  the 
ranking  Union  generals. 

1  MS.  Memoirs. 


CHAPTER  XXX 


THE  CIVIL  WAR:  COMMANDER  IN  MISSOURI 


Fremont  was  Commander  of  the  Department  of 
the  West — of  the  great  military  area  comprising 
Illinois  and  all  the  states  and  territories  between  the 
Mississippi  and  the  Rockies — with  his  headquarters  in 
St.  Louis. 

St.  Louis!  Once  the  most  hospitable  and  cordial  of 
towns  to  all  who  bore  the  name  of  Fremont  or  Benton, 
now  a  shuttered,  sullen,  and  hostile  city.  The  hot  J uly 
sun  beat  down  upon  a  river  that  stretched  empty  from 
shore  to  shore — the  steamboats  laid  up  at  their  wharves 
with  fires  out  and  crews  gone.  The  streets  were  half 
deserted,  with  knots  of  unemployed  men  glowering  re¬ 
sentfully  at  the  soldiers  who  patrolled  the  corners, 
with  curtains  drawn  in  the  shop  windows,  and  with  the 
wheels  of  the  few  vehicles  echoing  loudly  against  empty 
warehouses.1  Of  the  160,000  people,  a  majority  seemed 
to  be  definitely  aligned  against  the  Union.  Hardly  an 
American  flag  was  flying;  but  in  its  stead  the  secession 
banner  hung  over  the  building  in  which  recruiting  for 
the  Confederate  armies  was  being  publicly  carried  on, 
while  in  the  best  residential  sections  the  Stars  and  Bars 
were  lavishly  displayed.  Army  officers,  intimidated  and 
few  in  number,  dared  not  venture  far  from  the  arsenal, 

1  Jessie  Benton  Fremont,  Souvenirs,  166. 
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the  barracks,  and  the  center  of  the  city.  At  night,  bands 
of  ruffians,  armed  or  unarmed,  marched  through  the 
streets  hurrahing  for  Jeff  Davis  and  the  rebel  cause.1 
This  was  the  disaffected  town,  the  metropolis  of  a  half- 
disaffected  state,  in  which  Fremont  arrived  from  New 
York  on  the  morning  of  July  25,  1861. 

The  previous  two  months  had  been  full  of  labor  and 
anxiety.  Overtaken  in  Europe  by  the  news  of  war, 
and  knowing  how  destitute  of  arms  the  Government 
was,  he  had  instantly  dropped  his  private  affairs  and 
begun  examining  field  guns,  rifles,  and  ammunition  in 
both  France  and  England.  It  was  a  characteristically 
hot-headed  enterprise,  for  he  had  no  authority  from 
the  Government,  no  certainty  of  a  cent  of  money,  and 
no  knowledge  even  of  how  serious  the  war  might  be. 
But  it  was  patriotic  and  timely.2  By  the  end  of  May, 
Confederate  agents — but  no  Federal  emissaries — were 
on  the  ground.  Our  minister  to  France  hesitated  to 
support  him,  but  in  England  Charles  Francis  Adams 
had  the  courage  to  do  so.  In  the  end,  Fremont  had  con¬ 
tracted  for  $75,000  worth  of  cannon  and  shells  in  Eng¬ 
land,  and  for  10,000  rifles  in  France,  to  be  shipped  at  his 
personal  charge  if  necessary;  and  Adams  had  boldly 
drawn  on  the  Government  to  pay  for  them.3  Fremont, 
notified  that  he  had  been  appointed  one  of  the  four  first 
major-generals  authorized  by  Congress,  had  then  caught 

1  MS.  Memoirs. 
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a  fast  ship,  arrived  at  Boston  on  June  27,  and  had  at 
once  reported  to  the  President  in  Washington. 

He  found  a  berth  ready  at  hand.  He  and  his  old 
friend,  Postmaster-General  Montgomery  Blair,  had 
held  conferences  with  Lincoln  upon  the  command  to 
which  he  should  be  assigned;  and  he  tells  us  that  al¬ 
though  the  military  authorities  suggested  several  east¬ 
ern  positions,  he  insisted  upon  the  West.1  This  suited 
the  views  of  Montgomery  Blair.  For  the  command  in 
Missouri,  the  Blair  family  would  have  preferred  their 
favorite,  Nathaniel  Lyon;  but  the  conservative  Union¬ 
ists  of  that  state,  led  by  Attorney- General  Edward 
Bates,  would  not  hear  of  him.  Fremont  made  an  admir¬ 
able  compromise.  At  the  beginning  of  July,  the  West¬ 
ern  Department  was  created,  with  the  understanding 
that  it  should  include  not  only  the  loyal  prairie  states, 
but  the  wavering  state  of  Kentucky  as  soon  as  Fremont 
had  raised  and  organized  a  sufficient  force  to  descend 
the  Mississippi.  He  immediately  took  up  the  task  of 
ascertaining  what  troops  were  available,  how  he  could 
concentrate  and  drill  his  men,  and  where  he  could  find 
supplies  and  arms. 

In  these  hot  July  days,  there  were  suddenly  a  mil¬ 
lion  things  to  do.  Fremont  has  been  harshly  criticized 
by  Nicolay  and  Hay,  chiefly  upon  the  basis  of  state¬ 
ments  which  Montgomery  Blair  made  after  he  became 
the  General’s  enemy,  for  his  delay  in  reaching  St.  Louis. 
This  criticism  is  largely  unjustified.  He  stayed  in 
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the  East  just  three  weeks,  and  would  have  left  sooner — 
in  fact,  would  have  left  on  July  16  or  17 — had  he  not 
thought  that  General  Winfield  Scott  had  further  in- 
structions  for  him.1  He  remained  principally  because 
his  Department  was  destitute  of  munitions  of  all  kinds, 
and  he  could  best  procure  them  from  New  York  and 
Washington.  The  troops  being  enlisted  in  Illinois,  Iowa, 
Missouri,  and  other  states  were  wretchedly  supplied 
with  blankets,  shoes,  tents,  uniforms,  and  firearms. 
Governor  Richard  Yates  of  Illinois,  who  was  in  Wash¬ 
ington,  declared  that  their  condition  was  a  public  scan¬ 
dal.  After  obtaining  the  personal  intervention  of 
President  Lincoln,  Fremont  received  an  order  for  only 
17,000  stands  of  arms  from  the  government  arsenals,  the 
number  later  being  reduced  to  5,000.  In  desperation, 
he  examined  various  supplies  of  arms  in  the  hands  of 
private  owners,  and  was  on  the  point  of  having  25,000 
carbines  sent  to  the  West;  but  finding  that  they  were 
not  rifled,  he  left  the  transaction  uncompleted.  The 
main  object  of  the  Administration  at  the  moment  was 
to  equip  the  armies  in  Virginia,  and  it  was  difficult  to 
interest  the  War  Department  in  Missouri. 

In  these  three  weeks,  Fremont  was  also  assembling 
his  aides  and  sketching  the  main  outlines  of  a  plan  of 
campaign.  As  his  chief  of  staff,  he  appointed  General 
Alexander  Asboth,  a  Hungarian  who  had  served  with 
distinction  in  the  great  revolt  of  1848  and  who  had  since 
been  living  in  exile.  As  chief  topographical  engineer,  he 
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appointed  another  Hungarian,  Colonel  John  Fiala. 
From  Cincinnati  he  summoned  a  lawyer  of  distinction, 
R.  R.  Corwin,  to  be  judge-advocate  of  the  Department. 
There  were  a  multitude  of  other  details  to  be  attended 
to.  As  for  Fremont’s  plan  of  campaign,  its  main  fea¬ 
tures  were  the  clearance  of  all  rebels  from  Missouri, 
and  a  movement  down  the  Mississippi  upon  Memphis; 
and  Fremont  tells  us  that  he  consulted  Lincoln  upon 
it: 1 

The  President  had  gone  carefully  over  with  me 
the  subject  of  my  intended  campaign,  and  this 
with  the  single  desire  to  find  out  what  was  best 
to  do  and  how  to  do  it.  This  he  did  in  the  un¬ 
pretentious  and  kindly  manner  which  invited  sug¬ 
gestion,  and  which  with  him  was  characteristic. 
When  I  took  leave  of  him,  he  accompanied  me 
down  the  stairs,  coming  out  to  the  steps  of  the 
portico  at  the  White  House;  I  asked  him  then, 
if  there  was  anything  further  in  the  way  of  in¬ 
struction  that  he  wished  to  say  to  me.  “No,”  he 
replied,  “I  have  given  you  carte  blanche ;  you  must 
use  your  own  judgment  and  do  the  best  you  can. 
I  doubt  if  the  States  will  ever  come  back.” 

It  was  nine  o’clock  of  the  blazing  July  morning  when 
Fremont  was  ferried  across  to  St.  Louis,  and,  without 
pausing  for  rest,  he  called  a  staff  meeting  to  take  place 
at  noon.2  He  immediately  began  the  most  strenuous 

1  MS.  Memoirs. 

2  N.  Y.  Tribune,  Aug.  9,  1861. 
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activity  of  his  life.  He  rose  at  five  in  the  morning  and 
labored  almost  without  intermission  till  twelve  at  night. 
The  problems  before  him  were  staggering.  The  cur¬ 
tain  had  risen  on  the  drama  called  “the  hundred  days 
in  Missouri” — the  drama  which  tested  Fremont’s 
strength  and  weakness  as  never  before,  and  which  fixed 
in  the  popular  mind  and  in  history  a  cruelly  unjust 
impression  of  his  character  and  capacities. 

He  had  arrived  at  a  critical  moment,  with  disaster 
looming  just  ahead  and  prompt  action  imperative.  Mis¬ 
souri,  with  a  population  of  slightly  more  than  a  million, 
was  attached  to  the  South  by  race,  by  tradition,  by  a 
common  history,  and  by  similar  institutions.  When  the 
Confederacy  was  formed,  a  militant  minority  took  the 
view,  at  first  partly  concealed,  that  the  state  must  join 
her  southern  sisters.1  This  group  included  the  governor, 
Claiborne  F.  Jackson,  the  lieutenant-governor,  both 
United  States  senators,  and  a  majority  of  the  legisla¬ 
ture,  and  it  had  powerful  newspaper  support.  Another 
group,  for  a  time  larger  and  stronger,  believed  that 
secession  might  ultimately  be  necessary,  but  that  it 
should  not  be  attempted  until  every  hope  of  a  peace¬ 
able  adjustment  of  the  difficulties  between  the  North 
and  the  South  had  been  destroyed.  In  this  group  were 
included  ex-Governor  Stewart,  Alexander  W.  Doni¬ 
phan,  Sterling  Price,  and  some  influential  editors.  The 
trend  of  events  slowly  forced  an  alliance  between  many 


1  Thomas  Snead,  The  Fight  for  Missouri,  in  1861,  53,  54. 
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of  its  members  and  the  uncompromising  secessionists, 
but  the  tact  of  the  Union  leaders  saved  a  large  part  of 
this  faction  for  the  Federal  cause.  Beneath  the  Amer¬ 
ican  banner  rallied,  not  merely  many  of  the  Lincoln 
Republicans  of  Missouri,  who  had  cast  only  one-ninth 
of  the  ballots  at  the  last  election,  but  many  of  the  fol¬ 
lowers  of  Douglas,  Breckinridge,  and  Bell,  who  were 
too  much  attached  to  the  Union  to  countenance  its 
disruption. 

The  struggle  thus  far  in  Missouri  had  been,  in  its 
main  outlines,  a  contest  between  the  astute  secessionist 
governor,  Claiborne  Jackson,  and  the  courageous  Frank 
P.  Blair,  Jr.,  who  was  the  brains  and  backbone  of  the 
Union  element.  Decisive  measures  by  Blair  and  Cap¬ 
tain  (later  General)  Nathaniel  Lyon  had  saved  the  St. 
Louis  arsenal  from  the  rebels  when  they  were  about  to 
seize  it.  An  equally  decisive  movement  had  enabled 
Lyon  to  strike  the  rebel  militia — for  Governor  J ackson, 
issuing  a  proclamation  of  war,  had  called  fifty  thou¬ 
sand  militia  into  service  for  the  Confederacy — at  Boon- 
ville,  a  town  on  the  Missouri  River,  and  after  a  sharp 
engagement  to  put  them  to  flight.  All  this  had  occurred 
in  June,  before  Fremont  had  even  landed  in  New 
York. 

The  Unionists  in  the  state  had  the  advantage  of 
superior  numbers,  for  a  heavy  majority  of  the  popula¬ 
tion  were  loyal;  the  Confederates  had  the  advantage  of 
superior  boldness,  energy,  and  quickness.  There  was 
genuine  danger  that  the  swiftly  rallied  rebels  would 
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sweep  all  lower  Missouri,  take  possession  of  Cairo  and 
southernmost  Illinois,  where  secessionist  sentiment  was 
strong,  carry  Kentucky  into  the  Confederacy,  and  make 
even  southern  Indiana,  where  later  the  Knights  of  the 
Golden  Circle  flourished,  doubtful  territory.  If  they 
succeeded  in  doing  this,  the  war  would  be  practically 
lost  for  the  North.  Rebel  camps  were  formed  through¬ 
out  a  great  part  of  Missouri,  commissions  were  issued 
in  a  skeleton  rebel  army,  and  adventurous  young  men 
of  pro-slavery  sympathies  flocked  to  the  Confederate 
standard,  delighted  at  the  prospect  of  army  life.1  Gov¬ 
ernor  Jackson  and  General  Sterling  Price  united  their 
forces,  collected  from  these  camps,  in  a  formidable  lit¬ 
tle  army  in  the  southwestern  corner  of  the  state.  At 
Carthage,  they  soon  came  into  collision  with  the  Fed¬ 
eral  forces  under  General  Franz  Sigel,  and,  in  a  com¬ 
paratively  bloodless  battle,  defeated  him  and  drove  him 
back  upon  Springfield.2 

When  Fremont  took  command,  the  situation  was  thus 
at  a  point  where  real  fighting  was  about  to  commence. 
Jackson  and  Price,  flushed  with  their  little  victory, 
pleased  to  find  that  more  Confederate  volunteers  were 
constantly  joining  them,  and  elated  by  the  news  of  Bull 
Run,  had  just  been  reinforced  by  some  troops  from 
Arkansas,  and  were  moving  northward. 

The  Union  flag  was  upheld  at  Springfield  in  south¬ 
western  Missouri  by  General  Nathaniel  Lyon,  who  had 


1  See  files  of  the  St.  Louis  Bulletin,  June,  1861. 

*  Thomas  L.  Snead,  The  Fight  for  Missouri  in  1861,  227. 
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a  combined  force  of  Missouri  and  Kansas  troops  num¬ 
bering  between  7,000  and  8,000  men.  In  spite  of  this 
strength,  Lyon’s  position  was  highly  perilous.  He  had 
no  adequate  line  of  communications  at  his  rear.  From 
St.  Louis,  three  railways  then  radiated — one  toward  the 
west,  terminating  at  Sedalia,  about  three-fourths  of  the 
way  across  the  state;  one  toward  the  southwest,  ending 
at  Rolla,  scarcely  halfway  across  the  state;  and  the 
third  toward  the  south,  ending  at  Ironton,  also  hardly 
halfway  across.1  Between  Lyon’s  army  and  the  near¬ 
est  railhead,  at  Holla,  stretched  one  hundred  and  twenty 
miles  of  broken  country,  with  bad  roads  which  any  hard 
rain  would  make  almost  impassable.  Provisions  and 
supplies  had  failed  to  arrive  as  he  had  expected.  More¬ 
over,  about  half  of  his  army  consisted  of  the  ninety- 
day  men  raised  under  President  Lincoln’s  first  proc¬ 
lamation,  and  their  terms  expired  the  middle  of  July. 
Many  of  these  three-months  volunteers  would  immedi¬ 
ately  re-enlist  for  a  longer  term,  and  many  would  re¬ 
main  for  the  battle  which  seemed  to  be  impending;  but 
there  was  nevertheless  much  confusion,  and  the  army 
was  materially  shrinking. 

If  there  was  imminent  danger  threatening  Lyon  at 
Springfield,  there  was  almost  equally  grave  danger 
threatening  the  Federal  forces  at  Cairo,  the  vital  point 
at  the  junction  of  the  Ohio  and  the  Mississippi  which 
must  be  used  as  a  base  for  any  advance  into  Kentucky. 
Major-General  Leonidas  Polk,  commanding  the  Con- 

1  Nicolay  and  Hay,  Lincoln,  IV,  Cb.  11,  Cb.  23. 
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federates  at  Memphis,  made  preparations  early  in  July 
to  lead  his  Tennessee  contingent  into  Missouri  for  a 
campaign  with  a  double  objective.  One  column,  under 
McCulloch,  was  to  proceed  against  Lyon  at  Spring- 
field;  while  the  other  was  to  march  up  the  Mississippi 
under  Generals  Pillow  and  Hardee  to  cut  off  Lyon’s 
retreat  toward  the  East,  was  to  take  St.  Louis  if  pos¬ 
sible,  and  on  its  return  was  to  enter  Illinois  and  cap¬ 
ture  Cairo.1  This  was  rather  too  ambitious  a  program 
to  be  carried  out.  Nevertheless,  about  the  time  that  Fre¬ 
mont  arrived  in  St.  Louis,  Polk  moved  6,000  troops  up 
to  New  Madrid,  where  he  reported  that  his  force,  with 
the  German  Unionists  of  Missouri  in  front  of  them, 
were  “full  of  enthusiasm  and  eager  for  the  ‘Dutch 
hunt.’  ”  2  It  was  rumored  in  Missouri  and  Illinois  that 
a  further  advance  by  Polk’s  troops  was  imminent.  The 
frightened  Union  commander  at  Cairo,  General  Pren¬ 
tiss,  sent  a  series  of  urgent  messages  to  Fremont,  im¬ 
ploring  him  to  send  help  to  save  this  great  strategic  key 
to  the  Mississippi  Valley.  He  wrote  July  23: 

Have  but  eight  regiments  here.  Six  of  them  are 
three-months  men.  Their  time  expires  this  week — 
are  reorganizing  now.  I  have  neither  tents  nor 
wagons,  and  must  hold  Cairo  and  Bird’s  Point. 

He  immediately  followed  this  by  informing  Fremont 
that  the  rebels  were  about  to  capture  Bird’s  Point,  just 
across  the  Mississippi  from  Cairo,  and  that  he  had  only 

1  Official  Records,  Series  I,  Vol.  Ill,  617  ff. 

*  Nicolay  and  Hay,  Lincoln,  IV,  405. 
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two  six-pounders  ready  to  move.  On  July  29,  1861, 

he  added  another  panicky  appeal  for  aid : 

On  yesterday,  three  thousand  rebels  west  of 
Bird’s  Point  forty  miles ;  three  hundred  at  Madrid 
and  three  regiments  from  Union  City  ordered 
there ;  also  troops  from  Randolph  and  Corinth.  The 
number  of  organized  rebels  within  fifty  miles  of 
me  will  exceed  twelve  thousand — that  is,  including 
Randolph  troops  ordered  and  not  including  sev¬ 
eral  companies  opposite  in  Kentucky. 

On  August  1  came  still  a  further  telegram  imploring 
immediate  help.  Prentiss  stated  that  the  previous  day 
General  Pillow  had  been  at  New  Madrid  with  11,000 
well-armed  and  well-drilled  troops,  two  regiments  of 
splendidly  equipped  cavalry,  and  a  hundred  pieces  of 
artillery;  that  9,000  more  men  were  moving  to  rein¬ 
force  him;  and  that  he  had  promised  to  place  20,000 
rebel  troops  in  Missouri  at  once. 

Fremont  thus  had  to  answer  the  demands  of  two 
widely  separated  commanders,  each  menaced  by  strong 
Confederate  armies;  he  had  to  take  steps  to  pacify 
Missouri,  where  a  ghastly  guerrilla  struggle  was  be¬ 
ginning  to  break  out ;  he  had  to  organize  the  raw  volun¬ 
teers  who  were  trickling  into  St.  Louis,  and  to  make 
frantic  efforts  to  find  them  food,  uniforms,  and  arms; 
and  he  had  to  keep  the  city,  with  its  large  population 
of  rebel  sympathizers,  under  strict  control.  All  this  had 
to  be  done  by  a  man  who  had  never  commanded  forces 
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of  more  than  a  few  hundred,  who  had  for  years  been 
engrossed  in  civilian  pursuits,  and  who  was  new  to  the 
city,  the  post,  and  the  problems  about  him.  It  was  a 
situation  that  would  have  taxed  the  capacity  of  abler 
men  than  Fremont. 

His  first  decision  was,  on  the  whole,  the  correct  one: 
to  send  word  to  Lyon  at  Springfield  that  he  had  best 
fall  back  on  his  base  at  Holla,  and  to  hurry  reinforce¬ 
ments  forward  to  Cairo.  There  was  no  particular  rea¬ 
son  for  holding  Springfield.  It  was  not  an  important 
strategic  point.  There  was,  however,  every  reason  for 
safeguarding  Cairo,  which  was  vital  for  the  command 
of  the  Ohio  and  the  Mississippi.  If  Pillow  really  had 
the  army  credited  to  him,  and  if  he  could  cross  the  Mis¬ 
sissippi  above  Cairo  and  cut  off  Prentiss’s  force,  the 
result  might  be  a  horrible  disaster.  Within  a  week  after 
his  arrival,  Fremont,  though  burdened  with  other  busi¬ 
ness,  had  chartered  a  fleet  of  eight  steamboats,  loaded 
them  with  soldiers  and  with  artillery  and  stores  which 
he  had  ordered  from  the  East  and  set  off  down  the 
river.1  He  had  labored  like  a  slave  to  make  this  expe¬ 
dition  of  nearly  4,000  men  ready.  The  night  before  it 
started  he  retired  at  midnight,  and  was  at  his  desk  again 
at  4.30  a.  m.,  where  he  remained  till  just  before  the 
departure  of  the  flotilla  at  three  o’clock  in  the  after¬ 
noon.2 

The  trip,  however,  gave  him,  not  only  the  first  rest 


1  St.  Louis  Republican,  quoted  in  N.  Y.  Tribune,  Aug.  9,  1861. 

2  N.  Y.  Herald,  Aug.  12,  1861. 
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he  had  enjoyed  since  he  took  up  his  command,  but  also 
the  gratification  of  a  wildly  enthusiastic  reception  by 
the  nervous  little  army  under  Prentiss.  It  was  five 
o’clock  of  an  effulgent  day,  the  sun  turning  the  Mis¬ 
sissippi  into  a  broad  path  of  gold,  when  his  flagship,  the 
City  of  Alton ,  approached  Cairo,  and  fired  its  eight- 
pounders  as  a  signal.  At  once  the  guns  on  shore  re¬ 
plied.  For  half  an  hour  there  was  a  perfect  roar  of 
artillery,  the  echoes  rolling  away  into  the  woods  of 
Missouri  and  Kentucky.  The  banks  of  the  two  rivers 
were  peppered  with  troops,  who  were  wild  with  excite¬ 
ment.  As  the  City  of  Alton ,  bedecked  with  evergreens 
and  flags,  churned  in  to  the  Cairo  water  front,  the 
wharves  became  black  with  uniformed  men,  yelling 
“Fremont!  Fremont!”;  and  when  Prentiss  led  the 
Commander  down  the  gangplank  and  up  to  his  head¬ 
quarters  at  the  St.  Charles  Hotel,  the  uproar  was  deaf¬ 
ening.1  He  had  come  in  the  nick  of  time;  Prentiss’s 
army  was  small;  it  was  in  part  fast  disintegrating;  and, 
in  that  swampy  position,  fever  and  dysentery  were 
taking  a  heavy  toll  of  it.  Fremont  had  many  of  the  sick 
transferred  from  the  low  ground  to  the  breezy  decks  of 
his  steamboats,  and  from  that  date  he  made  use  of  float¬ 
ing  hospitals  wherever  he  could.2 

Meanwhile,  what  of  General  Lyon?  That  comman¬ 
der  was  now  in  a  mood  which  almost  approached  de¬ 
spair.  He  saw  only  retreat,  or  ruin,  ahead  of  him.  He 

1  N.  Y.  Herald,  Aug.  9,  10,  1861. 

2  MS.  Memoirs. 
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must  go  back,  he  wrote  Assistant  Adjutant-General 
Harding  at  St.  Louis,  unless  he  received  large  rein¬ 
forcements  and  supplies.1  “Our  troops  are  badly 
clothed,  poorly  fed,  and  imperfectly  supplied  with  tents. 
None  of  them  have  as  yet  been  paid.”  A  little  later  he 
charged  the  Administration  and  General  Scott  with  an 
inexcusable  neglect  of  the  West,  and  said  that  they  were 
allowing  that  section  to  become  “the  victim  of  imbecility 
or  malice.”  Fremont  had  in  fact  appealed  to  Montgom¬ 
ery  Blair,  and  Blair  replied  from  Washington,  on  July 
26,  that  it  “is  impossible  now  to  get  any  attention  to 
Missouri  or  western  matters  from  the  authorities  here.”  2 
When  Fremont  opened  his  headquarters,  three  messen¬ 
gers  were  awaiting  him  from  Lyon,  all  insisting  that 
danger  was  imminent  and  that  help  must  be  sent  to  him 
at  once. 

As  it  proved,  there  was  a  good  fortnight  in  which 
help  might  have  been  dispatched,  and  even  a  moderate 
force  might  have  saved  Lyon  from  defeat.  But  circum¬ 
stances  made  it  impossible  for  Fremont  to  furnish  the 
required  aid.  It  has  been  said  that  while  he  was  taking 
3,800  men  to  Cairo,  he  could  also  have  sent  several 
thousand  by  rail  and  wagon  road  to  Springfield,  and 
so  have  saved  the  day.  But,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  the 
troops  were  simply  not  available.  Adjutant-General 
Harding  later  testified  that  while  large  numbers  of  vol¬ 
unteers  were  arriving  in  St.  Louis  in  the  first  days  of 


1  Dispatch  of  July  15,  1861,  before  Fremont’s  arrival. 

2  Congressional  Globe,  March  7,  1862,  p.  1126. 
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August,  nearly  all  were  unarmed,  they  were  totally  un¬ 
trained  and  did  not  even  know  how  to  use  a  musket, 
and  they  were  wholly  without  transport  animals  or 
wagons ;  and  that  regiment  after  regiment  lay  for  days 
in  the  city  without  equipment,  for  the  arsenals  were 
empty.  Having  so  few  men,  Fremont  thought  it  un¬ 
wise  to  divide  his  reinforcements.  Above  all,  it  can  be 
urged  in  his  defense  that  he  expected  Lyon  to  retreat, 
and  issued  orders  with  that  definite  end  in  view.  As 
a  matter  of  fact,  he  did  on  August  4  send  two  regi¬ 
ments  marching  toward  Lyon’s  assistance,  one  from 
Boonville  and  the  other  from  Leavenworth,  Kansas — 
the  only  regiments  available.  He  expected  Lyon  to 
retire  to  meet  them.1 2  One  of  the  messengers  who  reached 
him  from  Springfield,  entreating  him  for  “soldiers,  sol¬ 
diers,  soldiers,”  told  him  that  Lyon  would  fight  at  that 
town  whether  he  got  more  troops  or  not ;  to  which  Fre¬ 
mont  replied,  “If  he  fights,  it  will  be  upon  his  own 
responsibility.” 

By  the  beginning  of  August,  the  Confederate  Army, 
under  the  command  of  McCulloch  numbered  almost 
13,000  men.  It  began  its  march  toward  Springfield, 
about  fifty  miles  distant,  on  July  31,  and  its  approach 
filled  Lyon  with  apprehension.^  He  exaggerated  its 
numbers,  believing  that  almost  30,000  men  opposed  him, 
and  even  when  he  learned  its  true  size,  he  realized  that 
his  plight  was  desperate.  His  own  force  had  by  now 


1  Snead,  Fight  for  Missouri,  253. 

2  Official  Records,  Series  I,  Vol.  Ill,  57  ff. 
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shrunk  to  about  5,000  effective  troops.  If  he  remained 
stationary,  he  would  be  surrounded  and  captured;  if 
he  retreated  from  Springfield,  he  would  leave  the  south¬ 
western  section  of  Missouri,  with  its  farm  resources, 
lead  mines,  and  thousands  of  volunteers,  to  the  enemy. 
He  would  have  to  traverse  a  rough  country,  and  cross 
many  difficult  streams  and  ravines.  To  do  this  with  some 
5,000  disheartened  men,  his  passage  encumbered  by  400 
army  wagons,  along  roads  blocked  by  crowds  of  refu¬ 
gees,  would  at  best  be  a  slow  and  painful  operation. 
To  do  it  with  a  powerful  army  hanging  on  his  heels 
and  a  force  of  cavalry  harrying  his  flanks  might  be 
dangerous. 

Yet  Lyon’s  duty  was  clear — it  was  to  go  back.  A 
council  of  his  officers  three  days  before  the  battle  showed 
that  most  believed  a  retreat  to  be  proper  and  even  im¬ 
perative.  The  second  in  command  to  Lyon  was  General 
John  T.  Schofield,  who  always  declared  that  the  fruit¬ 
less  sacrifice  at  Wilson’s  Creek  was  unnecessary  and 
wholly  unjustifiable.  As  he  wrote  long  afterward,  “our 
retreat  to  Holla  was  open  and  perfectly  safe,  even  if 
begun  as  late  as  the  night  of  the  ninth.  A  few  days 
or  a  few  weeks  at  most  would  have  made  us  amply 
strong  to  defeat  the  enemy  and  drive  him  out  of  Mis¬ 
souri,  without  serious  loss  to  ourselves.”  Schofield  urged 
this  opinion  upon  Lyon  with  vehemence.  As  for  Fre¬ 
mont’s  orders,  on  August  6,  he  sent  a  letter  to  Lyon 
which  reached  the  latter  on  the  9th;  and  although  this 
letter  has  unfortunately  been  lost,  we  have  two  state- 
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ments,  corroborating  one  another,  as  to  its  contents. 
Both  Schofield  and  Fremont  tell  us  that  it  instructed 
Lyon  that  if  he  were  not  strong  enough  to  maintain  his 
position  at  Springfield,  he  should  fall  back  toward  Holla 
until  he  was  met  by  reinforcements.1  But  Lyon  was 
headstrong,  he  exaggerated  the  disaster  to  the  loyal 
citizens  of  the  region  if  he  abandoned  them  to  the  Con¬ 
federate  wrath,  and  he  moved  out  to  attack  McCul¬ 
loch’s  force  of  more  than  twice  his  numbers. 

It  was  desperate,  it  was  foolhardy,  it  was  blame¬ 
worthy,  but  it  was  sublime,  and  the  news  of  that  hope¬ 
less  attack  and  its  tragic  result  sent  a  thrill  through¬ 
out  the  North.  In  the  faint  summer  dawn  of  August 
10,  Franz  Sigel  fell  suddenly  with  1,200  men  upon  the 
enemy’s  flank,  while  simultaneously  Lyon  with  3,700 
troops  went  into  action  against  their  left  center.  Sigel 
was  repulsed,  but  Lyon  drove  the  enemy  out  of  their 
camp,  and  then  as  the  morning  advanced  threw  back 
attack  after  attack  by  the  Confederates,  desperately  try¬ 
ing  to  regain  their  positions.  Within  its  limits,  it  was 
one  of  the  fiercest  encounters  of  the  Civil  War.  The 
two  main  lines  of  battle,  Federal  and  Confederate,  were 
less  than  a  thousand  yards  in  length.  Yet  along  this 
line  almost  every  available  company  was  brought  into 
action.  The  Confederates  would  appear  out  of  the  bil¬ 
lowing  smoke  in  ranks  three  or  four  deep,  one  file  lying 
down  to  fire,  another  kneeling,  and  one  or  two  standing, 
and  they  sometimes  pushed  to  within  thirty  or  forty 

1  MS.  Memoirs;  John  T.  Schofield,  Forty-Six  Years  in  the  Army,  40. 


Battle  of  Wilson’s  Creek,  near  Springfield,  Missouri,  August  10,  1861 
(The  drawing  shows  Lyon,  on  horseback,  rallying  his  troops  for  a  counter-attack  upon  the  Confederates. 

From  Harper  s  Weekly.) 
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yards  of  the  Union  rifles  and  cannon  before  they  were 
repulsed.  Both  Price  and  Lyon  exhibited  the  greatest 
personal  gallantry,  Lyon  receiving  three  wounds  with¬ 
out  going  to  the  rear.  At  last,  a  final  heavy  assault 
was  made  by  the  Confederates,  and  Lyon,  leaping  upon 
a  horse  and  waving  his  hat  in  air,  called  to  some  frag¬ 
ments  of  reserves  to  close  ranks  and  plunge  into  the 
melee.1  A  part  of  the  Second  Kansas  surged  forward 
beside  him,  and  as  they  met  the  Confederate  line  a  ball 
pierced  Lyon’s  breast.  He  fell  from  his  horse  and  died 
almost  instantly.  A  few  minutes  later,  at  half -past 
eleven  in  the  morning,  the  chief  surviving  officers  held 
a  hasty  council  and  gave  the  order  to  the  Federals  to 
retreat. 

As  graphic  accounts  of  the  battle  of  Wilson’s  Creek — 
for  so  it  was  called — appeared  in  the  Northern  press, 
and  as  Lyon’s  body  with  much  pomp  and  public  sor¬ 
row  was  taken  from  city  to  city  to  be  buried  at  his 
New  England  home,  the  first  loud  criticism  of  Fremont 
arose.  It  was  easy  to  say  that  he  should  have  reinforced 
Lyon,  and  many  said  it.  It  was  not  so  easy  to  say  that 
Lyon  should  have  retreated;  nobody  outside  Missouri 
knew  that  Fremont  had  ordered  him  to  do  so  unless  he 
were  certain  of  his  safety,  for  Fremont  never  published 
his  letter.  Nobody  knew  how  Cairo  had  been  implor¬ 
ing  Fremont  for  men,  how  limited  were  his  forces  at  St. 
Louis,  and  how  insistent  President  Lincoln  had  been 
that  Cairo  should  be  safeguarded  at  all  costs.  The  con- 

1  Official  Records,  Series  I,  Vol,  III,  62, 
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sequence  was  that  Fremont  was  attacked  then  and 
later  for  a  catastrophe  which  it  had  been  almost  beyond 
his  power  to  prevent. 

Once  the  criticism  of  Fremont  was  fairly  loosed,  it 
found  much  upon  which  to  feed.  No  man  on  earth  could 
have  taken  charge  of  the  chaotic  Department  of  the 
West,  no  general  could  have  tried  to  bring  prepared 
armies  out  of  that  confusion  of  unpreparedness,  with¬ 
out  committing  blunders  and  making  enemies.  Fre¬ 
mont’s  blunders  were  peculiarly  unhappy,  and  his  ene¬ 
mies  were  soon  a  host. 

His  industry  was  unceasing,  and  within  a  few  weeks 
he  had  to  his  credit  an  important  list  of  achievements,  to 
which  his  defenders  were  later  able  to  point  with  warm 
praise.  He  policed  the  city,  stopped  the  Confederate 
recruiting  which  had  been  openly  conducted  at  the  Bert- 
hold  Mansion,  and  made  life  and  property  secure.  He 
ordered  General  John  Pope  to  northern  Missouri, 
and  gave  him  instructions  to  organize  local  committees 
of  safety  and  halt  the  guerrilla  warfare  being  waged 
there  by  Confederate  sympathizers.  Since  approxi¬ 
mately  ten  thousand  of  the  men  under  his  command 
were  three-months  volunteers,  and  it  was  urgently  neces¬ 
sary  to  keep  them  under  arms  while  the  raw  recruits 
were  being  drilled,  he  personally  guaranteed  their  pay 
if  they  would  stay  a  fourth  month.1  The  morale  of 
the  officers  showed  an  immediate  improvement  follow¬ 
ing  his  arrival;  tippling  ceased,  and  the  booksellers  re- 


1  MS.  Memoirs. 
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ported  an  unusual  demand  for  Hardee’s  Tactics  and 
Scott’s  Tactics .1  He  ordered  a  reorganization  of  the 
Reserve  Corps  in  St.  Louis,  to  be  enlisted  for  the  war, 
and  to  comprise  infantry,  cavalry,  and  artillery  units. 
In  the  first  few  days  after  he  assumed  command,  he  took 
possession  of  the  Iron  Mountain  and  the  Pacific  rail¬ 
roads,  stationed  small  forces  to  protect  them,  garrisoned 
Ironton  with  a  force  under  Colonel  B.  Gratz  Brown, 
and  took  equal  precautions  for  the  safety  of  Cape 
Girardeau — these  points  being  important  for  the  de¬ 
fense  of  St.  Louis. 

Arms  and  money  were  desperately  needed  in  the  De¬ 
partment;  many  of  the  soldiers  had  long  been  unpaid, 
and  some  volunteers  as  they  arrived  had  to  be  set  drill¬ 
ing  with  sticks,  while  even  the  trained  men  were  armed 
with  almost  anything;  some  with  smooth  bores,  some 
with  rifled  muskets,  and  some  with  nothing  but  sabers.2 
As  July  closed,  he  appealed  to  the  War  Department 
agent  in  New  York.  The  Adams  Express  Company, 
he  wired,  would  bring  by  passenger  train  any  arms 
directed  to  him;  “send  everything  you  have”;  the 
arsenal  was  empty;  “we  must  have  arms — any  arms, 
no  matter  what.”  At  the  same  time,  he  appealed  directly 
to  Lincoln : 3 

I  am  sorely  pressed  for  want  of  arms.  I  have 
arranged  with  Adams  Express  Company  to  bring 

1  N.  Y.  Herald,  Aug.  12,  1861. 

2  MS.  Memoirs. 

3  Official  Records,  Series  I,  Vol.  Ill,  416. 
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me  everything  with  speed,  and  will  buy  arms  today 
in  New  York.  Our  troops  have  not  been  paid, 
and  some  regiments  are  in  a  state  of  mutiny,  and 
the  men  whose  term  of  service  is  expired  gener¬ 
ally  refuse  to  enlist.  I  lost  a  fine  regiment  last 
night  from  inability  to  pay  them  a  portion  of  the 
money  due.  This  regiment  had  been  intended  to 
move  on  a  critical  post  last  night.  The  treasurer 
of  the  United  States  had  here  $300,000  entirely 
unappropriated.  I  applied  to  him  yesterday  for 
$100,000  for  my  paymaster-general,  Andrews,  but 
was  refused.  We  have  not  an  hour  for  delay.  There 
are  three  courses  open  to  us.  One,  to  let  the  enemy 
possess  himself  of  some  of  the  strongest  points  in 
the  State  and  threaten  St.  Louis,  which  is  insur¬ 
rectionary.  Second,  to  force  a  loan  from  secession 
banks  here.  Third,  to  use  the  money  belonging  to 
the  government,  which  is  in  the  treasury  here.  Of 
course  I  will  neither  lose  the  state  nor  permit  the 
enemy  a  foot  of  advantage.  I  have  infused  energy 
and  activity  into  the  department,  and  there  is  a 
thorough  good  spirit  in  officers  and  men.  This 
morning  I  will  order  the  treasurer  to  deliver  the 
money  in  his  possession  to  Gen.  Andrews,  and  will 
send  a  force  to  the  treasury  to  take  the  money, 
and  will  direct  such  payments  as  the  exigency  re¬ 
quires.  I  will  hazard  everything  for  the  defence 
of  the  department  you  have  confided  to  me,  and  I 
trust  to  you  for  support. 
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Fremont’s  plan  was  to  take  the  field  with  his  army 
as  soon  as  possible ;  and  he  argued  that  in  order  to  hold 
St.  Louis  as  his  base,  he  would  either  have  to  garrison 
it  with  a  considerable  force,  or  fortify  it.  As  events 
turned  out,  St.  Louis  was  soon  perfectly  safe.  At  the 
moment,  however,  his  reasoning  did  not  appear  falla¬ 
cious.  He  began  digging  a  crescent-shaped  fine  of 
intrenchments  about  the  city,  employing  not  the  new 
recruits,  who  needed  drilling  and  were  in  large  part 
unfit  for  such  heavy  work  in  the  August  heat,  but  the 
laboring  population  of  St.  Louis.  The  city  was  full 
of  turbulent  unemployed  men,  their  families  in  want, 
who  presented  a  constant  danger  of  riots,  and  the  dis¬ 
tribution  of  fair  government  wages  was  an  important 
factor  in  pacifying  the  community.  In  the  same  way, 
Fremont  planned  to  fortify  Cape  Girardeau,  Ironton, 
Holla,  and  Jefferson  City,  and  thus  enable  small  garri¬ 
sons  to  hold  the  state  tranquil.1  Enlisting  a  confidential 
agent,  or,  in  plain  English,  a  spy,  named  Captain 
Charles  D’Arnaud,  the  General  sent  him  within  the 
Confederate  lines,  to  prepare  a  correct  map  of  the  high¬ 
ways,  bridges,  and  forts  in  Kentucky  and  western  Ten¬ 
nessee,  and  to  ascertain  the  probable  movements  of  the 
enemy.  D’Arnaud  shortly  returned  with  much  of  the 
desired  information,  and  with  useful  maps  of  Fort 
Henry  and  Fort  Donelson,  then  being  constructed. 

In  order  to  expedite  the  transportation  of  troops, 
Fremont  promptly  took  two  steps  of  great  importance. 


1  MS.  Memoirs. 
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The  railroads  entering  St.  Louis  had  different  termi¬ 
nals,  some  of  them  far  from  the  river.  The  General 
had  a  union  station  built  and  fortified  on  the  river  bank, 
so  that,  upon  a  day’s  notice,  20,000  troops  could  be 
moved  through  the  city  from  a  point  on  one  railway 
to  a  point  on  another.  Troops  arriving  from  Illinois 
could  be  ferried  directly  to  the  station  with  all  their 
supplies,  without  need  of  wagons  to  haul  them  through 
the  streets.  It  was  a  common-sense  move.  At  the 
same  time,  Fremont  began  to  organize  a  river  service. 
He  asked  Governor  Morton  of  Indiana,  as  it  turned 
out,  ineffectually,  for  some  regiments  of  men  experi¬ 
enced  in  steamboating;  and  upon  his  own  authority 
he  sent  for  a  veteran  river  captain  in  St.  Louis,  Thomas 
Maxwell,  and  authorized  him  to  organize  a  “marine 
corps”  of  pilots,  engineers,  mates,  firemen,  and  sailors, 
three  companies  in  all.1  On  the  very  day  he  crossed 
the  Mississippi  to  take  command,  Fremont  directed  his 
chief  of  staff,  Asboth,  to  find  out  what  river  boats  were 
available  for  refitting  as  gunboats.  Asboth  and  Fiala, 
as  it  happened,  were  familiar  with  the  armed  craft  used 
by  the  Austrians  upon  the  lower  Danube.  Within  a 
short  time,  not  only  were  a  number  of  old  steamers  be¬ 
ing  armed  and  ironclad,  but  a  fleet  of  much-needed  new 
mortar  boats  and  gunboats  was  being  constructed.  Cap¬ 
tain  James  B.  Eads  was  frequently  at  headquarters, 
and  the  drawing  of  the  plans  was  given  into  his 
control. 

1  Senate  Ex.  Doc.  11%,  57th  Congress,  1st  session,  p.  195  ff. 
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Unfortunately,  while  Fremont  was  carrying  through 
these  constructive  labors,  he  was  making  a  series  of 
errors,  small  in  detail  but  large  in  the  aggregate,  which 
were  destined  to  cost  him  dear.  Reports  soon  reached 
the  East  that  he  was  vain,  capricious,  and  arrogant.  It 
was  complained  that  he  had  taken  for  his  headquarters 
an  elegant  private  mansion  at  a  rental  of  $6,000  a  year ; 
that  the  Hungarian  and  Garibaldian  officers  whom  he 
had  brought  as  his  personal  staff  wore  gaudy  uniforms 
and  used  fantastic  titles;  that  he  clattered  through  the 
streets  with  an  ostentatious  bodyguard;  that  he  was  so 
hedged  about  with  sentinels  that  it  was  impossible  to 
see  him  on  business;  that  he  issued  commissions  and 
gave  out  contracts  in  a  shockingly  irregular  way;  and 
that  he  and  his  assistants  were  almost  criminally  ex¬ 
travagant.  1  He  was  accused  of  surrounding  himself 
with  a  knot  of  flatterers,  and  of  ignoring  able  but  plain- 
spoken  men. 

In  these  charges,  unhappily,  there  was  a  limited 
element  of  truth.  Fremont’s  use  of  the  splendid  resi¬ 
dence  of  Colonel  J.  B.  Brant  on  Chouteau  Avenue  was 
entirely  proper,  for  it  enabled  him  to  house  under  one 
roof  the  whole  administrative  activities  of  his  Depart¬ 
ment.  Here,  on  the  second  floor,  he  had  his  desk,  that 
of  General  Asboth,  his  secretaries  John  R.  Howard 
and  William  Dorsheimer,  and  a  few  other  men.  Large 
tables  were  placed  in  the  room  and  covered  with  maps, 
diagrams,  calculations  of  distances,  and  similar  mate- 

1  Nicolay  and  Hay,  Lincoln,  IV,  412. 
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rial  prepared  with  care  by  Asboth.1  Downstairs  were 
the  other  staff  officers.  In  the  basement  was  a  veritable 
arsenal,  from  which  arms  and  ammunition  were  dealt  out 
for  emergency  service.  But  Fremont  guarded  the  ap¬ 
proaches  by  such  an  array  of  sentries  that  men  com¬ 
plained  it  was  like  capturing  the  Gorgon’s  head  to 
fight  their  way  in.  General  G.  B.  Farrar,  who  brought 
an  important  message  from  Springfield,  declared  that 
it  took  him  three  days  to  gain  an  audience  with  Fre¬ 
mont;  that  there  were  guards  at  the  street  corners, 
guards  at  the  gate,  guards  at  the  outer  door,  guards 
at  the  office,  and  a  whole  regiment  of  troops  in  the 
adjacent  barracks.2 

The  personnel  and  titles  of  Fremont’s  staff  were  cer¬ 
tain  to  grate  upon  rough  and  practical  westerners.  He 
had  brought  with  him  not  merely  the  Hungarians 
named,  and  Major  Charles  Zagonyi,  who  organized  a 
spirited  cavalry  battalion,  but  such  Italians  as  Captain 
Antonio  Cattanco,  Captain  Ajace  Saccippi,  and  Lieu¬ 
tenant  Dominica  Occidone.3  There  were  twenty-eight 
staff  members,  altogether  too  many.  Some  of  them 
bore  sonorous  and  absurd  foreign  names — “adletus  to 


1  Gustav  Koerner,  Memoirs,  II,  170  ff.  Of  course  the  fact  that  Brant  was  a 
relative  of  Mrs.  Fremont’s  made  the  $6000  rental  seem  suspicious  to  some.  Actually 
it  was  not  excessive. 

2  Ida  M.  Tarbell,  Life  of  Abraham  Lincoln,  II,  Ch.  24.  As  page  in  the  Fremont 
headquarters  there  served  a  lad  named  Francis  Grierson,  who  had  been  born  in 
England  and  reared  in  Illinois,  and  who  was  destined  to  become  a  noted  mystic 
and  essayist.  His  impressions,  recorded  in  Chapter  22  of  The  Valley  of  Shadows; 
Recollections  of  the  Lincoln  Country,  have  slender  historical  value  but  great  literary 
charm.  He  was  impressed,  as  a  boy  would  be,  by  the  pomp  and  parade  surrounding 
the  headquarters,  and  by  the  strangeness  of  the  foreign  officers. 

8  St.  Louis  Democrat,  July  26,  1861. 


(Fremont,  Jessie,  and  two  friends,  1861.  From  the  Meserve  (Fremont  as  Major-general,  1861.  Photograph  by 

collection.)  Brady,  from  the  Meserve  collection.) 

Fremont  in  the  “Hundred  Days” 
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the  chief  of  staff,”  “commander  of  the  bodyguard,” 
“musical  director,”  and  “military  registrator  and  ex¬ 
peditor.”  Among  the  fifteen  aides-de-camp  were  several 
politicians,  who  received  no  pay  but  lent  their  assist-* 
ance  in  order  to  exert  their  influence  upon  affairs.  They 
included  Owen  Love  joy,  a  portly,  kindly,  rhetorically 
eloquent  gentleman,  who  sat  in  Congress  for  the  Prince¬ 
ton  district  of  Illinois,  and  who,  embittered  by  the 
death  of  his  brother  Elijah  many  years  before  at  the 
hands  of  an  anti- Abolitionist  mob,  was  warmly  opposed 
to  slavery;  John  A.  Gurley,  well  known  as  an  Aboli¬ 
tionist  leader  and  a  representative  from  Ohio ;  and  Rep¬ 
resentative  John  P.  C.  Shanks  of  Indiana,  also  of  radi¬ 
cal  antislavery  views.  This  trio  was  close  to  Fremont, 
as  were  also  young  Howard  and  young  Dorsheimer, 
his  immediate  secretaries.  Dorsheimer,  a  lawyer  with 
a  Harvard  education,  had  ability,  and  later  rose  to  be 
lieutenant-governor  of  New  York,  but  his  aristocratic 
elegance  (he  had  a  valet  to  dress  and  undress  him) 
amused  many  observers.  Gustav  Koerner,  a  brilliant 
young  German-American,  served  on  the  staff  as  the 
representative  of  Governor  Yates  of  Illinois. 

Unfortunate  in  some  members  of  his  personal  staff, 
Fremont  was  unfortunate  also  in  several  officers  of  the 
regular  army  whom  he  found  stationed  in  St.  Louis. 
The  most  important,  bustling,  and  obnoxious  of  these 
was  Colonel  John  McKinstry,  the  quartermaster-gen¬ 
eral,  who  was  made  provost-marshal  of  St.  Louis  when 
the  city  was  placed  under  martial  law.  A  tall,  dashing 
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fellow,  with  dark  complexion,  resolute  features,  and 
“an  eye  like  Mars  to  threaten  and  command,”  he  looked, 
especially  when  galloping  about  the  streets,  the  beau 
ideal  of  a  soldier.1  But  he  had  always  been  unpopular 
in  the  Army,  and  now  as  censor  of  the  activities  of  the 
St.  Louisians  he  was  hated  by  the  people  with  fierce 
intensity.  His  refusal  to  let  anyone  enter  or  leave  the 
city  without  passes,  his  rule  that  nobody  should  be  on 
the  streets  after  9  p.  m.,  and  nther  restrictions,  aroused 
bitter  complaint.  He  was  the  cause  of  much  of  the 
unpopularity  which  quickly  enveloped  Fremont. 

Fremont  cannot  be  exonerated  from  blame  for  the 
chaos,  friction,  and  extravagance  which  arose;  a  com¬ 
mander  with  more  practical  vigor  and  savoir-faire  would 
have  cut  through  many  of  the  difficulties  directly.  He 
would  have  mastered  affairs,  instead  of  letting  them 
master  him.  In  a  word,  the  General  lacked  high  execu¬ 
tive  ability.  Yet  a  great  deal  can  be  said  in  defense  of 
Fremont.  Much  of  the  irregularity  in  letting  contracts, 
the  general  confusion,  and  the  tactless  exclusion  of  im¬ 
portant  visitors,  arose  from  the  fact  that  he  was  crushed 
under  a  mountain  of  labor.  He  had  to  conduct  an 
enormous  correspondence  with  the  Governors  of  the 
states  and  territories  in  his  Department,  with  Washing¬ 
ton  officials,  with  his  scattered  commands,  and  with 
private  citizens.  It  was  more  than  Dorsheimer,  How¬ 
ard,  and  his  devoted  wife,  Jessie,  who  shortly  arrived 
at  the  Brant  mansion,  could  manage.  His  troops  were 
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strewn  all  over  the  West — part  in  Missouri,  part  in 
Kansas,  part  in  Chicago,  part  in  southern  Illinois,  and 
soon  part  in  Paducah,  Kentucky.  Once  he  kept  his 
telegraphers  busy  thirty-six  hours  without  intermission.1 
With  the  lesson  of  Bull  Run  before  him,  he  had  resolved 
not  to  move  forward  till  he  had  organized  his  force  and 
collected  adequate  supplies;  and  Washington,  intent  on 
the  eastern  armies,  hindered  rather  than  aided  him. 

Necessarily,  he  had  to  depute  much  business  to  sub¬ 
ordinates,  who  sometimes  managed  it  badly.  Breezy 
western  citizens,  who  thought  that  everybody,  whether 
President,  Senator,  or  General,  should  stop  and  give 
them  a  half  hour’s  chat,  were  turned  hack  by  sentries 
with  a  curt  “What’s  your  business?”  or,  if  they  gained 
entry,  found  Fremont  preoccupied  and  hurried.  They 
went  out  denouncing  him  as  aristocratic  and  cold,  when 
he  was  only  protecting  his  time.  Fremont’s  green  staff 
made  constant  mistakes,  for  they  did  not  know  the  dif¬ 
ference  between  a  rascally  contract  hunter  and  a  dis¬ 
tinguished  citizen  of  St.  Louis,  and  sometimes  admitted 
the  former  while  debarring  the  latter.  Their  inexperi¬ 
ence  conspired  with  Fremont’s  own  impatience  of  red 
tape  to  produce  many  irregularities.  The  unauthorized 
issuance  of  commissions  became  the  despair  of  the  War 
Department,  while  orders  and  requisitions  were  fre¬ 
quently  signed  without  scrutiny.  General  Schofield 
tells  us  that  he  went  repeatedly  to  Fremont  for  au¬ 
thority  to  have  certain  rifled  guns  in  the  St.  Louis  ar- 

r 

1 N.  Y.  Herald,  Aug.  12,  1861. 
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senal  issued  to  his  new  artillery  regiment;  that  he  al¬ 
ways  received  the  authority,  but  before  he  got  to  the 
armory  it  was  invariably  countermanded  by  telegraph ; 
and  that  finally  he  suggested  to  Fremont  that  he  be 
sent  East  to  procure  fieldpieces  and  equipment.  Fre¬ 
mont  at  once  acquiesced,  bade  Schofield  sit  down  and 
write  the  necessary  order,  and  “signed  it  without  read-, 
ing.”  Even  a  well-known  and  able  Missouri  member 
of  Congress,  John  Phelps,  came  down  the  steps  of 
the  Brant  House  in  high  dudgeon,  complaining  that 
he  could  see  nobody  and  get  no  business  attended  to. 

In  many  ways  the  Department  of  the  West  in  the 
middle  of  August,  1861,  seemed  a  mess;  and  yet  the 
mess  was  by  no  means  altogether  Fremont’s  fault,  while 
he  had  accomplished  much  that  was  of  permanent  value. 

The  increasing  storm  of  criticism,  made  louder  by 
prejudice  and  ignorance,  and  swelled  by  the  clamor 
of  selfish  “patriots”  who  had  been  refused  contracts 
for  horses,  beef,  mules,  or  wagons,  and  who  were  highly 
disgruntled,1  dismayed  and  disconcerted  Fremont.  He 
winced  under  the  attacks.  At  the  same  time,  in  the 
first  weeks  after  Lyon’s  defeat  and  the  retreat  of  his 
shattered  army  to  Holla,  the  military  situation  seemed 
full  of  the  gravest  peril. 

The  Union  leaders  believed  that  there  were  now  60,- 
000  or  70,000  armed  rebels  in  the  state,  of  whom  per¬ 
haps  40,000  were  Missourians.  Troops  had  suddenly 
appeared  in  great  force  from  Arkansas,  Tennessee,  and 
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other  states,  and  with  the  benefit  of  the  comprehensive 
military  plan  matured  by  Leonidas  Polk  and  others, 
had  overrun  half  the  state.  Living  on  the  country, 
they  were  seizing  the  horses,  grain,  meat,  clothing,  and 
other  supplies  of  Union  citizens.1  Meanwhile,  in  the 
central  and  northern  part  of  Missouri,  the  rebel  guer¬ 
rillas,  recruited  from  the  countrysides,  were  committing 
the  most  appalling  outrages.  They  were  burning 
bridges,  wrecking  railway  trains,  cutting  telegraphs, 
raiding  farms,  and  falling  in  sudden  force  upon  exposed 
Union  units,  only  to  scatter  again  in  a  hundred  direc¬ 
tions.  Their  warfare  was  driving  the  loyal  population 
by  thousands  to  take  refuge,  penniless,  in  Illinois,  Iowa, 
and  Kansas.  There  seemed  danger  that  parts  of  the 
state  would  become  a  howling  wilderness.  N obody  knew 
where  Pillow  and  McCulloch  would  strike  next. 

It  was  under  these  circumstances  that  Fremont,  who 
believed  some  decisive  stroke  to  be  necessary,  resolved 
suddenly  upon  a  proclamation  of  military  emancipation. 
In  this  step  he  was  unquestionably  urged  forward  by 
his  immediate  associates.  There  were  two  parties  among 
the  loyal  citizens  of  Missouri,  the  radical  Union  men  or 
“charcoals,”  and  the  conservatives,  or  “claybanks.”  The 
former,  who  included  most  of  the  Germans,  believed  in 
aggressive,  uncompromising  action,  while  the  latter  ad¬ 
vocated  patience,  conciliation,  and  caution.  It  was  the 
former  who  surrounded  Fremont,  and  who,  with  Love- 
joy,  Gurley,  and  Shanks  among  their  spokesmen,  had 


1  See  summary,  N.  Y.  Tribune,  Sept.  2,  1861. 
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obtained  a  marked  influence  with  him.  They  held  a 
decided  conviction  with  regard  to  the  slaves  of  rebels. 
Secession,  they  reasoned,  had  destroyed  all  the  consti¬ 
tutional  protection  and  safeguards  which  formerly 
shielded  southern  citizens;  it  was  now  perfectly  legal 
to  confiscate  the  property  of  men  in  arms,  and  slaves 
were  of  course  property.  Every  report  of  outrage  and 
destruction  in  peaceful  Union  counties,  of  depredations 
by  bushwhackers  and  guerrilla  gangs,  was  an  argument 
for  stern  measures.1  Men  were  being  killed  and  their 
homes  wiped  out.  Should  the  Federal  Government  hes¬ 
itate  to  free  the  slaves  of  the  miscreants  responsible  for 
such  acts?  To  this  view,  Mrs.  Fremont  was  completely 
won  over,  and  she  added  her  arguments  to  those  of 
Love  joy  and  Gurley. 

How  long  Fremont  debated  the  question  with  himself 
and  others,  we  do  not  know;  but  he  himself  tells  us 
that  when  he  decided  to  act,  he  moved  with  his  accus¬ 
tomed  impetuosity:  2 

The  State  outside  of  the  fortified  points  was  be¬ 
coming  more  and  more  unsettled.  The  farmers 
would,  when  notified,  join  the  camps  of  the  rebel 
commanders  in  great  numbers,  suddenly  augment¬ 
ing  their  forces,  and  then,  if  the  projected  raid  or 
attack  was  deferred,  would  return  again  to  their 
homes,  reducing  the  force  correspondingly. 

In  this  manner,  however,  it  was  impossible  to 

1  Cf.  Official  Records,  Series  I,  Vol.  Ill,  417. 
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foresee  which  point  would  be  threatened  next,  and 
failing  sufficient  troops  to  control  the  State  through 
force  of  arms,  it  became  necessary  to  devise  some 
means  to  prevent  this  guerrilla  warfare.  The  credit 
of  the  government  was  about  used  up,  and  it  had 
so  lost  prestige  through  the  non-payment  of  its 
debts  to  the  soldiers,  and  those  who  furnished  the 
supplies,  that  it  was  regarded  with  contempt  by 
the  Secessionists,  and  many  Unionists  came  to 
doubt  its  power  to  compel.  For  many  days  and 
nights  the  situation  had  been  a  most  anxious  one  for 
Gen.  Fremont;  with  unfilled  requisitions  in  Wash¬ 
ington,  commanders  of  troops  demanding  reinforce¬ 
ments  where  there  were  none  to  give,  troops  clam¬ 
oring  for  pay  when  there  was  no  money.  .  .  .  He 
determined  to  force  the  rebel  sympathizers,  who  did 
not  join  the  rebel  armies  as  soldiers,  to  remain  at 
home,  and  to  make  them  feel  that  there  was  a  pen¬ 
alty  for  rebellion,  and  for  aiding  those  who  were  in 
rebellion. 

On  the  morning  of  the  30th  of  August,  shortly 
after  daybreak,  Mrs.  Fremont  found  Gen.  Fre¬ 
mont  at  his  desk.  He  had  sent  for  Mr.  Edward 
Davis,  of  Philadelphia,  who  arrived  as  she  came. 
It  was  sufficiently  light  to  see  plainly,  and  the 
General  said,  “I  want  you  two,  but  no  others.” 
Then  in  the  dawn  of  the  new  day,  he  read  the 
Emancipation  Order,  that  first  gave  freedom  to 
the  slaves  of  rebels,  and  which  he  had  thought  out 
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and  written,  in  the  hours  taken  from  his  brief  rest¬ 
ing  time. 

The  proclamation  with  which  Fremont  thus  took 
the  nation  by  surprise  declared  that  he  found  it  neces¬ 
sary  to  thrust  aside  the  provisional  governor  and  as¬ 
sume  the  administrative  powers  of  the  disordered  state ; 
that  all  Missouri  would  thenceforth  be  under  martial 
law;  that  the  lines  of  the  Union  Army  should  for  the 
present  be  understood  to  extend  from  Leavenworth  by 
way  of  Jefferson  City,  Holla,  and  Ironton  to  Cape 
Girardeau  on  the  Mississippi;  that  all  persons  found 
with  arms  in  their  hands  north  of  these  lines  should  be 
tried  by  court-martial,  and  if  guilty,  should  be  shot; 
and  that  “the  property,  real  and  personal,  of  all  per¬ 
sons  in  the  state  of  Missouri  directly  proven  to  have 
taken  an  active  part  with  their  enemies  in  the  field  is 
declared  to  be  confiscated  to  the  public  use,  and  their 
slaves,  if  any  they  have,  are  hereby  declared  freemen.” 
His  intention  was  to  penalize  the  disloyal  slave  owners 
of  northern  and  central  Missouri  who  were  organizing 
or  supporting  the  guerrilla  warfare  of  those  regions. 
But  his  action  had  a  far  wider  significance.  The  con¬ 
flict  had  thus  far  been  a  war  to  preserve  the  Union, 
and  no  member  of  the  Administration  and  no  general 
had  suggested  any  other  object;  the  effect  of  Fremont’s 
proclamation,  if  sustained  and  its  principles  applied  in 
other  fields,  would  be  to  convert  it  into  a  war  to  liber¬ 
ate  the  slaves. 


Major-General  Sterling  Price 


Major-General  David  Hunter 


Lieutenant-General  Leonidas  Polic 


Adjutant-General 
Lorenzo  Thomas 

Four  Figures  of  the  “Hundred  Days” 
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Already  many  radical-minded  Northerners,  including 
of  course  the  Abolitionists,  had  demanded  just  this. 
Gerrit  Smith,  in  an  open  letter  to  Fremont’s  staff  as¬ 
sistant,  Owen  Love  joy,1  dated  July  12,  had  said  that 
the  Government  was  right  to  call  for  millions  in  money 
and  hundreds  of  thousands  of  soldiers  if  they  were  really 
needed  to  put  down  the  rebellion.  “But  why  take  a 
costly  and  weary  way  to  put  it  down,”  he  asked,  “when 
a  cheap  and  short  one  is  at  hand?  Why  choose  crushing 
burdens  of  debt  and  immense  human  slaughter  when 
both  can  be  avoided?  The  liberation  of  the  slaves  has 
obviously  become  one  of  the  necessities  and  therefore 
one  of  the  rights  of  the  country.  Let  the  President, 
in  his  capacity  as  commander  of  the  army,  proclaim  such 
liberation  and  the  war  would  end  in  thirty  days.”  Mon- 
cure  D.  Conway  was  putting  through  the  press  a  book, 
received  enthusiastically  by  the  newspapers  and  by 
Senator  Sumner,  entitled  “The  Great  Method  of 
Peace,”  which  declared  that  emancipation  was  the  mas¬ 
ter  key  of  victory.  Announce  it,  he  wrote  and  “every 
Southerner  would  have  to  hurry  home  to  be  his  own 
home-guard  and  his  own  home-provisioner.”  Even 
those  who  had  no  such  illusions  thought,  as  the  Tribune 
said,  that  it  was  “time  to  be  in  earnest;  that  handling 
traitors  with  kid  gloves  is  not  the  way  to  subdue  them.”  3 

Fremont’s  proclamation  of  August  30,  therefore, 
coming  at  this  moment  of  growing  antagonism  between 


1  N.  Y.  Tribune,  July  28,  1861. 
a  N.  Y.  Tribune,  Sept.  1,  1861. 
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radical  and  conservative  Northerners,  and  his  action  im¬ 
mediately  afterward  in  setting  up  a  commission  to  take 
evidence  and  in  issuing  deeds  of  manumission  to  slaves, 
fell  upon  the  country  like  a  thunderbolt. 


/ 


CHAPTER  XXXI 

FRANK  BLAIR  AND  PRESIDENT  LINCOLN 


Th  e  most  remarkable  fact  regarding  Fremont’s 
proclamation — a  fact  which  has  never  been  suffi¬ 
ciently  emphasized — is  that  he  had  thought  little,  if  at 
all,  of  its  effect  outside  of  Missouri.  He  has  been  ac¬ 
cused  by  Nicolay  and  Hay  of  drafting  it  as  an  appeal 
to  the  support  of  the  northern  radicals,  and  as  a  last 
desperate  attempt  to  regain  the  popularity  which  he 
had  lost  through  Lyon’s  defeat.  This  is  cruelly  unjust, 
and  it  also  attributes  to  the  impetuous  General  a  meas¬ 
ure  of  shrewd,  scheming  calculation  which  he  never  pos¬ 
sessed.  He  planned  the  proclamation  simply  as  a 
weapon  against  the  guerrillas  who  were  laying  north¬ 
ern  Missouri  waste;  he  designed  it,  as  he  said,  “to  place 
in  the  hands  of  the  military  authorities  the  power  to 
give  instantaneous  effect  to  existing  laws,  and  to  supply 
such  deficiencies  as  the  conditions  of  war  demand.”  It 
may  seem  extraordinary,  though  it  was  in  fact  char¬ 
acteristic,  that  he  did  not  wait  to  consult  the  Adminis¬ 
tration  on  so  momentous  a  step ;  had  he  paused  to  think 
of  its  effect  outside  the  bounds  of  his  own  Department, 
he  would  have  been  more  likely  to  do  so. 

He  was  warned,  as  he  read  it  to  his  wife  and  friend 
in  that  gray  August  dawn,  that  Washington  would  be 
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hostile.  “General,”  said  Edward  Davis,  “Mr.  Seward 
will  never  allow  this.  He  intends  to  wear  down  the 
South  by  steady  pressure,  not  by  blows,  and  then  make 
himself  the  arbitrator,”  “It  is  for  the  North  to  say 
what  it  will  or  will  not  allow,”  replied  Fremont,  “and 
whether  it  will  arbitrate,  or  whether  it  will  fight.  The 
time  has  come  for  decisive  action;  this  is  a  war  measure, 
and  as  such  I  make  it.  I  have  been  given  full  power 
to  crush  rebellion  in  this  department,  and  I  will  bring 
the  penalties  of  rebellion  home  to  every  man  found 
striving  against  the  Union.”  1 

The  reception  of  the  proclamation  has  been  often 
described,  and  it  is  sufficient  to  say  that  it  aroused 
the  enthusiasm  of  all  the  radical  antislavery  elements 
in  the  North  as  nothing  had  done  since  the  firing  on 
Fort  Sumter.  New  England  was  jubilant.  From  all 
parts  of  the  Middle  West  came  reports  that  men  were 
saying,  “Now  the  administration  is  in  earnest,”  or  “That 
looks  like  work!”  2  In  Illinois,  Lincoln’s  own  state,  the 
outburst  of  applause  was  such  as  to  give  the  President 
genuine  pain.  The  German- Americans  rose  en  masse 
to  this  new  and  higher  object  which  Fremont  seemed 
to  have  given  the  War,  and  recruiting  increased  by  a 
sudden  leap.  The  press  of  the  North  was  almost  a  unit 
in  warm  commendation.  In  Chicago,  the  Tribune;  in 
Boston,  the  Post;  and  in  New  York,  the  Times  of 
Henry  J.  Raymond,  the  Tribune  of  Horace  Greeley, 
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and  the  Evening  Post  of  William  Cullen  Bryant,  all 
praised  the  proclamation  in  high  terms.  Even  James 
Gordon  Bennett’s  Herald ,  which  had  lately  been  on  the 
side  of  the  South,  and  the  Chicago  Times ,  which  was  at 
one  time  briefly  suppressed  as  a  copperhead  organ, 
joined  in  the  chorus  of  approbation.  George  Julian,  an 
Indiana  member  of  Congress,  wrote  that  “it  stirred  and 
united  the  people  of  the  loyal  States  during  the  ten  days 
of  life  allotted  it  by  the  Government  far  more  than 
any  other  event  of  the  war.”  Perhaps  the  most  extraor¬ 
dinary  fact  was  that  Simon  Cameron,  the  secretary  of 
war,  who  was  at  his  home  ill,  thought  it  an  admirable 
stroke,  and  telegraphing  his  congratulations  to  Fre¬ 
mont,  returned  to  his  desk  ready  to  give  it  his  hearty 
endorsement.1  He  was  surprised  to  find  that  Lincoln 
was  hostile.  Sumner  was  enthusiastic.  From  that  mo¬ 
ment,  Fremont  became  more  than  a  general- — to  mil¬ 
lions,  especially  in  New  England  and  among  the  Ger¬ 
man  and  Yankee  elements  of  the  West,  he  became  a 
symbol.  His  name  represented  the  crusade  for  the  ex¬ 
tinction  of  slavery. 

How  Lincoln,  with  his  usual  calm  sagacity,  took  a 
different  and  wiser  view ;  how,  with  the  necessity  of  con¬ 
ciliating  the  hesitant  Kentuckians  in  mind,  he  patiently 
and  kindly  asked  Fremont  to  modify  his  proclamation 
— this,  too,  is  an  old  story.  His  letter  to  the  General  is 
worth  quoting  in  full : 2 


1  Simon  Cameron,  Congressional  Globe,  June  1,  1870. 
s  Nicolay  and  Hay,  Lincoln,  IV,  Ch.  24. 
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Washington,  D.  C.,  Sept.  2,  1861. 
Major-General  Fremont , 

My  Dear  Sir:  Two  points  in  your  proclama¬ 
tion  of  August  30  give  me  some  anxiety: 

First.  Should  you  shoot  a  man,  according  to  the 
proclamation,  the  Confederates  would  very  cer¬ 
tainly  shoot  our  best  men  in  their  hands  in  retalia¬ 
tion;  and  so,  man  for  man,  indefinitely.  It  is, 
therefore,  my  order  that  you  allow  no  man  to  he 
shot  under  the  proclamation  without  first  having 
my  approbation  or  consent. 

Second.  I  think  there  is  great  danger  that  the 
closing  paragraph,  in  relation  to  the  confiscation 
of  property  and  the  liberating  slaves  of  traitorous 
owners,  will  alarm  our  Southern  Union  friends  and 
turn  them  against  us ;  perhaps  ruin  our  rather  fair 
prospect  for  Kentucky.  Allow  me,  therefore,  to 
ask  that  you  will,  as  of  your  own  motion,  modify 
that  paragraph  so  as  to  conform  to  the  first  and 
fourth  sections  of  the  act  of  Congress  entitled, 
“An  act  to  confiscate  property  used  for  insurrec¬ 
tionary  purposes,”  approved  August  6,  1861,  and 
a  copy  of  which  act  I  herewith  send  you. 

This  letter  is  written  in  a  spirit  of  caution,  and 
not  of  censure.  I  send  it  by  special  messenger, 
in  order  that  it  may  certainly  and  speedily  reach 
you. 

Y ours  very  truly , 

A.  Lincoln. 


Civil  War  Steamboats 

(Vessels  such  as  Fremont,  Fiala,  and  Eads  placed  in  commission  on  the  Mississippi. 
The  three  at  the  top  are  transports.  That  at  the  bottom  is  a  small  gunboat.) 
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This  request  for  a  modification  Fremont  indiscreetly- 
refused.  His  eyes  were  bent  wholly  upon  Missouri, 
without  thought  of  the  other  border  states,  and  he  tells 
us  in  his  unpublished  memoirs  that  the  effect  there  was 
at  once  striking.  “The  Union  people  rejoiced  openly. 
The  class  of  sympathizers  with  the  South  became  quiet 
and  careful,  finding  that  they  must  respect  the  laws 
of  the  land  they  lived  in.  To  the  rebels  everywhere  it 
was  a  blow.  It  affected  not  only  their  principles  but 
their  property.”  He  wrote  to  Lincoln  a  somewhat  stub¬ 
born  explanation: 1 

Trusting  to  have  your  confidence,  I  have  been 
leaving  it  to  events  themselves  to  show  you  whether 
or  not  I  was  shaping  affairs  here  according  to  your 
ideas.  The  shortest  communication  between  Wash¬ 
ington  and  St.  Louis  generally  involves  two  days, 
and  the  employment  of  two  days  in  time  of  war 
goes  largely  toward  success  or  disaster.  I  there¬ 
fore  went  along  according  to  my  own  judgment, 
leaving  the  result  of  my  movements  to  justify  me 
with  you.  And  so  in  regard  to  my  proclamation 
of  the  30th.  Between  the  rebel  armies,  the  Pro¬ 
visional  Government,  and  home  traitors,  I  felt  the 
position  bad  and  saw  danger.  In  the  night  I  de¬ 
cided  upon  the  proclamation  and  the  form  of  it. 
I  wrote  it  the  next  morning  and  printed  it  the  same 
day.  I  did  it  without  consultation  or  advice  with 
any  one,  acting  solely  with  my  best  judgment  to 

1  Official  Records,  Series  I,  Vol.  Ill,  477. 
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serve  the  country  and  yourself,  and  perfectly  will¬ 
ing  to  receive  the  amount  of  censure  which  should 
be  thought  due  if  I  had  made  a  false  movement. 
This  is  as  much  a  movement  in  the  war  as  a  battle, 
and  in  going  into  these  I  shall  have  to  act  accord¬ 
ing  to  my  judgment  of  the  ground  before  me,  as  I 
did  on  this  occasion.  If,  upon  reflection,  your  bet¬ 
ter  judgment  still  decides  that  I  am  wrong  in  the 
article  respecting  the  liberation  of  slaves,  I  have 
to  ask  that  you  will  openly  direct  me  to  make  the 
correction.  The  implied  censure  will  be  received 
as  a  soldier  always  should  the  reprimand  of  his 
chief.  If  I  were  to  retract  of  my  own  accord,  it 
would  imply  that  I  myself  thought  it  wrong,  and 
that  I  had  acted  without  the  reflection  which  the 
gravity  of  the  point  demanded.  But  I  did  not. 
I  acted  with  full  deliberation,  and  upon  the  cer¬ 
tain  conviction  that  it  was  a  measure  right  and 
necessary,  and  I  think  so  still.  In  regard  to  the 
other  point  of  the  proclamation  to  which  you 
refer,  I  desire  to  say  that  I  do  not  think  the  enemy 
can  either  misconstrue  or  urge  anything  against  it, 
or  undertake  to  make  unusual  retaliation.  The 
shooting  of  men  who  will  rise  in  arms  against  an 
army  in  the  military  occupation  of  a  country  is 
merely  a  necessary  measure  of  defence,  and  en¬ 
tirely  according  to  the  usages  of  civilized  warfare. 
The  article  does  not  at  all  refer  to  prisoners  of  war, 
and  certainly  our  enemies  have  no  ground  for  re- 
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quiring  that  we  should  waive  in  their  benefit  any 
of  the  ordinary  advantages  which  the  usages  of 
war  allow  to  us. 

Already  Fremont  had  become  involved  in  a  corre¬ 
spondence  with  the  Confederate  commander  regard¬ 
ing  the  interpretation  of  his  article  upon  the  shooting  of 
prisoners.  On  receipt  of  Fremont’s  dispatch,  Lincoln 
in  a  courteous  letter  made  an  open  order  for  the  modi¬ 
fication: 

Sir:  Yours  of  the  8th  in  answer  to  mine  of  the  2d 
instant  is  just  received.  Assuming  that  you,  upon 
the  ground,  could  better  judge  of  the  necessities 
of  your  position  than  I  could  at  this  distance,  on 
seeing  your  proclamation  of  August  30  I  perceived 
no  general  objection  to  it.  The  particular  clause, 
however,  in  relation  to  the  confiscation  of  property 
and  the  liberation  of  slaves  appeared  to  me  to  be 
objectionable  in  its  non-conformity  to  the  act  of 
Congress  passed  the  6th  of  August  last  upon  the 
same  subjects;  and  hence  I  wrote  you,  expressing 
my  wish  that  that  clause  should  be  modified  ac¬ 
cordingly.  Your  answer,  just  received,  expresses 
the  preference  on  your  part  that  I  should  make  an 
open  order  for  the  modification,  which  I  very  cheer¬ 
fully  do.  It  is  therefore  ordered  that  the  said  clause 
of  said  proclamation  be  so  modified,  held,  and  con¬ 
strued  as  to  conform  to,  and  not  to  transcend,  the 
provisions  on  the  same  subject  contained  in  the 
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act  of  Congress  entitled,  “An  act  to  confiscate 
property  used  for  insurrectionary  purposes,”  ap¬ 
proved  August  6,  1861,  and  that  said  act  be  pub¬ 
lished  at  length,  with  this  order. 

Your  obedient  servant , 

A.  Lincoln. 

The  news  was  received  by  many  in  the  North  with 
gnashing  of  teeth.  Judge  Hoadly  of  Cincinnati  wrote 
that  the  prevalent  sentiment  in  his  city  could  be  de¬ 
scribed  only  by  the  word  “fury.”  1  “How  many  times,” 
asked  James  Russell  Lowell,  “are  we  to  save  Kentucky 
and  lose  our  self-respect?” 

This  rebuke  by  the  President  in  the  sight  of  the  na¬ 
tion  was  but  the  first  of  a  series  of  disasters  which  be¬ 
fell  Fremont.  The  next  and  the  most  catastrophic  was 
an  immediate  estrangement  between  him  and  the  pow¬ 
erful  Blair  family.  The  Blairs,  as  Lincoln  later  told 
some  friends  in  a  confidential  chat,  were  a  proud  clan, 
with  the  spirit  of  a  close  corporation,  and  with  a  ten¬ 
dency  to  go  in  a  headlong  rush  for  any  object.2  They 
were  related  to  the  Bentons  through  the  Preston  fam¬ 
ily  of  Virginia,  and  they  and  the  Fremonts  had  been 

V 

almost  lifelong  friends.  The  two  sons,  Montgomery  and 
Frank,  had  gone  to  Missouri  to  have  the  benefit  of 
Senator  Benton’s  influence  in  practicing  law;  while 
Jessie  had  spent  much  time  with  the  “old  gentleman,” 
Francis  P.  Blair,  on  his  attractive  estate  at  Silver 

1  Chase  MSS. 

2  Nicolay  and  Hay,  Lincoln,  IV,  Ch.  24. 
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Springs,  just  across  the  Maryland  line,  whither  he  had 
retired  with  his  slaves,  dogs,  and  books.  To  this  place, 
with  its  groves  and  grottoes,  she  had  brought  her  second 
baby  daughter  in  1853  to  die.  Lincoln  later  testified 
that  he  had  appointed  Fremont  as  western  commander 
at  the  earnest  solicitation  of  the  Blairs,  and  that  he  was 
their  “pet  and  protege.”  There  seemed  every  reason 
for  complete  harmony.  Yet  there  ensued  a  swift  and 
angry  breach — a  breach  which  disrupted  the  Unionists 
of  Missouri,  and  shook  the  whole  Northwest. 

The  reasons  for  the  duel  in  which  Fremont  and  the 
Blairs  engaged,  with  political  results  that  tormented  the 
Lincoln  Administration  till  the  last  year  of  the  War, 
were  complex  but  by  no  means  obscure.  Temperamen¬ 
tally,  the  men  were  certain  to  clash.  Frank  Blair  had 
taken  the  helm  in  Missouri,  and  was  the  pride  and  hope 
of  the  family.  He  was  shrewd,  direct,  practical,  and 
aggressive,1  and  the  erratic,  impetuous,  visionary  traits 
of  Fremont  grated  upon  him.  Both  were  hot-tempered 
and  tenacious.  Above  all,  Frank  Blair  expected  to 
continue  to  be  the  directing  force  in  Missouri  affairs, 
while  Fremont  had  no  intention  of  letting  anybody 
dominate  them  but  himself.  Already  the  Blair  clan 
had  shown  what  it  would  do  with  any  commander  who 
crossed  its  path  in  that  state.  A  few  months  earlier,  it 
had  taken  General  William  S.  Harney  in  hand  be¬ 
cause  he  seemed  slow  and  conservative,  and  had  broken 
him  upon  the  wheel  with  cruel  dispatch.  Frank  Blair 

1  For  a  sketch  of  Blair,  see  G.  W.  Nichols,  Story  of  the  Great  March,  97  ff. 
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had  pulled  all  the  wires  he  could  in  Missouri;  his 
brother  the  Postmaster-General,  “the  Pisistratus  of  his 
race,”  had  exerted  pressure  at  the  capital;  and  Harney 
had  been  ignominiously  removed.  Now  Frank  Blair  de¬ 
sired  to  have  his  wishes  treated  as  something  like  com¬ 
mands,  and  was  chagrined  and  angry  when  Fremont, 
with  Jessie  at  his  back,  followed  his  own  course.  Mis¬ 
souri  had  shown  signs  of  becoming  a  little  political  en¬ 
clave  of  the  Blairs;  it  dismayed  them  to  see  Fremont 
taking  steps  which  rallied  the  Germans  at  his  back  and 
which  looked  like  the  erection  of  a  possible  machine  of 
his  own. 

For  a  time  after  Fremont’s  arrival  in  St.  Louis,  all 
had  gone  with  fair  smoothness.  Montgomery  Blair 
supported  Fremont  as  best  he  could  in  Washington.  He 
encouraged  the  General  in  his  expenditures,  and  criti¬ 
cized  the  secretary  of  the  treasury  for  his  parsimonious 
ways — “Chase,”  he  wrote,  “has  more  horror  of  seeing 
Treasury  notes  below  par  than  of  seeing  soldiers  killed.” 
He  talked  with  Lincoln  about  Fremont’s  needs,  and 
criticized  Lincoln,  too — “he  is  of  the  Whig  school,  and 
that  brings  him  naturally  not  only  to  incline  to  the 
feeble  policy  of  the  Whigs,  but  to  give  his  confidence  to 
such  advisers.”  1  Frank  Blair  was  much  at  Fremont’s 
headquarters,  and  asked  and  received  not  a  few  favors. 
Among  others,  he  requested  consideration,  in  the  letting 
of  contracts,  for  his  own  friends  among  the  important 
merchants  and  manufacturers  of  St.  Louis.  This  con- 

1  Report,  Committee  on  Conduct  of  the  War,  Part  III,  115  £f. 
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sideration  was  cheerfully  granted.  But  the  time  came 
when  Fremont  denied  some  of  Blair’s  requests.  The 
two  crossed  swords  on  a  contract  which  Blair  had  prom¬ 
ised  to  an  influential  friend,  and  which  Fremont,  after 
approving,  had  reduced  by  various  cancellations.1  It 
seemed  to  Blair  that  the  General  was  not  giving  his 
patronage  to  the  right  men — that  he  was  giving  it  to 
former  California  friends  and  others  whom  Blair  char¬ 
acterized  as  “obscene  birds  of  prey.”  He  wrote  east, 
and  his  father  at  once  took  a  hand.  The  old  gentle¬ 
man  sent  a  decidedly  irritated  letter  to  Fremont.  He 
suggested  “a  copartnership  in  the  West,”  and  said  that 
he  and  his  sons  would  do  everything  in  their  power  to 
aid  the  commander  if,  on  his  part,  he  would  be  oblig¬ 
ing  to  them.  Frank,  he  added,  wanted  a  new  military 
post: 2 

I  shall  expect  you  to  exert  your  utmost  influ¬ 
ence  to  carry  my  points,  and  now  to  begin,  I  want 
to  have  Frank  made  a  militia  major-general  for 
the  State  of  Missouri.  This,  I  presume,  Gov.  Gam¬ 
ble  can  do,  and  as  Major-General  Frost  nipped 
his  military  honors  in  the  bud,  by  turning  traitor 
and  absconding  with  Jackson,  it  would  seem  but  a 
completion  of  what  was  gained  in  substituting 
Gamble  for  the  abdicating  governor,  to  make 
Frank,  as  the  military  man  of  the  State,  take  the 
position  deserted  by  Gen.  Frost.  Frank  might  have 

1  Report,  Committee  on  Conduct  of  the  War,  Part  III,  178  ff.;  202  ff. 
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accepted  a  generalship,  offered  him  by  Lincoln, 
but  he  felt  that  he  might  be  useful  in  Congress  and 
hence  declined  a  commission  from  that  quarter, 
which  would  have  vacated  his  seat  in  the  House. 
He  has  no  commission  now  and  acts  only  as  col¬ 
onel  by  the  election  of  the  regiment  and  courtesy 
of  the  army. 

Fremont  felt  unable  to  grant  this  unblushing  de¬ 
mand  and  said  so.  He  tried  to  soften  the  refusal  by 
writing  the  Blairs  that  Frank’s  regiment  would  amount 
to  a  brigade,  but  the  rebuff  stung  them.  Actually,  he 
hoped  that  Frank  Blair  would  accept  a  command  in 
the  East  and  so  cease  to  complicate  the  Missouri  situa¬ 
tion.1  But  the  elder  Blair  continued  to  insist,  by  letters 
and  telegrams,  that  Fremont  yield  to  and  cooperate 
with  his  son.  He  believed  that  Frank  was  on  the  high 
road  to  the  Presidency,  and  he  was  determined  that 
nothing  should  check  his  son’s  promising  career.  Mont¬ 
gomery  also  thought  that  Frank  was,  as  Gideon  Welles 
records,  “the  greatest  man  in  the  country.”  All  the 
ambitions  and  the  wishes  of  the  family  were  concen¬ 
trated  upon  the  young  man.  As  Lincoln  shrewdly  put 
it,  “Frank  is  their  hope  and  pride.”  2 

In  so  far  as  they  were  motivated  by  political  in¬ 
trigue  and  a  desire  for  personal  favors,  the  Blairs  ap¬ 
pear  to  poor  advantage  in  their  attack  on  Fremont;  but 
there  was  a  better  side.  Frank  Blair  came  honestly  to 

1  MS.  Memoirs* 

2  Gideon  Welles,  Diary,  III,  408;  Nicolay  and  Hay,  Lincoln,  IV,  414. 
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believe  that  Fremont  lacked  the  high  military  talents 
his  position  required.  He  thought  that  St.  Louis  was 
overwhelmingly  loyal,  and  objected  to  the  measures 
which  Fremont  and  McKinstry  took  to  police  it  under 
martial  law.  Later,  he  declared  that  Fremont’s  acts 
were  “the  offspring  of  timidity,  seeking  to  prevent  im¬ 
aginary  dangers  by  inspiring  the  terrors  with  which  he 
himself  was  haunted.”  There  was  room  for  a  sincere  di¬ 
vergence  of  opinion  upon  this  policing,  and  it  is  not  easy 
to  say  which  man  was  right.  Most  merchants  were  sym¬ 
pathetic  with  secession,  and  even  after  Fremont’s  work 
was  done,  the  secessionist  candidates  for  officers  of  the 
Chamber  of  Commerce  and  the  Mercantile  Library  As¬ 
sociation,  two  powerful  organizations,  were  elected  by 
heavy  majorities.1  Fremont’s  force  of  effective  troops 
was  much  smaller  than  it  appeared  to  be,  and  he  knew 
that  he  might  have  to  denude  the  city  of  men  to  answer 
some  urgent  call  from  the  East  or  the  West.  On  the 
whole,  his  precautions  appear  to  have  been  justified. 

Again,  Blair  condemned  the  fortification  of  St.  Louis 
as  another  evidence  of  the  same  wasteful  timidity,  and 
as  a  step  both  useless  and  in  its  execution  needlessly 
extravagant.  These  defensive  works  included  ten  forts, 
and  the  labor  on  them  was  prosecuted  until  the  middle 
of  October,  when  the  War  Department  ordered  them 
dropped.  But  here  again  Fremont  had  much  justifica¬ 
tion.  There  seemed  genuine  need  in  July  and  August, 
1861,  for  protective  measures  of  this  character,  and  the 


1  Congressional  Globe,  March  7,  1862. 
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sums  expended  were  comparatively  insignificant — about 
$800,000  in  all.  It  was  a  small  amount  compared  with 
the  money  spent  upon  the  fortification  of  Washington. 

The  defeat  and  death  of  Lyon,  a  close  friend,  was  a 
severe  shock  to  Frank  Blair,  and  in  itself  raised  a  doubt 
in  his  mind  of  Fremont’s  capacity.  Lincoln  tells  us 
that  at  first  he  spoke  of  Fremont  with  high  admiration 
and  warm  hopes  for  the  future.  “But  at  last,”  said 
Lincoln,  “the  tone  of  Frank’s  letter  changed.  It  was 
a  change  from  confidence  to  doubt  and  uncertainty. 
They  were  pervaded  with  a  tone  of  sincere  sorrow  and  of 
fear  that  Fremont  would  fail.”  General  John  M.  Scho¬ 
field  states  that  the  change  in  Frank’s  attitude  was  man¬ 
ifest  just  after  Lyon’s  defeat.  Late  in  August, 
Schofield  and  Blair  called  together  upon  Fremont  at 
the  Brant  mansion : 1 

The  general  received  me  cordially,  but,  to  my 
great  surprise,  no  questions  were  asked,  nor  any 
mention  made,  of  the  bloody  field  from  which  I 
had  just  come,  where  Lyon  had  been  killed  ...  I 
was  led  at  once  to  a  large  table  on  which  maps  were 
spread  out,  from  which  the  general  proceeded  to 
explain  at  length  the  plans  of  the  great  campaign 
which  he  was  then  preparing.  Col.  Blair  had,  I 
believe,  already  been  initiated,  but  I  listened  at¬ 
tentively  for  a  long  time,  certainly  more  than  an 
hour,  to  the  elucidation  of  the  project.  In  general 
outline  the  plan  proposed  a  march  of  the  main  army 

1 J.  M.  Schofield,  Forty-Six  Years  in  the  Army,  48  S. 
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of  the  West  through  southwestern  Missouri  and 
northwestern  Arkansas  to  the  valley  of  the  Ar¬ 
kansas  River,  and  thence  down  that  river  to  the 
Mississippi.  As  soon  as  the  explanation  was  ended, 
Col.  Blair  and  I  took  our  leave,  making  our  exit 
through  the  same  basement  door  through  which  we 
had  entered.  We  walked  down  the  street  for  some 
time  in  silence.  Then  Blair  turned  to  me  and  said : 
“Well,  what  do  you  think  of  him?”  I  replied,  in 
words  rather  too  strong  to  repeat  in  print,  to  the 
effect  that  my  opinion  as  to  his  wisdom  was  the 
same  as  it  always  had  been.  Blair  said:  “I  have 
been  suspecting  that  for  some  time.” 

It  was  a  family  maxim  that:  “When  the  Blairs  go 
in  for  a  fight,  they  go  in  for  a  funeral.”  1  So  it  was  this 
time.  The  quarrel  was  heated  enough  when  Fremont 
issued  his  emancipation  proclamation.  That  made  it 
worse,  for  the  Blair  family  took  the  President’s  view 
that  it  was  necessary  to  conciliate  the  people  of  the 
border  states,  and  to  refrain  from  direct  attacks  upon 
slavery.  Frank  Blair  when  aroused  had  all  the  dour 
fury  of  his  Scotch  Covenanter  blood.  His  letters  shortly 
stirred  up  a  hornets’  nest  in  Washington.  On  the  other 
side,  Mrs.  Fremont  came  to  her  husband’s  aid  with  all 
the  bitterness  and  vigor  she  had  inherited  from  her 
father.  It  was  a  duel  to  the  death.  When  the  smoke 

1  Cf.  Edward  C.  Kirkland,  The  Peacemakers  of  186b,  145;  A.  G.  Riddle,  The  Life 
of  Benjamin  F.  Wade,  287.  It  must  be  remembered,  in  interpreting  Montgomery 
Blair’s  attitude  toward  such  men  as  Gen.  John  Pope,  that  he  himself  had  received 
a  West  Point  training. 
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of  battle  cleared  away,  Fremont  was  a  ruined  man,  and 
the  political  future  of  the  Blairs  was  almost  hopelessly 
blasted. 

The  first  clear  intimation  the  public  had  of  this  quar¬ 
rel  came  early  in  September,  when  Lincoln  dispatched 
two  members  of  the  Blair  family,  the  Postmaster-Gen¬ 
eral  and  his  brother-in-law,  Meigs,  the  Quartermaster- 
General,  to  St.  Louis  to  make  a  thorough  inquiry  and  a 
report,  and  also  to  give  Fremont  some  friendly  advice 
and  admonition.  They  bore  a  letter  from  Lincoln  to 
General  David  Hunter  in  Chicago.  “General  Fre¬ 
mont,”  wrote  the  President,  “needs  assistance  which  it 
is  difficult  to  give  him.  He  is  losing  the  confidence  of 
men  near  him,  whose  support  any  man  in  his  position 
must  have  to  be  successful.  His  cardinal  mistake  is 
that  he  isolates  himself,  and  allows  nobody  to  see  him; 
and  by  which  he  does  not  know  what  is  going  on  in  the 
very  matter  he  is  dealing  with.  He  needs  to  have  by  his 
side  a  man  of  large  experience.  Will  you  not,  for  me, 
take  that  place?”1  Montgomery  Blair  and  Meigs  ar¬ 
rived  at  St.  Louis  on  September  12.  Their  friends  gave 
it  out  that  their  purpose  was  to  look  after  the  overland 
mails,  but  this  did  not  deceive  anyone.  Popular  gossip 
at  once  decided,  said  the  St.  Louis  correspondent  of  the 
New  York  Herald ,  that  the  Government  was  discon¬ 
tented  “with  the  way  General  Fremont  has  expended 
money  and  made  proclamations,  while  at  the  same  time 
he  does  nothing  in  the  way  of  getting  the  state  into 

1  Nicolay  and  Hay,  Lincoln,  IV,  413. 
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Federal  possession.”  1  Fremont  himself  saw  the  hand¬ 
writing  on  the  wall,  and  later  wrote : 2 

Early  in  September  [1861],  I  began  to  feel  the 
withdrawal  of  the  confidence  and  support  of  the 
Administration.  The  visits  of  high  officials  charged 
with  inquiry  into  the  affairs  of  my  department,  and 
the  simultaneous  and  sustained  attacks  of  leading 
journals  accumulated  obstructions  and  disturbed 
my  movements.  In  fact,  my  command  virtually 
endured  little  over  one  month.  But  the  measures 
which  I  had  initiated  had  already  taken  enduring 
shape. 

It  was  inevitable  that  Montgomery  Blair,  after  talk¬ 
ing  with  the  embittered  Frank  and  others  who  were 
thoroughly  prejudiced  against  Fremont,  should  come 
back  with  an  unfavorable  report.  He  decided  to  his 
own  satisfaction  that  the  public  weal  required  the  re¬ 
moval  of  Fremont,  and  on  his  return  he  made  this  rec¬ 
ommendation.3  Writing  to  Sumner,  he  declared  that 
his  brother  was  thoroughly  aroused.  “He  (Frank)  can¬ 
not  tolerate  trifling  in  a  great  cause,”  he  declared,  “and 
when  he  discovered  that  Fremont  was  a  mere  trifler, 
he  was  not  to  be  reconciled  to  seeing  the  State  overrun 
by  pro-slavery  myrmidons,  by  an  empty  proclamation 
threatening  to  deprive  them  of  their  negroes.”  Noth¬ 
ing  could  have  been  more  unfair  than  to  call  Fremont 

1  N.  Y.  Herald,  Sept.  18,  1861. 

3  Undated  MS. 

3  See  Report,  Committee  on  Conduct  of  the  War,  Part  III,  170. 
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“a  mere  trifler,”  and  yet  this  was  the  impression  of  him 
which  the  Blairs  were  doing  all  in  their  power  to  dif¬ 
fuse  in  St.  Louis  and  Washington. 

Meanwhile,  Mrs.  Fremont,  angry  and  overwrought, 
had  set  off  for  the  East  bearing  the  General’s  additional 
and  secret  reply  to  Lincoln’s  note  upon  his  proclama¬ 
tion.  She  had  determined  to  seek  a  special  interview 
with  the  President,  defend  her  husband,  and  de¬ 
nounce  his  accusers.  It  would  have  been  better  if  she 
had  stayed  at  home,  for  she  was  destined  to  do  infinitely 
more  harm  than  good,  but  she  was  never  a  woman  to 
be  held  back.  She  started  on  September  8,  taking  her 
English  maid,  and  sitting  two  days  and  two  nights  in 
the  hot,  overcrowded  train.  At  the  end  of  the  third 
day,  she  reached  Washington  and  went  to  the  Willard 
Hotel  to  meet  some  friends  from  New  York. 

As  to  the  exact  character  of  her  interview  with  Lin¬ 
coln,  we  have  two  varying  accounts  by  the  two  partici¬ 
pants.  The  President,  in  an  informal  conversation  with 
some  friends  more  than  two  years  afterward,  recorded 
by  one  of  his  secretaries,  stated  that:  “She  sought  an 
audience  with  me  at  midnight,  and  tasked  me  so  vio¬ 
lently  with  many  things,  that  I  had  to  exercise  all  the 
awkward  tact  I  have  to  avoid  quarreling  with  her.  She 
surprised  me  by  asking  why  their  enemy,  Montgomery 
Blair,  had  been  sent  to  Missouri.  She  more  than  once 
intimated  that  if  General  Fremont  should  decide  to 
try  conclusions  with  me,  he  could  set  up  for  himself.”  1 

1  Nicolay  and  Hay,  Lincoln,  IV,  Ch.  24. 
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Mrs.  Fremont’s  story  differs  in  essential  particulars 
from  this.  Her  narrative  is  probably  more  accurate 
than  Lincoln’s  casual  conversation,  some  two  years  after 
the  event,  casually  jotted  down  later  by  John  Hay, 
for  the  interview  must  have  been  burned  deep  into  her 
retentive  memory.  She  writes : 1 

I  went  for  Gen.  Fremont  to  Washington  to  give 
his  letter  into  President  Lincoln’s  hands — both  of 
us  doubted  its  reaching  him  in  the  usual  way. 

I  got  in  at  the  end  of  the  day,  tired,  for  I  had 
travelled  night  and  day  from  St.  Louis  in  an  ordi¬ 
nary  car,  and  at  once  sent  my  card  ( from  Willard’s 
Hotel)  with  a  written  request  to  know  when  I 
might  deliver  the  letter  to  the  President. 

The  messenger  brought  back  a  card  on  which 
was  written,  “Now,  at  once,  A.  Lincoln.” 

It  was  nearly  9  p.m.,  the  date  September  10 
[1861]. 

As  I  had  not  been  able  to  undress  or  lie  down 
since  leaving  St.  Louis  I  had  intended  taking  a 
bath  and  going  to  bed  at  once.  But  I  walked  over 
immediately,  just  as  I  had  been  for  two  days  and 
nights,  in  my  dusty  black  mourning  dress. 

Judge  Edward  Coles  of  New  York  city  was  with 
me. 

We  were  asked  into  the  usual  receiving  room,  the 
red  room,  next  the  large  dining  room.  After  some 
little  waiting  the  President  came  in  from  that 

1  Undated  MS. 
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dining  room  by  the  further  door,  leaving  the  door 
partly  open.  As  he  crossed  the  room  that  door 
was  still  more  widely  set  open. 

I  introduced  Judge  Coles,  who  then  stepped 
into  the  deep  doorway  leading  to  the  blue  room — 
we  were  just  by  it — and  there  he  remained  walking 
to  and  fro,  keeping  in  sight  and  hearing,  just  with¬ 
in  the  range  of  the  doorway.  F or  he  was  struck  at 
once,  as  I  was,  by  the  President’s  manner,  which 
was  hard — and  the  first  tones  of  his  voice  were  re¬ 
pelling.  Nor  did  he  offer  me  a  seat.  He  talked 
standing,  and  both  voice  and  manner  made  the  im¬ 
pression  that  I  was  to  be  got  rid  of  briefly. 

I  often  told  over  this  interview  to  friends.  It 
was  clear  to  Judge  Coles  as  to  myself  that  the 
President’s  mind  was  made  up  against  General 
Fremont — and  decidedly  against  me.  It  would 
be  too  long  to  give  you  fuller  detail.  Briefly,  in 
answer  to  his  “Well?”  I  explained  that  the  gen¬ 
eral  wished  so  much  to  have  his  attention  to  the 
letter  sent,  that  I  had  brought  it  to  make  sure  it 
would  reach  him.  He  answered,  not  to  that,  but 
to  the  subject  his  own  mind  was  upon,  that  “It  was 
a  war  for  a  great  national  idea ,  the  Union ,,  and  that 
General  Fremont  should  not  have  dragged  the 
negro  into  it , — that  he  never  would  if  he  had  con¬ 
sulted  with  Frank  Blair.  I  sent  Frank  there  to 
advise  him.”  The  words  italicized  are  exactly  those 
of  the  President. 
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He  first  mentioned  the  Blairs,  in  this  astonishing 
connection. 

It  was  a  parti  pris,  and  as  we  walked  back  Judge 
Coles,  who  heard  everything,  said  to  me,  “This  ends 
Fremont’s  part  in  the  war.  Seward  and  Mont¬ 
gomery  Blair  will  see  to  that,  and  Lincoln  does 
not  seem  to  see  the  injustice,  the  wrong  of  receiving 
secret  reports  against  him  made  by  a  man  author¬ 
ized  to  do  so,  and  as  everyone  knows,  with  his  mind 
often  clouded  by  drink  and  always  governed  by 
personal  motives.” 

The  President  said  he  would  send  me  his  answer 
the  next  day. 

The  next  day  passed  and  nothing  came  from 
him.  But  Mr.  Blair,  Sr.,  came  and  told  me  many 
things.  I  had  known  him  always  and  liked  him, 
though  Mr.  Fremont  did  not.  He  was  very  angry 
with  me  for  not  letting  Montgomery  “manage 
things.”  He  talked  angrily  and  freely,  as  was 
natural  to  one  who  had  grown  up  to  defer  to  him, 
and  in  his  excitement  uncovered  the  intentions  of 
the  Administration  regarding  the  protection  of 
slavery. 

That  caused  me  to  write  note  number  two  to 
the  President.  The  originals  of  these  must  have 
been  in  possession  of  the  secretaries.  I  have  the 
copies  which  I  kept  for  Gen.  Fremont.  I  confined 
my  request  to  asking  for  the  promised  letter,  and 
for  copies  of  the  charges  against  Mr.  Fremont. 
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In  the  President’s  answer  he  says  “not  hearing 
from  me,”  he  had  sent  the  answer  by  mail  and  de¬ 
clined  to  give  letters  without  consent  of  owners. 
Yet  he  acted  on  them  injuriously  to  the  reputation 
of  Gen.  Fremont. 

I  did  not  risk  a  direct  telegram  to  Gen.  Fre¬ 
mont,  but  through  my  English  maid  I  sent  a  cipher 
telegram  in  her  name  to  an  operator  at  headquar¬ 
ters,  a  man  we  could  trust,  and  in  that  way  the 
general  was  warned  against  being  trapped  into  any 
steps  aimed  at  by  a  show  of  “friendship”  from 
Postmaster-General  Blair.  I  returned  immediately 
to  St.  Louis  and  found  him  working  to  “modify” 
and  reshape  the  General’s  course — but  he  had  been 
listened  to  only,  and  my  arrival  ended  all  attempts 
at  concealing  their  real  conduct.  I  did  not  speak 
to  him  then,  or  ever  again. 

In  a  later  document,  the  unpublished  biographical 
memoir  of  the  explorer  written  by  his  wife  and  son, 
Mrs.  Fremont  adds  some  significant  details  to  this  brief 
narrative.1  She  states  that  when  she  handed  the  Presi¬ 
dent  the  General’s  letter,  “he  smiled  with  an  expression 
that  was  not  agreeable,”  and  stood  under  the  chandelier 
to  read  it.  Meanwhile,  trembling  with  fatigue,  she  sat 
down  uninvited.  When  he  had  finished  the  missive, 
the  President  told  her  that  he  had  already  written  the 
General,  and  that  he  knew  what  the  Administration 
wished  done.  To  this  she  replied  that  Fremont  thought 

1  MS.  Memoirs. 
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it  would  be  well  if  Mr.  Lincoln  explained  personally 
his  ideas  and  desires,  for  “the  General  feels  he  is  at  the 
great  disadvantage  of  being  perhaps  opposed  by  people 
in  whom  you  have  every  confidence.”  Lincoln  was  a 
little  startled.  “What  do  you  mean?  Persons  of  differ¬ 
ent  views?”  he  inquired.  Thereupon  Mrs.  Fremont 
began  to  talk  about  the  difficulty  of  conquering  by  arms 
alone,  and  the  necessity  of  appealing  to  the  sentiment 
of  England  and  other  nations  by  a  blow  against  slavery ; 
expressing  ideas  that  had  certainly  not  been  in  Fre¬ 
mont’s  head  when  he  issued  his  proclamation  as  an  effort 
to  intimidate  the  farmer-guerrillas  of  northern  Mis¬ 
souri.  Apparently  nettled,  the  President  said,  in  what 
she  thought  a  sneering  tone,  “You  are  quite  a  female 
politician.”  He  at  once  went  on  to  speak  vehemently 
of  Fremont’s  mistake  in  bringing  the  negro  into  the 
War. 

Mrs.  Fremont  also  writes  that  when  old  Mr.  Blair 
came  to  see  her  early  the  next  day,  he  grew  very  heated. 
“Well,”  he  said,  “who  would  have  expected  you  to  do 
such  a  thing  as  this,  to  come  here  and  find  fault  with 
the  President?  Look  what  you  have  done  for  Fre¬ 
mont;  you  have  made  the  President  his  enemy.”  1  The 
old  editor,  saying  that  Montgomery  would  talk  with 
Fremont  “and  bring  him  to  his  senses,”  gave  her  to 
understand  that  five  days  earlier  Lincoln  had  received 
from  Frank  Blair  a  letter  containing  various  charges 
against  Fremont;  and  that  it  was  because  of  this  letter 


1  Uncorrected  script  of  MS.  Memoirs. 
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that  the  Postmaster-General  had  been  sent  to  St.  Louis 
to  make  an  examination.  As  she  has  related,  she  asked 
Lincoln  in  “note  number  two”  for  a  copy  of  these 
charges.  The  President’s  reply  was  brief : 

It  is  not  exactly  correct,  as  you  say  you  were 
told  by  the  elder  Mr.  Blair,  to  say  that  I  sent  Post¬ 
master-General  Blair  to  St.  Louis  to  examine  into 
that  department  and  report.  Postmaster-General 
Blair  did  go,  with  my  approbation,  to  see  and  con¬ 
verse  with  Gen.  Fremont  as  a  friend.  I  do  not 
feel  authorized  to  furnish  you  with  copies  of  letters 
in  my  possession,  without  the  consent  of  the  writers. 
No  impression  has  been  made  on  my  mind  against 
the  honor  or  integrity  of  General  Fremont,  and  I 
now  enter  my  protest  against  being  understood  as 
acting  in  any  hostility  towards  him. 

The  combined  result  of  Mrs.  Fremont’s  display  of 
temper  in  Washington,  and  of  Montgomery  Blair’s 
highly  prejudiced  report  concerning  affairs  in  St.  Louis, 
was  unquestionably  to  deepen  the  President’s  feeling 
that  Fremont  had  been  an  unfortunate  choice  for  the 
Western  Department;  but  he  still  maintained  an  atti¬ 
tude  of  great  patience.  Meanwhile,  Mrs.  Fremont’s 
burning  resentment  against  the  Blairs,  and  her  feeling 
that  her  husband  was  being  made  the  victim  of  an  evil 
conspiracy,  rendered  her  anything  but  a  calm-minded 
and  helpful  assistant  to  the  General  at  his  headquarters. 
The  quarrel  became  more  bitter  and  vengeful  than  ever. 
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The  military  situation  in  the  West  had  been  de¬ 
veloping  rapidly  but  unevenly,  and  had  now  reached  a 
point  where  in  one  quarter  it  offered  the  brightest  hopes, 
while  in  another  it  threatened  a  second  heavy  disaster. 
The  hopeful  quarter  was  the  Mississippi  River  theater 
near  and  below  Cairo  and  Paducah.  Two  or  three  days 
before  Mrs.  Fremont  set  off  for  Washington,  a  new 
brigadier-general  named  Ulysses  S.  Grant  marched  into 
Paducah,  Kentucky,  at  the  mouth  of  the  Tennessee 
River  a  short  distance  above  Cairo,  and  took  possession 
of  this  portal  to  a  great  waterway.  He  had  acted  in 
the  nick  of  time,  without  orders  from  Fremont,  for  Polk 
was  about  to  seize  the  town.  Fremont  does  deserve 
credit,  however,  for  placing  Grant  in  command  of  the 
troops  of  southeastern  Missouri  and  southern  Illinois, 
the  region  where  the  great  campaign  to  open  up  the 
Mississippi  was  certain  to  develop.  We  are  told  by 
Fremont  that  he  chose  Grant  for  this  key  position,  when 
other  men  near  him  would  have  sent  General  John  Pope, 
and  against  the  advice  of  various  regular  officers  at 
headquarters,  because  he  had  discerned  the  man’s  un¬ 
usual  qualities.1  “I  believed  him  to  be  a  man  of  great 
activity  and  of  promptness  in  obeying  orders  without 
question  or  hesitation.  For  that  reason  I  gave  General 
Grant  this  important  command  at  this  critical  period.  I 
did  not  then  consider  him  a  great  general,  for  the  quali¬ 
ties  which  led  him  to  success  had  not  had  the  opportunity 
for  their  development.  I  selected  him  for  qualities  I 
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could  not  then  find  combined  in  any  other  man,  for 
General  Grant  was  a  man  of  unassuming  character,  not 
given  to  self -elation,  of  dogged  persistence  and  of  iron 
will.”  Grant  had  with  him  the  able  John  A.  Rawlins. 

A  great  part  of  Fremont’s  troops  were  now  disposed 
in  this  quarter,  and  he  looked  forward  to  a  rapid  move¬ 
ment  down  the  river.  The  letter  he  sent  to  Lincoln  by 
Mrs.  Fremont  was  an  outline  of  this  plan,  and  shows  a 
genuine  comprehension  of  the  strategic  situation: 1 

I  ask  your  attention  to  the  position  of  affairs 
in  Kentucky.  As  the  rebel  troops  driven  out  from 
Missouri  had  invaded  Kentucky  in  considerable 
force,  and  by  occupying  Union  City,  Hickman,  and 
Columbus,  were  preparing  to  seize  Paducah  and 
attack  Cairo,  I  judged  it  impossible,  without  losing 
important  advantages,  to  defer  any  longer  a  for¬ 
ward  movement.  For  this  purpose  I  have  drawn 
from  the  Missouri  side  a  part  of  the  force  which 
had  been  stationed  at  Bird’s  Point,  Cairo,  and  Cape 
Girardeau,  to  Fort  Holt  and  Paducah  of  which 
places  we  have  taken  possession.  As  the  rebel 
forces  outnumber  ours,  and  the  counties  of  Ken¬ 
tucky,  between  the  Mississippi  and  Tennessee 
Rivers,  as  well  as  those  along  the  latter  and  the 
Cumberland,  are  strongly  secessionist,  it  becomes 
imperatively  necessary  to  have  the  cooperation  of 
the  loyal  Union  forces  under  Generals  Anderson 

1  Official  Records,  Series  I,  Vol.  Ill,  478. 
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and  Nelson,  as  well  as  of  those  already  encamped 
opposite  Louisville,  under  Colonel  Rousseau. 

I  have  reinforced,  yesterday,  Paducah  with  two 
regiments,  and  will  continue  to  strengthen  the  posi¬ 
tion  with  men  and  artillery.  As  soon  as  Gen. 
Smith,  who  commands  there,  is  reinforced  suffi¬ 
ciently  to  enable  him  to  spread  his  forces,  he  will 
have  to  take  and  hold  Mayfield  and  Lovelaceville, 
controlling  in  this  way  the  mouths  of  both  the 
Tennessee  and  the  Cumberland  Rivers. 

Meanwhile  Gen.  Grant  would  take  possession 
of  the  entire  Cairo  and  Fulton  Railroad,  Piketown, 
New  Madrid,  and  the  shore  of  the  Mississippi  op¬ 
posite  Hickman  and  Columbus.  The  foregoing 
disposition  having  been  effected,  a  combined  at¬ 
tack  will  be  made  upon  Columbus,  and,  if  success¬ 
ful  in  that,  upon  Hickman,  while  Rousseau  and 
Nelson  will  move  in  concert  by  railroad,  to  Nash¬ 
ville,  Term.,  occupying  the  State  capital,  and,  with 
an  adequate  force,  New  Providence. 

The  conclusion  of  this  movement  would  be  a 
combined  advance  toward  Memphis,  on  the  Missis¬ 
sippi,  as  well  as  the  Memphis  and  Ohio  Railroad, 
and  I  trust  the  result  would  be  a  glorious  one  to  the 
country. 

But  while  the  prospects  in  this  quarter  looked  so 
bright,  in  northwest  Missouri  another  defeat  was  im¬ 
minent.  Here  Colonel  Mulligan,  with  the  Chicago  Irish 
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brigade  and  some  other  troops,  2,800  in  all,  had  just 
taken  up  a  position  at  the  town  of  Lexington,  on  the 
Missouri  River.  A  greatly  superior  Confederate  army 
under  General  Sterling  Price  was  advancing  upon  him 
from  southwestern  Missouri,  where  the  battle  of  Wil¬ 
son’s  Creek  had  caused  the  enlistment  of  many  rebel 
volunteers.  Mulligan  appealed  desperately  for  rein¬ 
forcements,  and  labored  frenziedly  in  gathering  muni¬ 
tions  and  forage  and  entrenching  himself.  On  Septem¬ 
ber  18th,  Price  began  his  attack.  The  result  was  never 
in  doubt,  and  though  the  Irish  soldiers  made  a  gallant 
defence,  on  the  20th  the  Union  forces,  their  water  sup¬ 
ply  cut  off,  were  compelled  to  surrender.  It  was  an 
even  more  stinging  humiliation  for  the  North  than  the 
defeat  of  Lyon.  For  several  days,  the  fate  of  Lexing¬ 
ton  had  been  uncertain,  and  the  newspapers  had  re¬ 
ported  every  step  in  the  drama  to  a  nation  anxiously 
awaiting  the  final  news.  When  it  was  realized  that  an 
army  had  been  lost,  and  that  eight  guns  with  invaluable 
stores  had  fallen  into  the  Southern  hands,  a  tremendous 
cry  of  indignation  went  up. 

The  Missouri  River,  though  low  at  that  season,  was 
open.  It  seemed  feasible  to  send  Federal  troops  up  it 
by  steamboat.  There  were  Union  detachments  at  vari¬ 
ous  points  in  northern  Missouri,  some  wdthin  short 
marching  distance.  Why,  men  demanded,  did  not  Fre¬ 
mont  hurry  reinforcements  to  Lexington  in  time  ? 

In  actual  fact,  Fremont  was  by  no  means  so  blame¬ 
worthy  as  he  seemed,  and  was  again  largely  the  victim 


Battle  op  Lexington,  Missouri,  September,  1861 

(Shows  the  Union  forces  entrenched  about  the  college  and  its  boarding-house,  and  attacked  by  Price  from  the  sur¬ 
rounding  hills,  ravines,  and  buildings.  From  Frank  Leslie  s  Illustrated  Newspaper) 
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of  circumstances.  His  Department  was  still  poor  in 
properly  trained  men.  It  happened  that  Schuyler  Col¬ 
fax  arrived  in  St.  Louis  on  September  14,  when  the 
whole  city  was  excited  by  the  news  that  Price  was 
marching  on  the  brave  force  at  Lexington.  Colfax  hur¬ 
ried  to  Fremont’s  headquarters,  and  asked  him  if  he 
could  not  send  troops  to  the  rescue.  The  general  re¬ 
plied:  “Mr.  Colfax,  I  will  tell  you,  confidentially,  how 
many  men  we  have  in  St.  Louis,  though  I  would  not 
have  it  published  on  the  streets  for  my  life.  The  opinion 
in  the  city  is  that  we  have  20,000  men  here,  and  this 
gives  us  strength.  If  it  were  known  here  what  was  the 
actual  number,  our  enemies  would  he  promptly  in¬ 
formed.”  He  rang  for  the  muster  rolls,  and  Colfax  read 
them.  They  showed  that  there  were  in  and  about  the 
city  6,890  men,  home  guards  and  all;  and  of  this  force 
there  were  only  two  full  regiments,  the  remainder  being 
fragmentary  and  undisciplined  forces  of  from  250  to 
600  men.  “This,”  said  Colfax,  “is  not  really  enough  for 
the  proper  defense  of  St.  Louis;  but  even  so,  couldn’t 
you  spare  some  for  the  emergency?”  He  tells  us  that 
tears  stood  in  Fremont’s  eyes  as  the  General  handed  him 
two  telegrams. 

One  telegram  was  from  Secretary  of  War  Cameron, 
dated  September  14,  and  it  stated  that  the  President 
had  determined  to  call  upon  him  for  “five  thousand  well- 
armed  infantry,  to  be  sent  here  without  a  moment’s 
delay.”  The  other  was  from  Winfield  Scott  of  the  same 
date.  “Detach  five  thousand  infantry  from  your  de- 
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partment,  to  come  here  without  delay,”  it  ordered,  “and 
report  the  number  of  troops  that  will  be  left  with  you. 
The  President  dictates.”  Colfax  asked  Fremont  if  he 
could  not  expostulate  with  the  Government.  “No,”  said 
he,  “that  would  be  insubordination,  with  which  I  have 
already  been  unjustly  charged.  The  capital  must  be 
again  in  danger,  and  must  be  saved,  even  if  Missouri  fall 
and  I  sacrifice  myself.”  1 

Fremont  hurriedly  telegraphed  to  Governor  Morton 
of  Indiana  and  Governor  Dennison  of  Ohio  for  help, 
and  both  replied  that  they  were  under  orders  to  send 
all  available  troops  to  the  East.  He  sent  orders  on 
September  13  and  14  to  General  Pope  at  Palmyra, 
General  Sturgis  at  Mexico,  and  General  Jefferson  C. 
Davis  at  Jefferson  City,  to  march  troops  at  once  to 
the  relief  of  Lexington.2  Pope  in  reply  promised  that 
by  the  18th  he  would  have  two  full  regiments  of  in¬ 
fantry,  one  hundred  and  fifty  cavalry,  and  four  pieces 
of  artillery  in  the  threatened  town,  and  that  by  the 
19th  he  would  have  4,000  soldiers  there.  Yet  none  of 
them  arrived.  Jefferson  C.  Davis  set  out,  but  let  his 
troops  fire  into  each  other  in  the  darkness,  and  failed 
to  reach  his  objective.  Sturgis  came  within  a  few  miles 
of  the  river  on  the  bank  opposite  Lexington,  and  then 
upon  hearing  of  Price’s  overwhelming  force,  timidly 
and  inexcusably  retired,  though  if  he  had  gone  on  he 
would  probably  have  turned  the  day.  In  a  word,  every- 


1  Congressional  Globe,  March  7,  1862,  p.  1128. 
8  Fr&mont  Order-Book. 
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thing  went  wrong,  and  Fremont  was  left  to  shoulder  the 
blame  for  other  men’s  failures. 

It  was  now  a  perfect  storm  of  blame  and  abuse  that 
the  General  was  facing,  and  only  the  fervent  faith  of 
great  masses  of  Northern  haters  of  slavery  in  his  ear¬ 
nestness  and  ability  enabled  him  to  continue  his  work. 
The  St.  Louis  Evening  News  assailed  Fremont  so  bit¬ 
terly  that  he  suppressed  it  for  a  day  and  arrested  its 
proprietor — a  very  indiscreet  step,  for  which  friendly 
newspapers  in  the  East  properly  criticized  him.  A 
malignant  letter  appeared  in  the  National  Intelligencer , 
asking  why  with  his  60,000  “splendidly  equipped”  sol¬ 
diers,  “the  very  elite  of  the  West,”  he  did  not  drive 
the  half -naked  and  poorly  armed  rebels  out  of  the  state.1 
Signed  “A  Missourian,”  it  bore  every  evidence  of  com¬ 
ing  from  Frank  Blair,  and  was  reprinted  all  over  the 
North.  Dispatches  from  Washington  declared  that  the 
President  and  the  Cabinet  were  “amazed”  that  Fre¬ 
mont  had  failed  to  relieve  Mulligan.2  Exaggerated 
stories  of  the  extravagance  in  his  Department  passed 
from  mouth  to  mouth.  His  enemies  sneered  over  an 
order  for  500  tons  of  ice  which  he  had  written,  and 
talked  of  the  sherry  cobblers  which  he  and  his  officers 
expected  to  enjoy;  when  the  ice  was  really  supplied  on 
a  requisition  from  the  surgical  staff,  and  was  to  be 
used  in  the  western  hospitals.  He  was  accused  of  sur¬ 
rounding  himself  with  a  set  of  sharpers  and  adventurers 


1  Cf.  N.  Y.  Herald,  Sept.  21,  1861. 

*  N.  Y.  Herald,  N.  Y.  Tribune,  Sept.  23,  24,  1861. 
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from  California,  and  of  winking  at  their  thievery. 
Worst  of  all,  Frank  Blair  and  others  gave  currency  to 
the  report  that  he  was  thinking  of  a  western  military 
republic,  similar  to  that  which  Sam  Houston  had  set 
up  in  Texas.  It  was  a  ridiculous  charge,  but  it  found 
believers.1 

At  this  juncture,  in  the  middle  of  September,  Fre¬ 
mont  suddenly  caused  great  excitement  in  St.  Louis  by 
placing  Frank  Blair  under  arrest.  He  telegraphed 
Secretary  Cameron  that  “information  of  such  positive 
character  has  come  to  my  knowledge,  implicating  Col. 
F.  P.  Blair,  Jr.,  1st  Missouri  Volunteers,  in  insidious 
and  dishonorable  efforts  to  bring  my  authority  into  con¬ 
tempt  with  the  government,  and  to  undermine  my  in¬ 
fluence  as  an  officer,  that  I  have  ordered  him  in  arrest, 
and  shall  submit  charges  to  you  for  his  trial.”  2  The 
hatred  between  the  two  men  was  now  intense.  Neither 
would  listen  to  reason  regarding  the  other.  Blair  sin¬ 
cerely  believed  that  Fremont  was  an  incompetent  and 
wasteful  trifler,  and  that  his  retention  in  authority  en¬ 
dangered  the  whole  West.  Fremont,  for  his  part,  sin¬ 
cerely  believed  that  Blair  was  a  designing  scoundrel, 
who  was  under  the  influence  of  liquor  a  great  part  of  the 
time,  and  basely  selfish  all  of  the  time.  He  and  Mrs. 
Fremont  attributed  Blair’s  conduct  to  anger  because 
Fremont  had  courageously  refused  improper  requests 
made  by  him  or  in  his  behalf.  They  state  in  their  manu- 

1  See  Tarbell,  Lincoln,  II,  Ch.  24,  for  Dr.  Emil  Preetorius’  angry  statement  on 
this  charge;  he  pronounces  Fremont  “a  patriot  and  a  most  unselfish  man.” 

2  MS.  Memoirs. 
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script  memoirs  that  Blair  had  early  brought  two  of  his 
friends  to  the  General,  and  demanded  that  they  be  given 
a  contract  for  supplying  40,000  men  with  clothing  and 
other  equipment,  although  a  supply  of  such  magnitude 
was  not  necessary  at  that  time,  and  it  was  not  desirable 
to  place  so  large  an  order  in  the  hands  of  one  firm. 
They  believed  he  was  willing  to  wreck  the  Union  cause 
to  satisfy  his  private  designs  and  grudges. 

Thus  did  two  leaders,  laboring  strenuously  in  the 
same  cause  and  each  animated  by  the  highest  purposes, 
regard  one  another  as  virtual  traitors.  Blair  had  long 
possessed  an  enthusiastic  following  in  Missouri.  Fre¬ 
mont  was  almost  idolized  by  many  of  the  Germans  and 
by  his  own  radical  coterie.  The  quarrel  divided  the 
Unionists  of  the  state  into  two  glowering  factions,  and 
went  far  toward  paralyzing  their  activities  in  the  war. 
Blair  was,  of  course,  soon  released  from  arrest;  and  to 
answer  many  lurid  rumors,  he  printed  a  letter  in  the 
St,  Louis  Republican  declaring  that  the  dispute  was  not 
personal,  but  related  only  to  public  business.1  The  ani¬ 
mosity  between  the  two  groups,  however,  showed  no 
abatement,  and  it  was  evident  that  the  drama  was  ap¬ 
proaching  its  denouement. 

1  See  N.  Y.  Herald,  Sept.  28,  1861. 
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THE  END  OF  THE  “HUNDRED  DAYS” 


Th  e  first  summer  of  the  War  was  passing  into 
autumn;  McClellan  was  still  drilling  his  Army 
of  the  Potomac,  still  sneering  at  the  Administration  in 
letters  to  his  wife,  still  timidly  exaggerating  the  forces 
of  the  enemy;  Secretary  Cameron  was  rapidly  and 
steadily  losing  the  confidence  of  intelligent  observers; 
and  northerners  looked  back  upon  a  series  of  defeats 
— Bull  Run,  Ball’s  Bluff,  Wilson’s  Creek,  Lexington — 
with  scarcely  a  victory  to  counterbalance  them.  The 
nation  was  stirring  restively  and  beginning  to  demand 
that  the  Administration  give  it  commanders  who  would 
move  forward  and  win  victories.  To  this  demand,  Mc¬ 
Clellan  was  deaf ;  while  Fremont,  with  a  comparatively 
weaker  and  much  more  poorly  equipped  force,  was 
necessarily  keenly  aware  of  it.  He  was  working  night 
and  day  under  a  sword  of  Damocles,  and  he  knew  that 
within  a  few  weeks  the  thread  which  sustained  it  would 
probably  break.  He  had  but  one  hope.  Before  those 
weeks  expired,  he  must  win  a  victory  which  would  re¬ 
store  his  prestige  and  cause  the  Administration  to  stay 
its  hand. 

Fremont  had  realized  this  fact  at  once  when  Lexing¬ 
ton  fell.  Reporting  the  disaster  to  Winfield  Scott,  he 
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added  in  an  effort  to  forestall  criticism:  “I  am  taking 
the  field  myself,  and  hope  to  destroy  the  enemy,  either 
before  or  after  the  junction  of  forces  under  McCulloch. 
Please  notify  the  President  immediately.”  To  this, 
General  Scott  replied  that  the  President  was  glad  to 
see  him  hastening  to  the  scene  of  action;  “his  words  are, 
‘he  expects  you  to  repair  the  disaster  at  Lexington  with¬ 
out  loss  of  time.’  ” 

Sterling  Price,  with  his  booty  and  prisoners,  was  re¬ 
treating  from  Lexington  to  join  McCulloch’s  army  in 
southwestern  Missouri.  Fremont  at  once  reorganized 
his  available  troops  in  five  divisions,  and  ordered  the 
five  commanders,  Pope,  McKinstry,  Hunter,  Sigel,  and 
Asboth,  to  concentrate  at  once  at  Springfield,  which  was 
still  held  by  the  enemy.  It  was  easy  to  give  the  order, 
but  for  the  commanders  to  obey  was  a  different  matter. 
At  once  it  became  clear  that  the  divisions  were  without 
adequate  transportation,  rations,  uniforms,  or  muni¬ 
tions  for  a  campaign.  Congressman  Gurley  was  fren- 
ziedly  writing  Lincoln  on  October  1  that  the  lack  of 
supplies  was  scandalous  and  that  if  Fremont  were  not 
given  men,  money,  and  arms,  even  St.  Louis  might  fall. 

President  Lincoln  had  now  virtually  made  up  his 
mind  to  remove  Fremont,  but  with  his  usual  patience 
he  determined  first  to  send  Secretary  Cameron,  who 
had  rather  inclined  to  Fremont’s  side,  to  make  a  per¬ 
sonal  inquiry.  He  gave  Cameron  an  authorization  to 
displace  the  General  at  once  if  he  thought  it  expedient, 
but  asked  for  careful  action.  The  Secretary  stopped  in 
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St.  Louis,  talked  with  the  Blair  group,  and  near  the 
middle  of  October  reached  the  new  field  headquarters 
of  Fremont  at  Tipton.  He  found  everything  in  con¬ 
fusion,  with  the  man  badly  in  need  of  arms,  ammunition, 
and  clothing.  “I  had  an  interview  with  Gen.  Fremont,” 
he  wrote  the  President  on  October  14,  “and  in  conversa¬ 
tion  with  him  showed  him  an  order  for  his  removal.  He 
was  very  much  mortified,  pained,  and,  I  thought,  humili¬ 
ated.  He  made  an  earnest  appeal  to  me,  saying  that 
he  had  come  to  Missouri,  at  the  request  of  the  Govern¬ 
ment,  to  assume  a  very  responsible  command,  and  that 
when  he  reached  this  state  he  found  himself  without 
troops  and  without  any  preparation  for  an  army;  that 
he  had  exerted  himself,  as  he  believed,  with  great  en¬ 
ergy,  and  now  had  around  him  a  fine  army,  with  every¬ 
thing  to  make  success  certain;  that  he  was  now  in  pursuit 
of  his  enemy,  whom  he  believed  were  now  within  his 
reach ;  and  that  to  recall  him  at  this  moment  would  not 
only  destroy  him,  but  render  his  whole  expedition  use¬ 
less.  In  reply  to  this  appeal,  I  told  him  that  I  would 
withhold  the  order  until  my  return  to  Washington, 
giving  him  the  interim  to  prove  the  reality  of  his  hopes 
as  to  reaching  and  capturing  the  enemy,  giving  him  to 
understand  that,  should  he  fail,  he  must  give  place  to 
some  other  officer.  He  assured  me  that,  should  he  fail, 
he  would  resign  at  once.”  1  Cameron  felt  that  he  acted 
generously  in  not  making  the  dismissal  immediate.  Both 
Pope  and  Hunter  had  expressed  to  him  a  highly  un- 

1  Nicolay  and  Hay,  Lincoln,  IV,  430. 
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favorable  opinion  of  Fremont’s  capacities  and  acts,  and 
both  regarded  the  apparent  plan  of  campaign  with 
mystified  surprise. 

Fremont  was  now,  indeed,  in  an  agonizing  position. 
Frank  Blair  was  continuing  his  attacks  with  increasing 
bitterness.  Released  from  arrest  on  September  24, 
1861,  at  the  request  of  his  brother  Montgomery,  Blair 
had  been  stung  by  certain  accompanying  rebukes  from 
Fremont.  The  general  had  accused  him  of  using  his 
family  position  to  lay  unsustained  accusations,  in  pri¬ 
vate  letters,  before  the  President.  At  once,  Blair  pub¬ 
lished  a  letter  to  Adjutant-General  Lorenzo  Thomas.1 
He  declared  that  he  had  committed  no  impropriety, 
“but  have  performed  my  simple  duty  to  the  government 
in  the  act  to  which  the  letter  refers,  which  was,  more¬ 
over,  done  at  the  instance  of  the  President  himself.” 
At  the  same  time,  he  served  notice  that  he  would  submit 
charges  in  official  form,  to  be  laid  before  the  President 
as  a  basis  for  a  court-martial  of  Fremont.  For  this 
letter  and  because  he  refused  to  resume  his  sword,  as  he 
was  ordered,  Fremont  had  Blair  re-arrested.  Just  be¬ 
fore  leaving  St.  Louis  for  the  field,  the  General  poured 
out  his  pent-up  feelings  in  a  letter  to  a  New  York 
friend : 2 

I  .  .  .  send  you  this  hurried  note  in  the  midst 
of  the  last  arrangements  before  leaving. 

We  have  to  contend  with  an  enemy  having  no 

1  N.  Y.  Herald,  Oct.  9,  1861. 

2  Published  in  St.  Louis  Democrat,  Sept.  28,  1861. 
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posts  to  garrison  and  no  lines  of  transportation  to 
defend  or  guard,  whose  whole  force  can  be  turned 
at  will  to  any  one  point,  while  we  have  from  Lea¬ 
venworth  and  from  Fort  Scott  to  Paducah  to  keep 
protected. 

I  wish  to  say  to  you  that,  though  the  position  is 
difficult,  I  am  competent  to  it,  and  also  to  meet 
the  enemy  in  the  field.  I  am  not  able  at  the  same 
time  to  attend  to  the  enemy  at  home.  It  is  a  shame 
to  the  country  that  an  officer  going  to  the  field,  his 
life  in  his  hands,  solely  actuated  by  the  desire  to 
serve  his  country  and  win  for  himself  its  good 
opinions,  with  no  other  objects,  should  be  destroyed 
by  a  system  of  concentrated  attacks  utterly  with¬ 
out  foundation.  Charges  are  spoken  of  when  there 
are  none  to  be  made.  What  is  the  object  of  the 
repetition  of  these  falsehoods,  except  to  familiarize 
the  public  mind  to  the  idea  that  something  is 
wrong?  Already  our  credit,  which  was  good,  is 
shaken  in  consequence  of  the  newspaper  intima¬ 
tions  of  my  being  removed.  Money  is  demanded 
by  those  furnishing  supplies.  To  defend  myself 
would  require  the  time  that  is  necessary  to  and  be¬ 
longs  to  my  duty  against  the  enemy.  If  permitted 
by  the  country,  this  state  of  things  will  not  fail  to 
bring  on  disorder.  .  .  .  My  private  character 
comes  in  only  incidentally.  I  defend  it  because, 
naturally,  his  reputation  is  dear  to  any  man;  but 
only  incidentally.  This  is  the  foundation  of  many 
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of  ray  acts,  and  will  be  if  I  stay  here.  Everything 
that  hurts,  impedes,  or  embarrasses  the  work  en¬ 
trusted  to  me  I  strike  at  without  hesitation.  I  take 
the  consequences.  The  worst  that  can  happen  to 
me  is  relief  from  great  labor. 

The  advance  toward  southwestern  Missouri  in  pur¬ 
suit  of  Price’s  retreating  army  lurched  forward  as  rap¬ 
idly  as  the  unfavorable  circumstances  would  allow. 
Fremont  and  his  staff  were  at  Jefferson  City  on  Sep¬ 
tember  27,  1861,  and  found  a  multitude  of  difficulties 
awaiting  them  at  Camp  Lilly,  as  the  place  had  been 
named  in  honor  of  the  General’s  daughter.  A  thousand 
wagons  sent  him  from  the  East  had  proved  to  be  made 
of  rotten  wood,  and  were  breaking  down  everywhere 
on  the  roads  and  in  the  streets.1  By  October  7,  all  the 
troops  which  Fremont  had  been  able  to  collect  were 
on  the  road  for  Tipton,  160  miles  from  St.  Louis,  where 
they  again  paused.  Rations  were  scanty,  and  sometimes 
the  men  were  on  half  their  proper  allowance  of  food. 
Large  herds  of  cattle  had  to  be  collected  by  foraging 
parties  and  tons  of  corn  brought  in  to  be  ground  at 
Fremont’s  portable  mills.  There  was  a  dearth  of 
horses  and  wagons,  and  the  march,  as  one  young  aide 
said,  was  a  continual  “wait  for  the  wagon.” 

Yet  the  obstacles  were  slowly  overcome,  and  Fre¬ 
mont’s  hopes  rose  higher  and  higher.  Writing  to  J essie 
in  St.  Louis,  he  boasted  that  his  men  would  emulate  the 
fine  marches  of  the  California  Battalion.  “The  army 

1  John  R.  Howard,  Remembrance  of  Things  Past,  Ch.  19. 
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is  in  the  best  of  spirits,  and  before  we  get  through  I  will 
show  you  a  little  California  practise,  that  is,  if  we  are 
not  interrupted.”  Dreams  of  a  great  and  spectacular 
achievement  floated  before  his  eyes.  He  would  scatter 
Price’s  army  and  push  rapidly  on  south.  “My  plan  is 
New  Orleans  straight,”  he  wrote,  “Foote  to  join  on  the 
river  below.  I  think  it  can  be  done  gloriously,  especially 
if  secrecy  can  be  kept.  ...  It  would  precipitate  the 
war  forward  and  end  it  soon  and  victoriously.”  1 

The  middle  of  October  found  his  steadily  growing 
army  under  way  for  Warsaw  on  the  Osage  River,  where 
the  fleeing  Price  had  burned  the  bridge  behind  him. 
Here  a  trained  engineer,  using  men  from  the  ranks,  suc¬ 
ceeded  in  stretching  a  pontoon  bridge,  800  feet  long, 
across  the  stream  within  thirty-six  hours.  Some  of 
the  lumber  came  from  the  demolition  of  old  houses,  but 
most  of  it  was  cut  green  in  the  neighboring  woods.  It 
was  no  sooner  finished  than  the  army  was  streaming 
forward  again  upon  Springfield,  the  key  to  that  section 
of  the  state  and  the  city  near  which  Lyon  had  met  de¬ 
feat  two  months  earlier.  The  General  had  communi¬ 
cated  his  impossible  dream  to  his  men,  and  the  watch¬ 
word  went  about:  “New  Orleans  and  home  again  by 
summer!”  2 

Fremont  paid  little  heed  to  obstacles  in  this  march, 
and  where  horses  and  wagons  were  lacking,  sent  off  into 
the  country  about  for  them.  He  had  established  supply 

1  Jessie  Benton  Fremont,  The  Story  of  the  Guard,  72  ff.,  85  ff. 

2  Jessie  Benton  Fremont,  The  Story  of  the  Guard,  45,  46. 
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depots  with  about  a  million  rations  at  Tipton  and  two 
million  at  Jefferson  City;  but  he  was  enough  for  a  fron¬ 
tiersman  to  know  how  to  subsist  in  large  part  on  the 
country  and  to  meet  problems  as  they  arose.  Food 
taken  from  loyal  citizens  was  paid  for  in  government 
orders;  that  taken  from  secessionists  was  simply  con¬ 
fiscated.1  Most  of  his  division  commanders  showed  the 
same  spirit  and  co-operated  zealously  in  the  advance. 
The  glaring  exception  was  John  Pope,  whose  unex¬ 
plained  failure  to  reinforce  Mulligan  at  Lexington, 
after  promising  to  do  so,  still  rankled  in  Fremont’s 
mind.  “Pope,”  said  Frank  Blair  later,  out  of  intimate 
knowledge,  “is  a  braggart  and  a  liar,  with  some  courage, 
perhaps,  but  not  much  capacity.”  2  Rising  in  time  to 
high  command,  he  made  an  utter  botch  of  his  brief  cam¬ 
paign  against  Lee.  He  had  done  well  in  stamping  out 
the  guerrilla  warfare  in  northern  Missouri,  but  he  now 
showed  what  can  only  be  called  a  spirit  of  insubordi¬ 
nation. 

When  Fremont  ordered  him  to  join  in  the  forward 
movement,  Pope  wrote  to  Hunter  that  he  was  stupefied 
by  the  way  in  which  the  General  ignored  actual  condi¬ 
tions.  “There  is  not  transportation  enough,”  he  said, 
“to  move  this  army  one  hundred  yards.”  He  declared 
that  there  was  no  proper  organization  into  brigades 
and  divisions,  and  that  there  were  no  supply  trains  nor 
cavalry.  These  statements  were  partly  inaccurate,  and 


1  MS.  Memoirs. 
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showed  a  disposition  to  magnify  every  possible  objec¬ 
tion.  The  ragged,  ill-armed,  ill-supplied  Confederates, 
living  on  the  country,  found  no  difficulty  in  moving 
where  they  liked.  Pope  had  caught  the  spirit  of  con¬ 
tempt  for  Fremont  in  certain  St.  Louis  and  Washing¬ 
ton  circles,  and  knew  that  powerful  men  would  only 
too  gladly  support  his  recalcitrance.  To  Hunter,  he 
wrote  a  few  days  later  in  a  tone  of  sheer  impudent  scorn 
of  his  commander: 1 

I  received  your  note  yesterday  morning  and  I 
am  really  sorry  I  could  not  come  down  to  see  you 
before  I  left  Syracuse.  I  am  anxious  to  know  the 
result  of  the  Secretary’s  visit  and  its  object.  Upon 
his  action  on  the  subject,  in  my  judgment,  rests  the 
safety  of  this  command  from  great  suffering.  If 
we  attempt  to  go  south  of  the  Osage  without  sup¬ 
plies  for  at  least  a  month,  and  without  much  bet¬ 
ter  preparation  for  everything  than  exists  now,  I 
do  not  believe  that  one  half  of  these  troops  will  ever 
return  alive.  The  winter  is  coming  on  us.  The 
men  of  this  division  are  without  overcoats,  their 
clothes  in  rags,  and  only  one  blanket  apiece;  no 
provision  trains  or  depots  organized,  and,  so  far 
as  I  can  see,  no  object  in  view. 

I  shall,  however,  move  from  here  and  occupy  the 
point  designated,  with  five  regiments,  being  all  I 
can  get  anything  like  transportation  for.  I  can, 
perhaps,  carry  eight  or  ten  days’  rations  for  the 

1  Fremont  MSS.,  dated  Oct.  18,  1861;  of  Official  Records,  Series  I,  Vol.  Ill,  527. 


End  or  the  “Hundked  Days”  609 

five  regiments  by  making  very  short  marches.  .  .  . 

Each  division  commander  is  left  to  himself.  I 
don’t  know  where  to  look  for  provisions  short  of  St. 
Louis,  or  where  for  quartermaster  or  any  other 
stores,  short  of  the  same  place,  neither  do  I  know 
to  whom  I  can  apply  for  anything  this  side  of  St. 
Louis.  I  have  written  and  telegraphed  for  300,000 
rations,  as  I  intend  to  establish  at  Otterville  a 
depot  of  provisions  and  of  such  stores  as  I  can  get 
for  my  own  command.  Altogether,  this  is  the  most 
remarkable  campaign  I  ever  saw,  heard  of  or  read 
of. 

Fremont  believed,  upon  the  information  of  his  scouts, 
that  at  a  point  a  little  beyond  Springfield  the  Confed¬ 
erates  would  face  about  and  give  battle  to  him.  There 
is  indeed  fairly  complete  evidence  to  sustain  this  view 
of  their  intentions.  Price  wrote  to  his  superiors  that : 1 
“I  am  now  falling  back  on  Pineville,  where  Gen.  Mc¬ 
Culloch  and  myself  have  concluded  to  make  a  stand. 
Should  the  Federal  forces  advance  from  Springfield  for 
the  purpose  of  attacking  us,  we  will  act  on  the  defen¬ 
sive,  depending  on  the  rugged  nature  of  the  country  to 
compensate  for  any  inequality  in  numbers.  Our  posi¬ 
tion  will  be  so  chosen  that  we  will  be  able  to  make  our 
artillery  effective.”  McCulloch  also  wrote  that  he  had 
agreed  with  Price  to  fight  a  battle  in  Missouri,  although 
the  combined  Confederate  armies  amounted  only  to 
about  17,000  men,  and  he  feared  the  outcome.  Pine- 

1  Official  Records,  Series  I,  Vol.  Ill,  781,  732, 
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ville  is  a  county  seat  in  the  extreme  southwestern  corner 
of  Missouri.  But  Pope,  Hunter,  and  the  Washington 
authorities,  lacking  Fremont’s  special  information,  felt 
almost  certain  that  the  Confederates  would  not  pause 
until  they  were  safe  in  the  wilds  of  Arkansas,  and  that 
Fremont  was  conducting  a  wild-goose  chase.  To  Pope, 
it  seemed  a  criminal  enterprise,  and  he  declared : 1 

When  our  forces  have  succeeded  in  reaching 
Neosho,  or  Arkansas  itself,  what  is  to  be  accom¬ 
plished,  or  rather  what  does  any  sane  man  suppose 
will  be  the  result?  The  prospect  before  us  is  ap¬ 
palling,  and  we  seem  to  be  led  by  madmen.  Of 
course,  Gen.  Fremont  and  the  men  around  him, 
whose  official  existence  depends  upon  his  not  being 
superseded,  are  desperate.  But  should  they  be 
permitted  to  drag  to  destruction,  or  at  least  to  great 
and  unnecessary  suffering,  the  30,000  men  of  this 
army,  for  no  other  purpose  than  to  save,  if  possible, 
their  own  official  lives  ? 

While  Major  Zagonyi  and  his  so-called  Fremont 
Bodyguard  of  picked  cavalrymen,  one  hundred  and 
fifty  strong,  were  delivering  their  victorious  and  memor¬ 
able  charge  against  the  Confederate  garrison  at  Spring- 
field,  and  while  Fremont’s  army  was  pushing  beyond 
that  town,  the  sands  of  the  President’s  patience  were 
running  out.  He  feared  the  loss  of  invaluable  men  in 
the  hills  of  Arkansas.  Adjutant- General  Lorenzo 

1  Fremont  MSS.;  Pope  to  Hunter,  Oct.  26,  1861, 
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Thomas  had  gone  to  St.  Louis  along  with  Secretary 
Cameron  and  had  made  an  inspection  of  his  own,  and 
upon  his  return  he  published  a  report 1  caustically  ar¬ 
raigning  Fremont  for  incompetence,  extravagance  and 
irregularity.  Thomas  had  moved  exclusively  in  the 
Blair  circle  in  Missouri,  and  had  formed  his  conclusions 
there.  He  declared,  naturally  enough,  that  in  the 
opinion  of  many  observers  Fremont  “is  more  fond  of 
the  pomp  than  of  the  realities  of  the  war — that  his  mind 
is  incapable  of  fixed  attention  or  strong  concentration — 
that  by  his  mismanagement  of  affairs  since  his  arrival 
in  Missouri,  the  State  has  almost  been  lost — and  that 
if  he  is  continued  in  command  the  worst  results  may  be 
anticipated.  “This  conclusion  he  supported  by  a  series 
of  hearsay  allegations.  It  was  obviously  a  prejudiced 
witness  who  would  talk  about  the  state  being  lost  when 
order  was  wholly  restored  and  the  last  important  Con¬ 
federate  force  was  scurrying  for  Arkansas.  Many  men 
knew  that  Thomas  disliked  Fremont,  that  he  had  op¬ 
posed  Fremont’s  appointment,  and  that  from  the  be¬ 
ginning  he  had  spoken  abusively  of  Fremont.2  More¬ 
over,  his  allegations,  when  analyzed,  were  seen  to 
amount  to  little.  He  said  that  there  had  been  irregu¬ 
larities  in  the  pay  department,  and  that  the  chief  pay¬ 
master  complained  of  improper  orders;  that  the  quar¬ 
termaster  in  St.  Louis  reported  confused  and  irregular 
requisitions;  and  that  a  good  many  people  were  suspi- 

1  Official  Records,  Series  I,  Vol.  Ill,  540  ff.;  N.  Y.  Tribune,  Oct.  30. 

2  Cf.  Jessie  Benton  Fremont,  The  Story  of  the  Guard,  86,  87. 
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cious  of  the  contracts  Fremont  had  let.  Of  such  evi¬ 
dence  as  a  court  of  law  would  admit  there  was  very 
little.  The  press  and  the  public  paid  slight  heed  to  the 
Adjutant-General. 

But,  unfortunately  for  Fremont,  Thomas  by  no 
means  stood  alone.  General  Hunter  had  stated  cate¬ 
gorically  to  Secretary  Cameron  that  he  did  not  think 
Fremont  fit  for  the  command.1  Lincoln  had  hoped  that 
Fremont  would  make  Hunter  his  advisor  and  guide ;  but 
the  two  had  not  got  on — Hunter  underrated  Fremont, 
and  Fremont,  thinking  that  Hunter  wished  to  harass 
him,  detached  him  for  a  comparatively  unimportant 
field  command.  Brigadier-General  S.  R.  Curtis  of  St. 
Louis  expressed  the  same  conclusion.  “In  my  judg¬ 
ment,”  he  wrote  the  President,  “General  Fremont  lacks 
the  intelligence,  the  experience,  and  the  sagacity  neces¬ 
sary  to  his  command.” 

At  the  same  time,  Elihu  B.  Washburne,  who  visited 
St.  Louis  at  the  head  of  a  Congressional  subcommittee 
upon  government  contracts,  wrote  to  members  of  the 
Administration  that  “such  robbery,  fraud,  extrava¬ 
gance,  peculation  as  have  developed  in  Fremont’s  de¬ 
partment  can  hardly  be  conceived  of.”  He  spoke  of  a 
“horde  of  pirates”  ruining  the  credit  of  the  government.2 
Unquestionably  there  was  extravagance  and  fraud.  But 
there  was  less  of  it  in  St.  Louis  than  in  Washington,  and 
the  principal  charges  of  wastefulness  against  Fremont 


1  Nicolay  and  Hay,  Lincoln,  IV,  Ch.  24. 

2  Chase  MSS.,  Oct.  81,  1861. 
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were  later  completely  exploded.  Washburne  had  ac¬ 
cepted  without  full  investigation  the  stories  of  the  Blair 
circle  and  of  some  disappointed  contractors;  moreover, 
he  was  an  economical  Yankee  who  had  not  yet  grasped 
the  fact  that  it  is  impossible  to  wage  war  without  a  lav¬ 
ish  expenditure.  All  Fremont’s  contracts  for  fortifica¬ 
tions,  supplies,  foodstuffs,  arms,  steamboats,  and  so  on, 
totaled  only  about  $12,000,000.  At  the  moment,  how¬ 
ever,  Washburne’s  voice  carried  great  weight.  More¬ 
over,  even  men  cordially  disposed  toward  Fremont 
joined  the  chorus  of  criticism.  Gustav  Koerner  wrote 
his  wife  that  the  confusion  was  preposterous  and  that 
he  might  resign  at  any  time.  The  evidence  for  the 
essential  features  of  the  indictment  against  Fremont 
seemed  overwhelming. 

It  was  a  bizarre  situation.  It  was  bizarre  in  that 
the  Commander  of  the  West,  while  thus  being  de¬ 
nounced  as  incompetent  by  a  vigorous  group  in  Mis¬ 
souri  and  by  the  Administration’s  best  observers,  was 
regarded  with  admiring  devotion  by  his  army,  ap¬ 
plauded  by  most  of  the  Unionists  of  the  state,  and 
looked  upon  as  a  hero  by  all  the  radicals  of  the  North. 
It  was  bizarre  in  that  Fremont,  exalted  one  hour  by 
his  expectation  of  dissipating  Price’s  troops  to  the 
wind  and  turning  triumphantly  against  the  Confeder¬ 
ates  on  the  Mississippi,  was  depressed  the  next  by  the 
insubordination  of  Pope  and  Hunter  and  the  fear  of  a 
sudden  removal.  His  letters  to  Jessie  show  a  feverish 
alternation  of  hope  and  despair.  Just  as  he  had  the 
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West  well  in  hand,  he  felt  he  was  being  stabbed  in  the 
back.  “I  assure  you  I  am  getting  pretty  well  tired  of 
being  badgered  in  this  way,”  he  wrote,1  with  an  express 
threat  of  resignation.  To  drop  his  load  would  be  a 
relief,  he  added;  but  he  could  not  think  calmly  of  the 
scoundrels  who  were  throwing  away  brave  lives  and  im¬ 
periling  the  war  to  gratifying  their  base  ambitions. 

To  Lincoln  it  appeared  that  a  change  was  imperative. 
Yet  even  at  the  last  he  acted  with  a  characteristic  de¬ 
gree  of  forbearing  patience.  On  October  24,  he  wrote 
an  order  relieving  Fremont  from  his  command,  which 
was  to  be  given  to  General  Hunter;  and  he  dispatched 
it  by  a  personal  friend  to  General  Curtis  in  St.  Louis. 
“Dear  Sir,”  he  wrote  Curtis;  “On  receipt  of  this,  with 
the  accompanying  enclosures,  you  will  take  safe,  cer¬ 
tain,  and  suitable  measures  to  have  the  inclosure  ad¬ 
dressed  to  Major-General  Fremont  delivered  to  him 
with  all  reasonable  dispatch,  subject  to  these  conditions 
only,  that  if,  when  General  Fremont  shall  be  reached 
by  the  messenger, — yourself  or  anyone  sent  by  you — he 
shall  then  have,  in  personal  command,  fought  and  won 
a  battle,  or  shall  then  be  actually  in  battle,  or  shall  then 
be  in  the  immediate  presence  of  the  enemy  in  expecta¬ 
tion  of  a  battle,  it  is  not  to  he  delivered,  but  held  for 
further  orders.  After,  and  not  till  after,  the  delivery 
to  General  Fremont,  let  the  inclosure  addressed  to  Gen¬ 
eral  Hunter  be  delivered  to  him.” 

Under  these  circumstances,  the  final  scene  of  the 

1  Jessie  Benton  Frdmont,  The  Story  of  the  Guard,  174  ff.’ 
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“hundred  days”  was  played  out.  The  army  of  Fre¬ 
mont  on  November  2  was  encamped  just  beyond 
Springfield,  and  all  dispositions  had  been  made  for  an 
immediate  advance  and  battle;  for  on  the  misinforma¬ 
tion  sent  him  by  scouts,  Fremont  quite  erroneously  be¬ 
lieved  that  the  enemy  were  ready  to  fight  him  on  Wil¬ 
son’s  Creek.  The  spirit  of  the  troops  was  high.  With 
nearly  all  of  them,  Fremont  was  enormously  popular, 
and  they  were  convinced  that  a  victory  was  near  at  hand. 
He  was  serenaded  and  cheered  at  every  opportunity. 
The  official  messenger  with  the  order  of  dismissal  en¬ 
tered  the  camp  by  stratagem,  and  after  much  difficulty 
in  gaining  an  audience  was  taken  at  nightfall  before 
Fremont.  “The  general,”  he  tells  us,  “was  sitting  at 
the  end  of  quite  a  long  table  facing  the  door  by  which 
I  entered.  I  never  can  forget  the  appearance  of  the 
man  as  he  sat  there,  with  his  piercing  eye  and  his  hair 
parted  in  the  middle.  I  ripped  from  my  coat  lining  the 
document,  which  had  been  sewed  in  there,  and  handed 
the  same  to  him,  which  he  nervously  took  and  opened. 
He  glanced  at  the  superscription,  and  then  at  the  signa¬ 
ture  at  the  bottom,  not  looking  at  the  contents.  A 
frown  came  over  his  brow,  and  he  slammed  the  papers 
down  on  the  table  and  said,  ‘Sir,  how  did  you  get 
admission  into  my  lines?’  ”  1 

Fremont  had  lost  his  command — lost  it  under  cir¬ 
cumstances  of  the  most  humiliating  character.  Many  of 
his  officers  were  dismissed  with  him,  without  pay,  on  the 


1  Tarbell,  Lincoln,  II,  Ch.  24, 
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ground  that  their  commissions  had  been  irregularly 
issued.  But  the  sting  of  the  blow  was  largely  taken 
away  by  the  outburst  of  feeling  which  at  once  came 
from  all  over  the  North. 

The  intelligence,  spreading  like  a  prairie  fire  through 
the  camps  at  Springfield,  aroused  indescribable  indigna¬ 
tion  and  excitement.1  Officers  by  the  dozen  declared 
they  would  resign  at  once.  Many  companies  threw 
down  their  arms,  saying  they  would  fight  under  nobody 
but  Fremont.  Impromptu  mass  meetings  were  held  in 
every  tented  street.  The  General  had  to  spend  much 
of  the  evening  expostulating  with  officers  and  men  and 
urging  them  to  stick  by  their  posts.  All  the  Germans 
talked  loudly  of  resisting  General  Hunter  when  he 
came  to  assume  command,  and  Fremont  felt  impelled 
to  issue  strict  orders  that  there  should  be  no  insubordi¬ 
nation  and  no  demonstration  when  he  left.  Finally  the 
troops  quieted  down,  but  their  spirit  was  gone.  “It 
would  be  impossible  to  exaggerate  the  gloom  which  per¬ 
vaded  our  camps,”  wrote  the  New  York  Herald's  cor¬ 
respondent  of  the  scene  the  next  morning,  “and  nothing 
but  General  Fremont’s  urgent  endeavors  prevented  it 
from  ripening  into  general  mutiny.”  General  Hunter 
was  delayed  in  arriving  to  assume  the  command.  Every¬ 
one  believed  still  that  the  enemy  was  just  in  front  of 
them,  and  that  but  for  this  change  of  command  a  de¬ 
cisive  success  might  have  been  achieved.  Finally, 
toward  evening  on  November  3,  Fremont  promised  the 

1 N.  Y.  Herald,  Springfield  correspondence,  Nov.  3,  4,  1861. 
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officers  who  thronged  his  quarters  that  if  General  Hun¬ 
ter  did  not  arrive,  he  would  lead  the  army  to  the  attack 
the  next  morning. 

Then  there  ensued  one  of  the  strangest  scenes  of  the 
war.  “I  never  saw  anything  at  all  approaching  the 
excitement  this  announcement  created,”  wrote  one  ob¬ 
server.1  Officers  ran  from  the  headquarters  shouting 
the  news.  Men  threw  their  hats  in  air.  Wave  after 
wave  of  cheering  rose  up,  spreading  from  camp  to  camp 
and  growing  more  and  more  remote  as  the  distant  regi¬ 
ments  heard  the  news.  Band  after  band  began  to  play, 
and  soon  twelve  of  them  were  massed  in  front  of  the 
General’s  tent,  serenading  him  simultaneously.  The 
universal  depression  changed  to  exultant  joy,  and 
everybody  prepared  to  start  for  the  battlefield  at  day¬ 
light.  All  this  to  meet  an  enemy  who  was  not  before 
them  at  all,  and  who  could  not  be  brought  to  fight 
except  after  days  of  hard  marching — perhaps  not  even 
then !  At  ten  o’clock  at  night,  General  Hunter  arrived, 
Fremont  handed  over  the  command  to  him,  and  pre¬ 
pared  to  leave  the  next  day.  The  generals  spent  two 
hours  in  conference,  and  Fremont  outlined  his  plan  of 
battle.  But  Hunter  had  received  strict  orders  from 
Lincoln  that  he  was  not  to  continue  a  risky  pursuit  of 
the  elusive  Confederates.  “You  are  not  likely  to  over¬ 
take  Price,”  wrote  Lincoln,  “and  are  in  danger  of 
making  too  long  a  line  from  your  own  base  of  supplies 
and  reinforcements.”  The  President  added  a  sentence 

1  N.  Y.  Herald,  Springfield  correspondence,  Nov.  8,  1861. 
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which  implied  his  condemnation  of  what  he  supposed 
to  be  Fremont’s  general  strategy : 

While,  as  stated  in  the  beginning  of  the  letter, 
a  large  discretion  must  be  and  is  left  with  yourself, 
I  feel  sure  that  an  indefinite  pursuit  of  Price,  or 
an  attempt  by  this  long  and  circuitous  route  to 
reach  Memphis,  will  be  exhaustive  beyond  endur¬ 
ance,  and  will  end  in  the  loss  of  the  whole  force 
engaged  in  it. 

In  St.  Louis,  the  news  of  Fremont’s  arrival  produced 
the  same  shock  of  excitement  and  anger,  followed  by  the 
same  general  gloom.  Citizens  put  their  flags  at  half- 
mast  or  draped  them  with  black.  Soldiers  dashed  their 
arms  to  the  cobblestones  in  the  streets,  declaring  that 
they  were  through  with  the  war.  The  local  authorities 
were  fearful,  as  on  an  earlier  occasion  when  a  false 
rumor  of  Fremont’s  dismissal  had  been  published,1  that 
a  mob  would  rise  and  lynch  Frank  Blair  and  his  asso¬ 
ciates,  and  the  angriest  threats  were  heard  against 
Blair’s  life.  When  Fremont  arrived  in  the  city  on  No¬ 
vember  8,  he  was  met  by  a  vast  tumultuous  assemblage, 
which  welcomed  him  with  bands  of  music,  and,  cheering 
vociferously,  surrounded  his  headquarters.  A  commit¬ 
tee  of  German- Americans  read  a  complimentary  ad¬ 
dress,  and  handed  him  a  set  of  resolutions,  declaring 
that  “we  recognize  in  John  C.  Fremont  the  embodiment 
of  our  patriotic  feeling  and  political  faith,”  that  “he 

1  Cf.  B.  Rush  Plumly’s  letter,  Oct.  9,  Chase  MSS. 
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has  performed  his  arduous  and  responsible  tasks  with 
all  possible  energy  and  honesty,”  and  that  they  believed 
that  “a  wise  Providence  may  have  reserved  him  for  a 
still  wider  sphere  of  action  in  future  times.”  1  Jessie, 
who  had  denounced  the  treatment  of  Fremont,  left  to 
organize  and  lead  his  army  without  money  or  the  moral 
aid  of  the  Government,  as  “treason,”  was  with  him  to 
lend  her  comfort  and  voice  a  resentment  which  he  never 
publicly  expressed. 

Unquestionably,  President  Lincoln  did  wisely  in  re¬ 
moving  Fremont.  The  antagonisms  he  had  aroused 
would  alone  have  made  his  continuance  in  command  im¬ 
possible.  Nevertheless,  a  great  body  of  observers  in 
Missouri  believed  then  and  always  that  he  had  acted,  not 
merely  with  high  patriotism,  but  with  sagacity  and 
efficiency.  Many  members  of  his  command,  including 
such  able  and  acute  men  as  Gustav  Koerner,  defended 
him  loyally.  The  views  of  his  adherents  are  well  ex¬ 
pressed  in  a  letter  which  W.  G.  Eliot,  later  president 
of  Washington  University,  and  a  civilian  of  detached 
position,  wrote  to  Secretary  Chase  late  in  October: 2 

I  can  easily  understand  that  to  unfriendly  eyes 
Gen.  Fremont  may  have  laid  himself  open  to  cen- 

1  Appleton’s  Annual  Cyclopaedia,  1861,  p.  494. 

*  Fremont  MSS.  Eliot  (of  the  same  family  as  the  president  of  Harvard),  was  a 
bold  opponent  of  slavery,  an  active  assistant  of  Lyon  and  Blair  in  the  opening  days 
of  the  war,  and  one  of  the  leaders  in  the  Western  Sanitary  Commission.  It  has 
been  said  of  him  ( Appleton’s  Cyclopaedia  of  American  Biography,  II,  325)  that  “he 
was  engaged  in  all  sorts  of  public  and  philanthropic  enterprises,  and  has  probably 
done  more  for  the  advancement  of  St.  Louis  and  all  the  Southwest  than  any  other 
man  that  has  ever  lived  in  that  section.  ”  His  reputation  is  still  great  in  all  Missouri, 
and  his  judgment  demands  respect. 
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sure  in  many  particulars.  There  has  been  at  times 
a  degree  of  military  demonstration,  a  seeming  ten¬ 
dency  to  extravagant  parade,  a  boldness  in  taking 
responsibility  even  at  the  risk  of  exceeding  his 
authority,  that  has  surprised  and  alarmed  the  semi- 
loyal.  Even  some  hearty  Unionists  have  doubted 
his  wisdom  and  desired  a  greater  degree  of  con¬ 
ciliation  and  caution.  But  we  must  consider  the 
extreme  difficulty  of  his  position.  Many  things 
which  would  be  wrong  in  time  of  peace,  are  right 
and  wise  in  time  of  war,  and  promptness  of  action 
is  sometimes  better  than  caution  and  refusal  to  take 
responsibility.  It  should  be  remembered  that  Fre¬ 
mont  assumed  command  at  a  time  of  the  greatest 
difficulty,  just  after  the  Manassas  disaster,  when 
the  Union  cause  was  at  the  lowest  ebb.  He  found 
St.  Louis  terribly  demoralized.  The  Secessionists 
were  in  ecstasies,  and  had  little  doubt  of  speedy  suc¬ 
cess.  One  of  them  openly  said  to  me  that  “there  was 
a  bullet  moulded  for  every  Yankee  Abolitionist  in 
St.  Louis.”  Many  of  our  wealthiest  men  openly 
declared  themselves  for  the  South.  At  one  of  the 
most  conspicuous  corners  of  the  city,  Fifth  and 
Pine  Streets,  in  the  well-known  Berthold  mansion, 
the  Confederate  headquarters  were  established, 
with  the  Confederate  flag  conspicuously  flying,  and 
recruits  were  openly  enlisted  for  the  Confederate 
cause.  The  city  authorities  did  not  dare  to  inter¬ 
fere.  There  was  not  a  United  States  flag  to  be 
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seen  anywhere,  and  Union  men  spoke  with  bated 
breath.  The  city  was  not  secure  from  insurrection 
nor  the  State  from  secession. 

Now  without  going  into  details,  at  the  end  of 
two  or  three  weeks  after  Fremont’s  arrival,  every¬ 
thing  was  changed.  The  Union  flag  went  up  and 
the  Confederate  flag  came  down.  The  secession 
headquarters  were  closed,  and  troops  of  Union  sol¬ 
diers  from  Iowa  and  Illinois  and  Missouri  poured 
into  the  city  attracted  by  the  prestige  of  Fremont’s 
name.  The  bold  demonstration  of  strength  created 
strength.  The  prompt  declaration  of  martial  law 
throughout  the  State,  by  many  denounced  as  an  ex¬ 
treme  measure,  held  in  check  the  disloyal  tend¬ 
encies,  and  in  a  short  time  gave  a  totally  new 
aspect  to  affairs.  By  erection  of  earthworks 
around  the  city,  employment  at  high  wages  was 
given  to  two  or  three  thousand  discontented  la¬ 
borers,  all  of  whom  were  required  to  take  the  oath 
of  allegiance,  thus  controlling  effectually  the  most 
unruly  part  of  the  population. 

The  general  result  is  that  the  city  is  now  safe 
from  attack  or  insurrection.  The  defences  around 
it  are  equal  to  an  army  of  20,000  men  for  resisting 
an  attacking  force,  and  for  the  control  of  the  city 
itself.  I  do  not  know  that  they  were  strictly  neces¬ 
sary  from  a  military  point  of  view,  but  the  moral 
effect  has  been  great,  and  if  any  unexpected  re¬ 
verses  should  occur,  they  will  be  of  great  use.  So 
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long  as  the  city  is  held,  the  pacification  of  the  State 
is  only  a  question  of  time.  St.  Louis  may  be  now 
regarded  as  a  thoroughly  loyal  city.  The  thought 
of  secession  is  getting  to  be  absurd.  Such  is  now 
the  public  sentiment  of  the  better  classes  and  the 
final  settlement  seems  sure. 

I  do  not  claim  that  the  whole  credit  of  this  great 
change  belongs  to  Fremont,  but  he  has  been  the 
responsible  leader,  and  as  the  blame  of  every  dis¬ 
aster  is  laid  upon  him,  he  should  have  a  measurable 
share  of  the  praise  for  what  is  good.  A  com¬ 
mander-in-chief  is  properly  judged  by  the  general 
effect  of  his  administration,  rather  than  by  the 
special  incidents  of  progress.  He  is  sorely  blamed 
for  not  sending  reinforcements  to  General  Lyon, 
but  I  doubt  if  he  could  have  done  so  consistently 
with  his  more  imperative  duties  in  the  occupation 
of  Cairo  and  Bird’s  Point,  which  were  sharply 
threatened  by  the  Confederate  forces.  The  official 
documents  will  show. 

I  have  almost  no  personal  acquaintance  with 
Gen.  Fremont,  and  have  nothing  to  lose  or  gain 
through  him,  except  as  a  loyal  citizen  of  Missouri. 
I  am  pleading  not  for  him,  but  for  the  cause  he 
represents.  He  is  now  at  the  head  of  an  enthusias¬ 
tic  army,  almost  in  the  presence  of  the  enemy.  It 
would  not  only  be  unjust  and  unfair  but  unwise, 
to  supersede  him  until  a  battle  is  fought. 
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But  outside  Missouri  a  great  number  of  the  General’s 
adherents  cared  little  about  defending  the  details  of  his 
military  administration.  Fremont  had  become  a  sym¬ 
bol.  To  an  enormous  multitude  in  the  North  and  the 
West,  his  name  stood  for  the  radical  demand  that  the 
abolition  of  slavery  be  made  an  object  of  the  war.  If 
the  modification  of  his  proclamation  had  caused  a  storm, 
his  removal  now  aroused  a  perfect  hurricane  of  wrath. 
The  very  threat  of  it  had  given  a  check  to  recruiting 
in  Ohio  and  other  states.1  Men  had  implicit  confidence 
in  him,  and  no  attack  by  Frank  Blair  or  Lorenzo 
Thomas  could  shake  it.  In  Cincinnati,  a  great  county 
mass  meeting  had  cheered  his  proclamation  “with  the 
wildest  outburst  of  continued  applause  that  was  ever 
witnessed”  there,  “screaming,  yelling,  stamping,  whoop¬ 
ing,  throwing  hats,  and  embracing  each  other.”  2  In 
New  England,  men  had  agreed  with  Garrison’s  Libera¬ 
tor,  which  greeted  it  with  a  “Laus  Deo  ”  as  “the  begin¬ 
ning  of  the  end.”  Ben  Wade,  in  the  middle  of  October, 
had  written  Fremont  that  “all  your  enemies  have  yet 
been  able  to  do  has  not  in  the  least  shaken  the  unbounded 
confidence  which  the  people  have  ever  had  in  you,  and 
we  all  hope  you  will  persevere  in  the  course  you  have 
thus  far  pursued.  No  greater  misfortune  could  befall 
the  country  than  that  you  should  retire  at  this  period.”  3 
Now  the  blow  had  fallen,  and  thousands  were  embit¬ 
tered  and  angry.  Whittier  wrote : 

1  E.  B.  Sadler,  Chase  MSS.,  Sept.  17,  1861. 

2  E.  T.  Carson,  Chase  MSS.,  Sept.  22,  1861. 

3  Fremont  MSS. 
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Thy  error,  Fremont,  simply  was  to  act 
A  brave  man’s  part,  without  the  statesman’s  tact, 

And,  taking  counsel  but  of  common  sense, 

To  strike  at  cause  as  well  as  consequence. 

O,  never  yet  since  Roland  wound  his  horn 
At  Roncesvalles,  has  a  blast  been  blown 
Far-heard,  wide-echoing,  startling  as  thine  own. 

Heard  from  the  van  of  Freedom’s  hope  forlorn! 

Secretary  Chase’s  confidential  agent  in  St.  Louis  had 
informed  him  at  the  first  ill-founded  report  of  Fre¬ 
mont’s  removal  that  “if  the  President  had  emptied  the 
arsenals  of  the  government  into  the  camps  of  the  rebels, 
he  could  not  have  so  effectively  strengthened  them.” 
His  agent  in  Pittsburgh  wrote  him  that  some  of  the 
great  capitalists  there  were  so  enraged  that  they  would 
not  put  a  cent  into  government  securities.1  “Is  it  known 
to  the  Administration,”  demanded  the  editor  of  the 
Cincinnati  Gazette ,  “that  the  West  is  threatened  with 
a  revolution?  Could  you  have  been  among  the  people 
yesterday,  and  witnessed  the  excitement ;  could  you  have 
seen  sober  citizens  pulling  from  their  walls  and  tram¬ 
pling  under  foot  the  portrait  of  the  President;  and 
could  you  hear  today  the  expressions  of  all  classes  of 
men,  of  all  political  parties,  you  would,  I  think,  feel  as 
I  feel,  and  as  every  sincere  friend  of  the  government 
must  feel,  alarmed.”2  Professor  C.  E.  Stowe  of  An¬ 
dover,  Massachusetts,  wrote  in  the  same  terms.  “I 
wish  you  could  hear  the  voices  of  surprise,  indignation, 
disgust  and  contempt  which  now  everywhere  find  utter- 

1  Alexander  Gordon,  Chase  MSS.,  Sept.  17,  1861. 

1  Richard  Smith,  Chase  MSS.,  Nov.  7. 
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ance  at  the  removal  of  Fremont.  The  feeling  is  fright¬ 
fully  earnest.” 1  Few  believed  that  the  reports  of 
Meigs,  Cameron,  and  Thomas  were  at  all  fair.  “The 
thing,”  said  Simeon  Nash  of  Gallipolis,  Ohio,  “has  been 
done  in  a  way  to  destroy  public  confidence  in  its  hon¬ 
esty.”  Another  correspondent  wrote  Chase  that  he  had 
just  returned  from  a  tour  as  far  west  as  Iowa,  and  that: 
“I  never  have  seen  such  excitement,  such  deep  indignant 
feeling  everywhere  I  have  travelled.”  2 

“Where  are  you,”  demanded  Thaddeus  Stevens  of 
the  radicals  in  Congress,  “that  you  let  the  hounds  run 
down  your  friend  Fremont?”3  Stevens  was  a  formid¬ 
able  political  figure,  and  he  did  not  stand  alone.  A  mass 
meeting  at  Cooper  Institute  on  November  27,  1861, 
listened  to  an  oration  by  Charles  Sumner  warmly  laud¬ 
atory  of  Fremont,  and — with  Schuyler  Colfax,  David 
Dudley  Field,  Charles  King,  William  M.  Evarts,  and 
other  distinguished  men  on  the  platform — adopted  reso¬ 
lutions  indorsing  Fremont’s  doctrine  with  respect  to 
the  emancipation  of  the  slaves  of  rebels.  Henry  Ward 
Beecher  asked  the  General  to  come  to  Plymouth  Church 
one  Sunday  morning,  and  in  his  sermon  harshly  con¬ 
demned  Daniel  Webster  as  a  statesman  who  had  timidly 
compromised  with  slavery.  “He  died,  and  is  dead  ” 
said  Beecher.  “But,”  turning  to  General  Fremont, 
“your  name  will  live  and  be  remembered  by  a  nation 
of  freemen.” 

1  Chase  MSS.,  Nov.  6,  1861. 

2  J.  Cable  of  Lee,  Ohio,  Chase  MSS.,  Nov.  13,  1861. 

3  Stevens  MSS.,  Nov.  5,  1861. 
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From  the  voice  of  his  contemporaries,  Fremont  could 
derive  much  comfort;  he  could  even,  a  little  later,  feel 
that  he  had  been  publicly  vindicated.  The  Congres¬ 
sional  Committee  on  the  Conduct  of  the  War,  after  an 
elaborate  investigation,  reported  in  the  spring  of  1863 
that  he  was  not  to  blame  for  the  failure  to  reinforce 
Lyon  or  Mulligan;  that  he  had  acted  with  energy  and 
promptness;  that  various  of  his  measures,  such  as  the 
building  of  gunboats,  had  been  of  the  highest  value; 
and  that  his  administration  of  the  Western  Depart¬ 
ment  “was  eminently  characterized  by  earnestness, 
ability,  and  the  most  unquestionable  loyalty.”  The 
members  of  the  Committee,  Ben  Wade,  Zachariah 
Chandler,  John  Covode,  and  George  W.  Julian,  were 
politically  sympathetic  toward  Fremont,  yet  their  ver¬ 
dict  carried  a  decided  degree  of  weight.  In  Congress, 
his  record  was  enthusiastically  defended  by  Schuyler 
Colfax,  John  Shanks,  and  others,  though  Colfax  was 
in  no  sense  a  personal  friend  of  Fremont’s. 

The  consensus  of  historical  opinion  has  been  less  kind. 
James  Ford  Rhodes,  John  Fiske,  and  Nicolay  and  Hay 
have  all  agreed  that  Fremont’s  record  shows  that  he  was 
poorly  fitted  for  the  command  which  he  took.  In  this 
judgment,  they  are  to  a  considerable  extent  right.  He 
was  deficient  in  the  ability  to  organize  the  complex  and 
multifarious  activities  of  his  Department,  his  estimate 
of  men  was  highly  faulty,  he  showed  a  signal  lack  of 
tact,  and  his  characteristic  impulsiveness  led  him  into  a 
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cardinal  and  fatal  error — the  emancipation  proclama¬ 
tion,  which  he  should  never  have  issued  without  consult¬ 
ing  the  President.  A  man  with  genuine  military  genius 
would  certainly  have  managed  to  save  Mulligan,  and 
possibly  Lyon  as  well.  Fremont  showed  no  spark  of 
that  rare  quality.  A  leader  with  more  address  and 
adaptability  would  hardly  have  estranged  Blair  and  his 
supporters  so  completely  and  quickly  as  Fremont  did. 
He  never  learned  to  co-ordinate  his  forces  properly, 
and  in  his  military  plans,  as  in  all  else,  he  remained 
something  of  a  dreamer — prone,  as  General  Curtis  said, 
to  “dash  at  a  shadow.” 

But  this  is  not  all  the  story,  and  the  historians  named 
have  done  far  less  than  justice  to  Fremont.  His  earnest¬ 
ness,  zeal,  and  patriotism  were  above  question.  He 
labored  with  almost  superhuman  energy,  and  gave  his 
best  talents  to  the  cause.  The  difficulties  of  his  position, 
tossed  as  he  was  suddenly  into  a  Department  without 
organization,  without  money,  without  arms  or  stores, 
without  anything  but  raw  recruits,  asked  not  merely  to 
raise  and  use  armies  but  to  equip  them,  left  to  shift  for 
himself  by  an  Administration  intent  upon  the  eastern 
front,  and  compelled  to  deal  with  sedition  at  home  as 
well  as  organized  enemies  in  the  field,  can  hardly  be 
exaggerated.  They  would  have  tried  the  capacities  of 
the  ablest  men.  Grant  himself  might  have  failed.  With 
all  his  shortcomings,  Fremont  in  three  months  did  bring 
an  army  into  being,  did  virtually  clear  Missouri  of  the 
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enemy,  did  take  practical  measures  important  for  the 
future,  and,  above  all,  did  place  in  Kentucky  a  force 
and  a  commander  who  were  destined  to  win  the  first 
real  victories  of  the  War. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII 
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When  Fremont  left  the  army  at  Springfield  and 
with  the  Zagonyi  Guard  and  his  personal  stalf 
as  escort  set  out  for  the  railhead  at  Holla,  his  associates 
were  struck  by  his  buoyancy  and  gayety;  as  he  cantered 
along,  he  laughed  and  chatted  like  a  schoolboy  set  free 
for  a  holiday.  These  high  spirits  remained  with  him  in 
St.  Louis.  He  busied  himself  for  a  fortnight  collecting 
documentary  evidence  upon  the  transactions  of  the 
Western  Department,  to  be  used  in  his  defense.  Every 
possible  indignity  was  put  upon  him.  Not  merely  was 
the  Zagonyi  Guard  mustered  out  without  pay,  quarters, 
or  rations,  on  the  ground  that  at  Springfield  they  had 
expressed  disloyal  sentiments,  but  all  his  contracts  of 
various  kinds  were  cancelled,  and  officers  were  sent  from 
'  Washington  to  determine  whether  the  bills  he  had  in¬ 
curred  should  be  paid.  Yet  his  aides  tell  us  that  the 
Brant  mansion  resounded  with  life  and  good  humor. 
The  General,  wrote  one  in  his  diary,  was  “absolutely 
on  the  rampage  with  fun  and  fire.  Our  table  is  about 
the  j  oiliest,  most  sociable,  most  enjoyable  spot  of  its 
kind  that  I  have  experienced.”  1 

Underneath  this  buoyancy,  however,  lay  a  smolder- 


1  John  R.  Howard,  Statement  to  Author:  Diary,  Nov.  16,  1861. 
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ing  sense  of  injustice;  and  from  this  time  forward  Fre¬ 
mont  was  a  confirmed  opponent  of  the  Administration. 
He  shared  in  the  belief  of  many  radical  Republicans 
that  its  military,  political,  and  diplomatic  policies  were 
inept  and  inefficient.  His  papers  show  that,  feeling 
he  had  been  grossly  wronged,  he  was  convinced  that 
the  Administration — and  especially  the  Blair  element — 
had  dealt  with  him  under  the  influence  of  selfish  per¬ 
sonal  motives.  Why  had  it  failed  to  supply  him  with 
funds  and  munitions  ?  Why,  at  the  moment  when  Mulli¬ 
gan  was  reported  in  danger  and  every  man  was  needed 
at  Paducah,  had  it  stripped  his  command  of  5,000  well- 
armed  troops,  not  revoking  the  order  till  the  harm  was 
done?  Why  had  Secretary  Cameron  and  General 
Thomas  left  him  in  command  when  they  thought  he  was 
stuck  fast  in  the  mud  at  Tipton,  but  removed  him  when 
he  had  extricated  himself  and  was  about  to  defeat  Price 
or  drive  him  from  the  state  ? 1 

And  what  of  Mrs.  Fremont?  Her  indignation  was 
even  more  intense,  and  for  a  time  it  led  her  to  believe 
that  Fremont  was  the  victim  of  a  traitorous  conspiracy 
on  the  part  of  the  Blairs.  Throughout  the  hundred 
days,  her  anxieties  and  labors  had  matched  those  of  her 
husband.  In  a  curious  scrap  of  autobiography,  she  tells 
us  that  when  Fremont  was  in  pursuit  of  Price,  the  well- 
known  St.  Louis  merchant,  Thornton  Grimsley,  had 
come  and  told  her  that  confidential  information  of  the 
Union  movements  was  being  smuggled  by  treachery  to 


1  MS.  Memoirs. 
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Price’s  headquarters,  and  that  the  enemy  was  thus  aware 
that  neither  Hunter’s  nor  Pope’s  divisions  would  join 
Fremont’s  army.  Mrs.  Fremont,  in  a  frenzy  of  anx¬ 
iety,  hurried  off  a  trusted  Negro  to  carry  the  news  to 
her  husband.  She  was  oppressed  all  day  by  fears  of 
some  frightful  disaster.  That  night  at  dimier  her  cou¬ 
sin,  Mrs.  Brant,  remarked:  “We  have  had  such  a  rain 
today  that  I  can’t  understand  why  your  hair  is  all 
dusty.”  Nobody  thought  more  of  the  subject;  but 
the  next  morning  her  English  maid  began  combing  the 
hair,  and  stopped  suddenly  with  tears  in  her  eyes.  “It 
had  been  a  chestnut  brown,”  writes  Mrs.  Fremont,  “but 
now  every  hair  was  marked  with  an  alternating  white 
patch  about  an  inch  apart,  giving  an  odd  look  of  mot¬ 
tled  gray  to  the  whole.”  1  At  this  time,  she  was  only 
thirty-six. 

If  this  indicates  the  emotional  stress  under  which  she 
had  labored,  another  autobiographical  fragment  indi¬ 
cates  how  sternly  she  nursed  her  wrath.2  Returning  to 
New  York,  the  Fremonts  stayed  for  a  time  at  the 
Astor  House,  where  they  received  much  attention  from 
radical  Senators  and  Congressman;  then  they  took 
apartments  on  Fourth  Avenue,  and  shortly  went  to 
Washington,  so  that  Fremont  might  aid  the  investi¬ 
gation  into  the  Western  Department.  Early  in  1862, 
they  were  invited  to  a  ball  at  the  Executive  Mansion. 
Many  members  of  Washington  society  refused;  a  friend 
told  Jessie  that  Mrs.  Lincoln  had  shown  her  eighty 


1  Jessie  Benton  Fremont  MSS. 


2  Idem. 
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declinations,  among  them  one  by  Senator  Wade,  who 
wrote  upon  the  card :  “Are  the  President  and  Mrs.  Lin¬ 
coln  aware  that  there  is  a  civil  war?  If  they  are  not, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wade  are,  and  for  that  reason  decline 
to  participate  in  feasting  and  dancing.”  But  the  Pres¬ 
ident  sent  one  of  his  household  to  say  that  he  especially 
desired  Fremont  to  be  present,  and  so  they  consented. 
On  the  morning  before  the  ball,  Dorothea  Dix,  an  old 
friend,  told  Jessie  that  she  had  just  left  the  White 
House,  where  Lincoln  was  in  great  grief  because  of 
the  desperate  illness  of  his  son  Willie: 

The  President  spoke  of  the  ball,  and  wanted  to 
stop  it,  but  it  came  off.  The  only  alteration  made 
was  that  there  was  no  dancing.  It  was  announced 
officially  that  on  account  of  the  illness  in  the  house 
there  would  be  no  dancing;  but  the  Marine  Band 
at  the  foot  of  the  steps  filled  the  house  with  music 
while  the  boy  lay  dying  above.  A  sadder  face  than 
that  of  the  President  I  have  rarely  seen.  He  was 
receiving  at  the  large  door  of  the  East  Room, 
speaking  to  the  people  as  they  came,  but  feeling 
so  deeply  that  he  spoke  of  what  he  felt  and  thought, 
instead  of  welcoming  the  guests.  To  Gen.  Fre¬ 
mont  he  at  once  said  that  his  son  was  very  ill  and 
that  he  feared  for  the  result.  On  seeing  his  sad 
face  and  grieved  appearance,  the  feeling  with 
which  we  had  gone  gave  way  to  pity,  and  after 
expressing  our  hopes  for  the  lad’s  recovery  we 
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passed  on  to  make  our  respects  to  the  President’s 
wife.  The  ball  was  becoming  a  ghastly  fail¬ 
ure.  .  .  . 

The  political  feeling  of  the  country  was  repre¬ 
sented  there  that  night  by  strangers,  members  of 
Congress,  and  persons  brought  down  to  Washing¬ 
ton  by  the  business  of  the  war.  Uniforms  and 
ladies’  evening  dress  gave  their  brightness,  but  al¬ 
most  angry  feeling  for  and  against  emancipation, 
and  for  a  quick  sharp  conduct  of  the  war,  found 
its  expression  there  that  night.  The  President  was 
so  sad,  so  bowed  down  by  the  thought  of  the  coming 
loss  of  his  son,  that  it  seemed  to  depress  the  com¬ 
pany,  and  they  shifted  around  until  the  larger  por¬ 
tion  had  congregated  on  the  other  side  of  the  East 
Room,  where  Gen.  Fremont  was  standing.  The 
whole  talk  was  on  the  necessary  peremptory  pur¬ 
suit  of  the  war  to  make  the  South  realize  that  it 
could  not  maintain  slavery  under  the  protection 
of  the  North. 

So  many  criticized  the  conduct  of  the  war  and 
regretted  that  the  effort  of  four  years  before  had 
not  been  successful;  and  there  was  so  much  feel¬ 
ing  of  sorrow  that  Gen.  Fremont’s  policy  of 
emancipation  was  not  to  be  carried  out,  that  it 
became  embarrassing,  and  we  left.  I  had  hardly 
got  my  wraps  on  before  we  were  recalled  by  Mr. 
Sumner,  who  came  with  a  message  from  the  Presi¬ 
dent  saying  that  he  wanted  us  to  return,  that  he 
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specially  wanted  Gen.  Fremont.  It  seemed  the 
President  had  found  that  Gen.  McClellan  and  Gen. 
Fremont  had  never  met.  .  .  . 

As  we  crossed  the  long  East  Room,  the  Presi¬ 
dent  came  forward  to  meet  the  General;  took  him 
by  the  arm  leading  him  to  Gen.  McClellan  who  was 
at  the  upper  end  of  the  room,  and  introduced  them 
to  each  other,  then  introducing  Mrs.  McClellan 
and  myself.  We  bowed,  but  as  each  seemed  to  wait 
for  the  other,  neither  of  us  spoke  a  single  word. 
One  look  showed  me  she  was  dressed  in  the  Seces¬ 
sion  colors.  A  band  of  scarlet  velvet  crossed  her 
white  dress  from  shoulder  to  waist,  and  in  her  hair 
were  three  feathers  of  scarlet  and  white.  If  this 
was  intentional,  it  was  unpardonable  in  the  wife 
of  the  commander-in-chief  of  the  Union  armies, 
and  yet  it  seemed  impossible  to  have  been  quite 
an  accident.  After  a  few  minutes’  talk  between 
the  President,  Gen.  McClellan,  and  Gen.  Fre¬ 
mont,  we  left. 

At  this  moment  the  pressure  upon  the  Administra¬ 
tion  for  the  reappointment  of  Fremont  to  a  military 
command  was  becoming  irresistible.  Many  Germans 
of  the  West  and  radicals  of  the  North  were  implacably 
indignant.  Early  in  the  year,  Fremont  had  appeared 
before  the  Committee  on  the  Conduct  of  the  War,  and 
reports  had  reached  the  public  that  this  body  was  “stag¬ 
gered”  by  the  ease  with  which  he  disproved  every  ac- 
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cusation.1  At  the  beginning  of  March,  he  gave  the 
press  the  full  text  of  his  defense,  with  a  mass  of  docu¬ 
ments  included.  The  Tribune ,  publishing  it  complete 
in  an  extra  sheet,  accompanied  it  with  an  editorial 
broadside  defending  his  record  and  declaring  that  no 
other  commander  had  been  pursued  with  such  unjust 
malevolence.  A  great  part  of  the  press  both  in  the 
East  and  in  the  West  took  up  his  side.  There  ensued 
an  immediate  explosion  in  Congress.  Frank  Blair,  on 
March  7,  made  a  vitriolic  speech  attacking  Fremont’s 
Missouri  record,  and  the  Congressional  radicals  rushed 
to  the  fray.  The  leading  address  in  Fremont’s  behalf 
was  delivered  by  Schuyler  Colfax,  and  was  a  masterly 
presentation  of  the  case  for  the  General.  Lincoln  saw 
that  it  was  best  to  yield  to  the  storm,  and  give  Fre¬ 
mont  another  opportunity  in  the  field. 

The  General’s  assignment  was  to  the  command  of  the 
newly  created  Mountain  Department  in  western  Vir¬ 
ginia;  and  proceeding  to  Wheeling,  he  there  relieved 
General  Rosecrans  on  March  29,  1862.  The  appoint¬ 
ment  was  applauded  by  the  whole  Northern  press. 
Fremont  had  reason  to  receive  it  with  elation.  Though 
his  force  was  small,  amounting  on  paper  to  only  about 
25,000,  and  actually  to  much  less,  and  was  badly 
equipped,  his  Department  represented  a  pet  idea  of 
Lincoln’s.  The  President  believed  it  was  possible  to 
march  from  western  Virginia  over  the  mountains  into 
eastern  Tennessee,  and  seize  the  railroad  at  Knoxville, 


1  Howard,  Remembrance  of  Things  Past,  173. 


636  Fremont 

thus  relieving  the  Unionists  of  that  region.  It  was  an 
impractical  idea;  but  Fremont  had  promised  that,  given 
an  adequate  force,  he  would  attempt  the  feat. 

Unfortunately,  Lincoln’s  whole  disposition  of  forces 
in  western  Virginia  was  at  fault,  and  the  next  few 
months  allowed  Stonewall  Jackson  to  make  a  spectacu¬ 
lar  demonstration  of  the  fact  at  the  expense  of  the 
three  generals  opposing  him.  These  were  N.  P.  Banks, 
who  had  a  small  army  in  the  Shenandoah  Valley — 9,000 
men  at  the  moment  of  Jackson’s  raid;  Fremont,  with 
about  15,000  troops  at  different  points  in  the  Shenan¬ 
doah  Mountains;  and  McDowell,  who,  charged  espe¬ 
cially  with  the  defense  of  Washington,  had  ultimately 
about  40,000  troops  at  Fredericksburg.  These  three 
forces  should  have  been  under  the  command  of  a  single 
general.  Instead,  the  only  central  command  was  that 
which  Lincoln  himself,  acting  on  telegraphic  advices  to 
Washington,  undertook  to  furnish. 

The  story  of  Jackson’s  brilliant  and  spectacular  Val¬ 
ley  campaign  against  the  three  generals  has  often  been 
told,  and  needs  no  rehearsal  in  detail.1  He  had  some 
17,000  effective  men,  and  the  armies  brought  against 
him  outnumbered  his  troops  by  at  least  two  to  one.2 
Yet  by  his  daring,  his  rapidity  of  movement,  and  his 
ability  to  appear  at  unexpected  points  and  to  dodge 
pursuit,  Jackson  managed  to  strike  blow  after  blow, 
to  defeat  or  evade  each  opposing  commander,  and,  after 

1 J.  G.  Ropes,  Story  of  the  Civil  War,  II,  115  ff. 

2  Cf.  James  Ford  Rhodes,  History  of  the  United  States  From  the  Compromise  of 
1850,  IV,  13. 
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throwing  Washington  into  a  panic,  to  return  to  a  safe 
position  with  rich  spoils  and  thousands  of  prisoners. 
He  whipped  Schenck  at  the  village  called  McDowell, 
overwhelmed  Banks  at  Winchester  and  drove  him  across 
the  Potomac  in  wild  disorder,  eluded  Fremont,  who  was 
checked  at  Cross  Keys  by  Ewell,  crushed  two  brigades 
under  Tyler  at  Port  Republic,  and  got  safely  away; 
all  this  between  May  19  and  June  10,  1862. 

Fremont  in  this  campaign  has  been  accused  of  show¬ 
ing  at  certain  points  a  lack  of  energy.  If  he  and  Mc¬ 
Dowell  had  met  at  Strasburg  on  May  30,  they  could 
possibly  have  cut  off  Jackson’s  retreat,  but  Fremont 
did  not  get  there  even  by  the  31st.  Moreover,  he  was 
ordered  by  Lincoln  at  an  earlier  stage  of  the  campaign 
to  march  to  Harrisonburg,  and  instead  turned  up  at 
Moorfield.  For  all  this,  he  is,  at  least  by  implication, 
censured  by  the  historian  Rhodes.1  But  the  censure  is 
hardly  deserved.  When  Lincoln  sent  Carl  Schurz  to 
the  scene  in  the  early  days  of  June  to  make  a  confiden¬ 
tial  report,  Schurz  exonerated  the  commander  upon 
both  heads.  “It  is  a  fact  which  admits  of  no  doubt,” 
he  wrote  the  President,  “that  when  you  ordered  Gen. 
Fremont  to  march  from  Franklin  to  Harrisonburg,  it 
was  absolutely  impossible  to  carry  out  the  order.  The 
army  was  in  a  starving  condition,  and  literally  unable 
to  fight.  .  .  .  Thus  it  seems  to  have  been  necessary  to 
move  back  to  Moorfield,  in  order  to  meet  the  supply 


1  Rhodes,  United  States,  IV,  15  ff. 
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trains.”  He  added  that  the  troops  had  proceeded  by 
forced  marches  to  Strasburg,  leaving  most  of  the  bag¬ 
gage  and  knapsacks  behind.  “The  march  was  difficult, 
and  owing  to  the  lack  of  provisions,  very  hard  on  the 
men.  The  army  failed  to  arrest  Jackson  at  Strasburg, 
and  although  it  seems  that  Jackson’s  rear  guard  might 
have  been  attacked  with  more  promptness  and  vigor, 
yet  it  is  undoubtedly  a  very  fortunate  circumstance  that 
Gen.  Fremont  did  not  succeed  in  placing  himself  across 
Jackson’s  line  of  retreat.”  Fremont  had  at  most  10,000 
men,  “in  a  wretched  condition,”  and  Jackson’s  larger 
army  would  almost  certainly  have  defeated  the  ill-con¬ 
ditioned  force. 

As  Schurz  said  later,  a  highly  resolute,  self-reliant 
commander  would  have  taken  the  risk  of  this  defeat  and 
strained  every  nerve  to  be  at  Strasburg  on  time;  yet 
Fremont  believed  that  he  had  done  all  that  was  humanly 
possible.  He  declared  later  that  nothing  could  have 
excelled  the  devotion  with  which  his  tired,  ill-clad,  ill- 
fed  troops  pursued  Jackson’s  rear  guard  after  the  ac¬ 
tion  at  Strasburg.  “The  road  was  strewn  with  arms, 
blankets,  and  clothing,  thrown  away  in  their  [the 
rebels’]  haste,  or  abandoned  by  their  pickets  where  they 
had  been  surprised,  and  the  woods  and  roads  were  lined 
by  their  stragglers,  unable  to  keep  up  with  the  rapid 
retreat.  For  nine  days  we  kept  in  sight  of  the  enemy — 
the  pursuit  interrupted  only  by  the  streams  where  the 
enemy  succeeded  in  destroying  the  bridges  for  which 
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our  advance  was  in  continual  contest  with  his  rear.”  3 
After  Cross  Keys,  Lincoln  telegraphed  him,  “Many 
thanks  to  yourself,  officers,  and  men  for  the  gallant 
battle  of  last  Sunday”;  and  he  later  added,  in  another 
message:  “You  fought  Jackson  alone  and  worsted  him” 
— which  was  not  precisely  true. 

Schurz  had  heard  much  of  Fremont,  and  studied  the 
General  with  curiosity.  He  found  him  a  man  of  “ele¬ 
gant  build,  muscular  and  elastic,  dark  hair  and  beard 
slightly  streaked  with  gray,  a  broad  forehead,  a  keen 
eye,  fine  regular  features.”  He  praised  his  air  of  refine¬ 
ment,  his  easy  and  unaffected  manners,  and  his  low, 
gentle  tone  of  voice,  which  carried  a  suggestion  of  reti¬ 
cence.  “The  whole  personality,”  he  concluded,  “ap¬ 
peared  rather  attractive — and  yet,  one  did  not  feel  quite 
sure.”  2  In  his  report  to  Lincoln,  Schurz  included  a 
sage  word  of  political  warning: 

This  morning  I  found  General  Fremont  in  a 
somewhat  irritated  frame  of  mind,  and  I  must  con¬ 
fess  I  understand  it.  The  government  has  plenty 
of  provisions,  and  our  soldiers  die  of  hunger ;  plenty 
of  shoes,  and  they  go  barefooted;  plenty  of  horses, 
and  we  are  hardly  able  to  move.  I  would  entreat 
you  let  it  not  be  said  that  this  army  is  more  neg¬ 
lected  than  any  other.  It  would  appear  that  it  is 

1  Fremont’s  letter,  N.  Y.  Tribune,  Feb.  12,  1863.  Col.  G.  F.  R.  Henderson,  in 
his  Stonewall  Jackson  and  the  American  Civil  War,  I,  Ch.  11,  takes  Schurz ’s  view 
that  Fremont  lacked  boldness,  and  states  that  by  a  daring  stroke  at  Cross  Keys  he 
might  have  secured  Jackson’s  defeat. 
s  Carl  Schurz,  Reminiscences,  II,  343-346. 
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willfully  so ,  and  you  know  how  this  will  he  inter¬ 
preted.  The  task  this  army  has  before  it  is  an  im¬ 
portant  one,  and  it  ought  to  have  the  means  to  ful¬ 
fill  it. 

But  Lincoln  had  been  too  thoroughly  imbued  by  the 
Blairs’  prejudices  to  trust  Fremont,  and  under  any  cir¬ 
cumstances  the  General’s  service  would  have  been  brief. 
In  the  middle  of  June,  Fremont  asked  the  President  to 
increase  his  force,  promising  that  if  it  were  augmented 
to  35,000  men,  the  strength  originally  promised  him, 
he  would  capture  Staunton,  seize  the  Richmond-New- 
bern  Railroad,  and  prevent  the  enemy  from  using  west¬ 
ern  Virginia  as  a  rich  granary.  The  correspondence 
which  ensued  reveals  the  deep-seated  distrust  which 
Lincoln  felt  for  his  Commander.  Fremont  had  been 
courteous  in  reminding  the  President  of  his  promise  of 
a  larger  army.  “I  now  ask  from  the  President  the  ful¬ 
fillment  of  this  understanding,”  he  wrote,  “and  ask  it 
only  because,  under  the  conditions  of  the  war  here,  I 
should  be  able  to  render  good  and  immediate  service.” 
But  the  President’s  reply  the  next  day  showed  not  a 
little  asperity.  He  telegraphed: 

Your  dispatch  of  yesterday,  reminding  me  of  a 
supposed  understanding  that  I  would  furnish  you 
a  corps  of  35,000  men,  and  reminding  me  of  the 
“fulfillment  of  this  understanding,”  is  received.  I 
am  ready  to  come  to  a  fair  settlement  of  accounts 
with  you  on  the  fulfillment  of  understandings. 
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Early  in  March  last,  when  I  assigned  you  to  the 
command  of  the  Mountain  Department,  I  did  tell 
you  I  would  give  you  all  the  force  I  could,  and  that 
I  hoped  to  make  it  reach  35,000.  You  at  the  same 
time  told  me  that  within  a  reasonable  time  you 
would  seize  the  railroad  at  or  east  of  Knoxville, 
Tenn.,  if  you  could.  There  was  then  in  the  depart¬ 
ment  a  force  supposed  to  be  25,000,  the  exact 
number  as  well  known  to  you  as  to  me.  After  look¬ 
ing  about  two  or  three  days,  you  called  and  dis¬ 
tinctly  told  me,  that  if  I  would  add  the  Blenker 
Division  to  the  force  already  in  the  department, 
you  would  undertake  the  job.  The  Blenker  Divi¬ 
sion  contained  10,000,  and  at  the  expense  of  great 
dissatisfaction  to  Gen.  McClellan  I  took  it  from 
his  army  and  gave  it  to  you.  My  promise  was  lit¬ 
erally  fulfilled.  I  have  given  you  all  I  could,  and 
I  have  given  you  very  nearly,  if  not  quite,  35,000. 

Now  for  yours:  On  the  23d  of  May,  largely  over 
two  months  afterward,  you  were  at  Franklin,  Va., 
not  within  three  hundred  miles  of  Knoxville,  nor 
within  eighty  miles  of  any  part  of  the  railroad 
east  of  it,  and  not  moving  forward  but  telegraphing 
here  that  you  could  not  move  for  lack  of  every¬ 
thing.  Now,  do  not  misunderstand  me.  I  do  not 
say  you  have  not  done  all  you  could.  I  presume 
you  met  unexpected  difficulties;  and  I  beg  you  to 
believe  that  as  surely  as  you  have  done  your  best, 
so  have  I.  I  have  not  the  power  now  to  fill  up  your 
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corps  to  35,000.  I  am  only  asking  of  you  to  stand 
cautiously  on  the  defensive;  get  your  force  in  or¬ 
der,  and  give  such  protection  as  you  can  to  the 
valley  of  the  Shenandoah  and  to  Western  Virginia. 

Have  you  received  the  orders  and  will  you  act 
upon  them? 

A.  Lincoln. 

Lincoln’s  dispatch  is  worth  printing  because  it  shows 
clearly  that  the  President  was  unconvinced  of  Fremont’s 
military  capacity  and  ready  to  find  fault  with  his  acts. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  its  criticism  was  hardly  fair.  Mili¬ 
tary  critics  have  agreed  that  Lincoln’s  plan  for  the 
capture  of  Knoxville  was  highly  impracticable.  Blen- 
ker’s  division,  which  was  to  raise  Fremont’s  army  to 
35,000,  was  not  ordered  to  him  until  the  beginning  of 
April  and  did  not  reach  his  Department  until  May  5; 
while  it  was  ragged,  shoeless,  without  tents  or  sufficient 
provisions,  and  tired.  Fremont  could  not  argue  with 
the  President.  He  sent  a  brief  and  submissive  reply, 
saying  simply  that  the  orders  had  been  received,  and 
that,  as  a  matter  of  course,  he  would  act  upon  them,  as 
he  was  now  acting.  But  he  read  between  the  lines  of 
Lincoln’s  message  its  full  significance,  and  it  played  its 
part  in  his  almost  immediate  decision  to  withdraw. 

For  this  decision,  an  excuse  was  soon  furnished,  since 
before  June  ended  action  was  taken  which  Fremont  re¬ 
garded  as  making  it  impossible  for  him  to  remain  at  his 
post.  Lincoln,  wisely  but  belatedly,  consolidated  the 
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(He  is  here  shown — beardless — as  a  first  lieutenant  fresh  from  West  Point;  a 
little  later,  with  sideburns,  as  he  served  in  the  Mexican  War;  and  as  a  Confed¬ 
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forces  of  Fremont,  Banks,  and  McDowell  into  one 
army,  to  be  called  the  Army  of  Virginia,  and  placed 
it  under  the  command  of  General  John  Pope,  the  troops 
of  the  Mountain  Department  being  constituted  the  First 
Corps  under  Fremont’s  command.  Since  his  removal 
in  Missouri,  Fremont  detested  Pope  only  less  than  he 
detested  Frank  Blair.  They  were  avowed  enemies.  He 
believed  that  Pope  had  been  disloyal  and  insubordinate, 
and  had  tried  to  encompass  his  defeat.  He  could  not 
bring  himself  to  hold  any  intercourse  with  the  man. 
It  would  perhaps  have  been  better — it  would  certainly 
have  been  more  patriotic — had  he  sunk  his  personal  re¬ 
sentment  and  stuck  doggedly  to  his  work  until,  as  was 
inevitable.  Pope  demonstrated  his  utter  incapacity.  But 
such  a  course  did  not  square  with  Fremont’s  or  Mrs. 
Fremont’s  high  and  sensitive  conception  of  personal 
honor,  and  he  requested  that  the  President  relieve  him 
of  his  command.  Lincoln  promptly  did  so. 

The  course  of  events  had  contributed  to  increase  the 
cleavage  between  Fremont  and  the  Administration. 
Lincoln  was  more  convinced  than  ever  that  Fremont 
was  intractable  and  unsafe.  He  regarded  the  explorer 
as  a  troublesome  man  providentially  shelved.  Fre¬ 
mont,  chafing  for  action,  but  unwilling  to  surrender  his 
dignity,  was  convinced  that  he  had  been  the  victim  of 
a  new  indignity,  and  that  he  could  never  expect  justice 
from  Lincoln  or  the  Blairs.  He  returned  to  New  York, 
taking  his  personal  staff  with  him,  in  an  embittered 
frame  of  mind.  For  a  time  he  kept  his  peace.  He  was 
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still  one  of  the  ranking  officers  of  the  Army,  and  he 
had  hopes  that  some  conjunction  of  circumstances  might 
recall  him  to  the  field.  His  radical  friends  and  the  radi¬ 
cal  press  were  vociferous  in  urging  his  claims;  Mrs. 
Fremont  pulled  whatever  wires  she  could  reach. 
Among  others,  she  approached  Hannibal  Hamlin. 
“What  can  I  do?”  the  Vice-President  wrote  her.  “The 
slow  and  unsatisfactory  movements  of  the  Government 
do  not  meet  my  approbation,  and  that  is  known,  and  of 
course  I  am  not  consulted  at  all,  nor  do  I  think  there  is 
much  disposition  in  any  quarter  to  regard  any  counsel  I 
may  give  much  if  at  all.”  Still,  he  tried.  Others  tried, 
with  equal  lack  of  success.  Fremont,  watching  Lin¬ 
coln’s  policies  with  more  and  more  distaste,  looked  for¬ 
ward  to  the  time  when  he  might  cross  swords  with  his 
enemies — and  that  time  was  soon  to  come. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV 


THE  DEFEAT  OF  THE  BLAIRS 


he  year  1864  opened  with  the  storm  clouds  bil- 


JL  lowing  thickly  about  the  Lincoln  Administration, 
and  Fremont  watching  these  omens  of  trouble  with 
keen  interest.  Discontent  was  rife  in  every  quarter — 
in  the  Cabinet,  in  Congress,  in  the  country  at  large; 
and  everywhere  it  was  breeding  political  machinations 
against  the  President.  In  these  plots,  Fremont  had  no 
mind  to  play  an  active  role.  He  had  turned  quickly  to 
his  private  business  pursuits  and  was  willing  to  lose 
himself  completely  in  them.  But  he  fully  realized  that 
to  hundreds  of  thousands  of  voters  his  name  still  pos¬ 
sessed  a  magical  ring. 

A  new  Congress  had  convened  the  previous  Decem¬ 
ber,  and  had  at  once  shown  that  it  was  under  the 
domination  of  radicals  who  were  thoroughly  unfriendly 
to  the  Administration.  Lincoln’s  candidate  for  the 
speakership  had  been  decisively  defeated — defeated  by 
the  brilliant  Indianian,  Fremont’s  warm  defender, 
Schuyler  Colfax.  The  important  committees  had  been 
filled  by  men  who  opposed  Lincoln’s  conservative  pol¬ 
icy.  In  the  Senate,  Charles  Sumner,  icy,  solemn,  and 
pontifical,  felt  a  personal  cordiality  for  Lincoln,  but 
sternly  deplored  his  official  course.  Zachariah  Chandler, 
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a  rough  backwoods  type  of  politician,  blunt  and  ruthless, 
took  the  same  attitude.  He,  like  Lyman  Trumbull, 
the  irrepressible  Illinoisan,  John  P.  Hale,  the  super¬ 
critical,  nagging  New  Englander,  and  that  domineering 
egotist,  Benjamin  F.  Wade,  was  a  member  of  the  Com¬ 
mittee  on  the  Conduct  of  the  War.  Wade  as  chair¬ 
man  had  made  this  body  a  thorn  in  Lincoln’s  side,  and 
its  final  report  on  April  3,  1864,  was  a  resounding  blast 
in  favor  of  a  more  vigorous  prosecution  of  the  War. 
Then  a  new  joint  committee  of  the  same  name  was  or¬ 
ganized,  and  with  much  the  same  personnel  resumed 
the  attack  on  the  President. 

In  the  House,  the  foremost  place  among  the  oppo¬ 
nents  of  Lincoln  was  taken  by  the  bitter,  narrow,  pa¬ 
triotic  Thaddeus  Stevens,  now  aged  and  bowed  by  dis¬ 
ease,  but  unrelenting  as  ever.  Beside  him  stood  the 
dashing  and  comparatively  youthful  Henry  Winter 
Davis  of  Maryland,  who  disputed  control  over  that  state 
with  the  Blair  dynasty.  Another  who  shared  their  views 
was  George  W.  Julian  of  Indiana,  who  had  been  dis¬ 
gusted  by  Lincoln’s  slowness  in  proclaiming  emancipa¬ 
tion.  He  would  never  have  proclaimed  it,  Julian  be¬ 
lieved,  if  he  had  not  feared  that  Congress  would  refuse 
to  vote  supplies  unless  the  War  were  placed  upon  a 
definite  anti-slavery  basis.1  Lincoln  in  his  December 
message  had  proposed  to  Congress  a  moderate  and  tol¬ 
erant  plan  for  reconstructing  the  lost  states,  and  the 
radicals  had  lost  no  time  in  preparing  to  knife  it.  Thad- 
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deiis  Stevens  had  exploded  a  little  earlier  that  he  was 
“tired  of  hearing  damned  Republican  cowards  talk 
about  the  Constitution,”  and  that  we  should  give  the 
rebels  “reconstruction  on  such  terms  as  would  end  trea¬ 
son  forever.”  Now  Henry  Winter  Davis  brought  for¬ 
ward  a  bill  which  was  intended  to  destroy  Lincoln’s 
reconstruction  scheme  and  furnish  a  harsher  system  in 
its  stead.  The  hostility  of  all  these  men  toward  Lin¬ 
coln’s  ambitions  for  a  second  term  was  open  and  bitter. 
Young  James  A.  Garfield,  who  had  fought  at  Shiloh 
and  had  just  entered  Congress  from  the  Ashtabula  dis¬ 
trict  of  Ohio,  wrote  that  “we  hope  we  may  not  be  com¬ 
pelled  to  push  Lincoln  four  years  more.” 

If  Congress  seemed  to  be  alive  with  discontent  and 
opposition,  the  Cabinet  was  even  more  completely  di¬ 
vided.  Stanton,  a  man  compounded  of  disagreeable 
qualities,  jealousy,  arbitrariness,  ambition,  and  ill  tem¬ 
per,  and  yet  laborious,  enormously  energetic,  a  vast 
organizing  force,  a  thorough  patriot,  seemed  at  times 
to  hold  Lincoln  in  utter  contempt.  He  had  called  him 
a  gorilla  and  talked  of  his  “painful  imbecility.”  1  At 
other  times,  his  loyalty  and  admiration  appeared  per¬ 
fect.  Salmon  P.  Chase  was  at  work  day  and  night  laying 
mines,  stringing  wires,  and  planning  to  make  himself 
President  in  the  stead  of  the  Illinois  lawyer  whose 
powers  he  distrusted  and  whose  aims  he  thought  inade¬ 
quate.  After  some  initial  coyness,  his  candidacy  was 
perfectly  open,  and  Lincoln  had  to  tolerate  it.  Wade 
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and  Winter  Davis  gave  him  their  support,  while  vari¬ 
ous  Congressional  radicals  and  prominent  citizens 
formed  a  committee — the  Republican  National  Execu¬ 
tive  Committee — under  Senator  Samuel  C.  Pomeroy  of 
Kansas  to  push  his  candidacy.  From  this  body  shortly 
came  a  vigorous  pronunciamento,  declaring  that  if  the 
anti-slavery  principle  was  to  triumph,  if  the  War  was 
to  be  vigorously  prosecuted,  and  if  the  country  was 
to  be  safe,  the  voters  should  rally  to  elect  Chase  in¬ 
stead  of  Lincoln.1  Chase  clubs  began  to  spring  up  over 
the  North.  Meanwhile,  other  members  of  the  Cabinet 
were  hopelessly  antagonistic  to  each  other. 

The  principal  cause  of  the  Cabinet  antagonisms  was 
evident  to  every  observer — the  Blairs.  The  Postmaster- 
General,  Montgomery  Blair,  had  early  become  a  storm 
center.  Like  his  father  and  brother,  he  basked  in  Lin¬ 
coln’s  favor,  and  the  family  repaid  this  favor  with 
warmhearted  devotion  to  their  chief;  but  other  leaders 
regarded  the  tall,  angular  Missourian  with  dislike.  His 
talk  of  solving  the  slavery  question  by  measures  of  col¬ 
onization  and  compensation  enraged  the  radicals.  When 
emancipation  was  proposed,  the  emancipation  for  which 
Sumner  and  Greeley,  Wade  and  Beecher  were  calling, 
he  had  stubbornly  opposed  it  to  the  last.  He  declared 
it  inexpedient  and  would  have  postponed  it  even  when 
Lincoln  had  decided  to  issue  his  proclamation.  Upon 
the  reconstruction  issue,  the  radicals  thought  him 
equally  perverse.  The  whole  Blair  family  was  for  treat- 
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ing  the  South  mildly  and  kindly,  and  restoring  its  rights 
promptly.  Montgomery  Blair  loosed  a  tremendous 
broadside  against  the  men  who  stood  for  “amalgama¬ 
tion,  equality,  and  fraternity”  with  the  negro  race.1  To 
the  old  Abolitionists  and  to  all  who,  like  Zachariah 
Chandler  and  Thaddeus  Stevens,  thought  that  the 
Negroes  should  be  treated  as  friends  and  the  rebels  as 
enemies,  the  Blairs  had  become  anathema. 

Commanding  the  President’s  support,  Montgomery 
Blair  might  have  seemed  in  a  position  to  hold  his  Cabi¬ 
net  portfolio  without  making  enemies  in  the  President’s 
official  family.  Instead,  he  quickly  surrounded  himself 
with  feuds  and  antagonisms,  and  by  the  year  1864 
they  had  become  dangerous  in  their  intensity.  He  and 
Seward  had  nothing  but  dislike  for  each  other.  The 
elder  Blair  had  by  some  strange  process  of  reasoning 
associated  Seward  and  Fremont  as  allies,  and  regarded 
them  as  twin  agents  of  the  Abolitionist  cause,  an  opinion 
which  he  took  no  pains  to  conceal.  Montgomery  Blair 
believed  that  Seward  had  tried  deliberately  to  provoke 
the  clash  between  the  North  and  the  South,  and  made 
reckless  and  unfounded  charges  to  that  effect.2  As 
for  Attorney-General  Edward  Bates,  the  Blairs  had 
systematically  undermined  and  opposed  him  in  Mis¬ 
souri  politics,  and  he  well  knew  the  fact.  The  peppery 
Stanton  and  the  intriguing  Montgomery  Blair  did  not 
get  on  at  all.  Montgomery,  recalling  Stanton’s  rec- 
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ord  as  a  member  of  Buchanan’s  Cabinet,  doubted  his 
loyalty  and  zeal  in  the  Union  cause,  while  the  two  were 
utterly  incompatible  in  temperament.  Stanton  was 
never  a  man  to  repress  his  private  hatreds,  and  he  struck 
out  at  the  Blairs  by  having  some  of  their  Maryland 
relatives  arrested  on  the  charge  that  they  had  smug¬ 
gled  supplies  of  medicine  over  to  the  Confederates.1 
When  it  came  to  Chase,  of  course,  the  enmity  was  still 
more  open. 

Outside  official  circles,  there  seemed — to  the  super¬ 
ficial  observer — many  evidences  of  popular  chilliness 
toward  Lincoln.  The  correspondence  of  Chase  and 
Lyman  Trumbull  was  filled  with  letters  from  bitter¬ 
enders  who  resented  the  President’s  seemingly  tepid 
policy.  The  northern  pulpit  was  largely  unfriendly. 
The  greatest  church  magazine,  Henry  Ward  Beecher’s 
Independent ,  declared  that:  “Great  statesmen  are  few 
in  any  country,  but  few  as  they  are  we  must  make  dili¬ 
gent  search  to  find  one  for  the  next  presidency.”  Of 
course  the  Democratic  newspapers  were  shrill  in  their 
abuse.  James  Gordon  Bennett’s  Herald ,  which  the 
President  himself  read  for  its  unrivaled  war  news, 
lashed  the  Administration  unmercifully.  But  the  Re¬ 
publican  press  was  in  part  not  much  less  hostile.  Gree¬ 
ley’s  Tribime  declared  that  Lincoln’s  nomination  would 
at  once  awaken  “the  fear  that  the  disasters,  the  burdens, 
the  debts,  and  the  hopes  deferred  will  be  revived.”  Ut¬ 
terances  of  similar  purport  could  be  found  in  William 
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Cullen  Bryant’s  dignified  Evening  Post.  Both  Bryant 
and  Greeley  believed  that  the  nomination  of  a  Repub¬ 
lican  candidate  for  the  Presidency  should  be  deferred 
until  the  close  of  the  summer  of  1864,  in  order  that  the 
people  might  know  whether  the  overthrow  of  the  Rebel¬ 
lion  was  in  sight,  or  its  speedy  overthrow  was  a  proved 
impossibility.  If  the  battles  of  July  and  August  showed 
that  it  was  impossible  to  crush  the  Rebellion  at  once, 
then  another  and  better  leader  than  Lincoln  could  be 
called  to  the  helm.1  But  some  editors  were  for  reject¬ 
ing  Lincoln  out  of  hand.  The  youthful  Whitelaw  Reid 
of  the  Cincinnati  Gazette  declared  that  the  President 
was  ready  to  “surrender  the  cause  of  human  freedom 
to  the  masters  of  slave  plantations.”  2 

It  was  inevitable  that  much  of  the  opposition  to  Lin¬ 
coln  should  coalesce  about  the  name  of  Fremont.  He 
was  sincerely  indifferent  to  any  movement  of  the  sort. 
Giving  up  all  hope  of  military  employment,  he  had 
plunged  with  his  usual  enthusiasm  into  a  new  business 
field — railroad  building.  The  newspapers  had  suggested 
that  if  he  was  not  to  be  allowed  a  command,  he  might 
he  appointed  military  governor  of  North  Carolina  or 
one  of  the  other  reconquered  states.  The  great  task  in 
these  states,  said  the  Tribune ,  was  to  organize  the  eman¬ 
cipated  slaves.  “The  first  condition  for  the  success  of 
such  an  effort  is  to  win  their  confidence.  We  cannot 
do  it  by  sending  them  a  general  whom  they  do  not 
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know.  But  Fremont’s  name  has  been  a  watchword  in 
every  cabin  since  1856,  and  will  be  heard  at  once  as  a 
war-cry  by  the  slaves  waiting  to  rally  under  the  Union 
flag.”  1  But  Lincoln  refused  to  heed  such  suggestions. 
When  George  Julian  called  at  the  White  House  to 
urge  a  post  for  the  explorer,  the  President  replied  that 
he  was  willing,  but  that  he  did  not  know  where  to  place 
him.  The  situation,  he  said,  reminded  him  of  the  old 
man  who  advised  his  son  to  take  a  wife,  to  which  the 
son  replied,  “Whose  wife  shall  I  take?”  There  were 
important  positions  in  sight,  but  they  could  be  reached 
only  by  removals  which  he  did  not  care  to  make. 

A  somewhat  different  answer  was  given  to  a  deputa¬ 
tion  which,  including  Senator  Henry  Wilson,  Wendell 
Phillips,  Moncure  D.  Conway,  and  Oakes  Ames,  came 
to  the  President  to  speak  about  the  governorship  of 
North  Carolina.  Some  one  suggested  Fremont,  and 
Lincoln  tolerantly  indicated  why  he  thought  the  pro¬ 
posal  a  poor  one.  “I  have  great  respect  for  Gen.  Fre¬ 
mont  and  his  abilities,”  said  the  President  slowly,  “but 
the  fact  is  that  the  pioneer  in  any  movement  is  not 
generally  the  best  man  to  carry  that  movement  to  a 
successful  issue.  It  was  so  in  old  times,  wasn’t  it?” 
he  continued  with  a  smile.  “Moses  began  the  emanci¬ 
pation  of  the  Jews,  but  didn’t  take  Israel  to  the  Prom¬ 
ised  Land  after  all.”  The  truth  was  that  Lincoln  could 
not  have  appointed  Fremont  without  offending  his 
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conservative  supporters,  and  he  did  not  think  it  neces¬ 
sary,  at  least  as  yet,  to  act. 

While  Chase  was  coming  brazenly  into  the  open  in 
his  pursuit  of  the  nomination,  while  Thaddeus  Stevens 
was  expressing  the  sagacious  view  that  Ben  Butler 
would  make  a  much  better  President  than  Lincoln,  and 
while  Greeley  was  declaring  in  the  Tribune  that  Chase, 
Fremont,  Butler,  and  Grant  ought  all  to  be  considered, 
the  explorer  had  immersed  himself  in  railway  opera¬ 
tions.  His  enthusiasm  for  the  opening  up  of  the  great 
trans-Mississippi  region  was  as  fresh  as  ever.  The  ac¬ 
tion  of  Congress  richly  endowing  a  Pacific  railroad 
stirred  his  imagination.  Commanding  large  funds  on 
the  credit  of  Mariposa,  having  a  name  valuable  to  any 
enterprise,  and  being  personally  familiar  with  west¬ 
ern  topography,  he  felt  that  this  offered  an  ideal  field 
for  his  energies.  In  June  of  1863,  the  New  York  press 
announced  with  applause  that  he  had  put  his  hand  to  the 
helm.  Capitalists  had  been  reluctant,  with  the  War  rag¬ 
ing,  to  undertake  new  lines  across  the  plains.  But  now 
Fremont  had  come  forward  with  Samuel  Hallett, 
widely  known,  as  the  Tribune  said  editorially,  “in  mon¬ 
eyed  circles  as  a  man  of  large  financial  experience,  com¬ 
bined  with  an  energy  and  indomitable  will  to  which  all 
obstacles  are  made  to  succumb.”  1  They  intended  to 
build  a  line  through  the  state  of  Kansas — what  was 
later  known  as  the  Kansas  Pacific — connecting  on  the 
east  with  the  Missouri  River  terminals;  and  for  this 
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purpose  took  over  a  paper  railway  called  the  Leaven¬ 
worth,  Pawnee,  and  Western.  A  new  directorate  was 
chosen,  and  Fremont  elected  president.  In  a  few  weeks 
he  was  advertising,  from  his  Beaver  Street  offices,  for 
bids  to  deliver  4,000  tons  of  iron  rails  at  Leavenworth 
or  Kansas  City. 

But  if  he  would  willingly  have  kept  aloof  from  poli¬ 
tics,  an  increasing  number  of  radicals  were  insistent  that 
he  be  drafted  for  service  in  1864.  Many  German- 
Americans  and  Abolitionists  preferred  him  above  all 
other  candidates ;  while,  as  the  weeks  passed,  supporters 
began  to  drift  in  from  other  camps.  Butler’s  name 
aroused  more  derision  than  enthusiasm.  The  Chase 
candidacy,  blazing  brilliantly  in  the  political  heavens 
in  February,  came  down  like  a  rocket-stick  in  March. 
Pomeroy’s  circular  in  behalf  of  the  Secretary  of  the 
Treasury  aroused  wide  comment.  But  on  February 
22,  the  Republican  National  Committee,  sitting  in 
Washington,  virtually  came  out  for  the  renomination 
of  Lincoln,  and  called  the  Republican  Convention  to 
sit  for  that  purpose  at  Baltimore  in  June.  More  de¬ 
cisively,  on  March  5,  the  Republican  caucus  of  the  Ohio 
Legislature  refused  to  endorse  Chase  as  a  “favorite 
son,”  which  meant  that  Ohio  was  for  Lincoln.  Chase 
was  compelled  reluctantly  and  ungracefully  to  with¬ 
draw,  though  his  desire  to  see  Lincoln  supplanted  was 
as  strong  as  ever.  Many  of  his  adherents  turned  toward 
Fremont. 

The  first  evidence  of  the  way  the  wind  was  veering 
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came  on  March  19,  when  radicals  and  old-school  Aboli¬ 
tionists  of  New  York  came  together  at  Cooper  Union 
in  an  earnest  “Fremont  meeting,”  of  which  Fremont 
knew  nothing  in  advance.  The  men  in  charge  were  for 
the  most  part  obscure.  Under  the  blazing  gas  jets  in 
Room  20  that  erudite,  perfervid  big  German-American, 
Friedrich  Kapp,  mopped  his  brow  and  declaimed  with 
a  marked  accent  upon  the  need  for  a  change  of  govern¬ 
ment.  A  Mr.  Whipple  gained  the  floor,  and  launched 
into  personal  abuse  of  Lincoln.  He  had  himself  seen, 
he  said,  the  bad  effects  of  liquor  and  the  evil  influence 
of  slavery.  A  platform  calling  for  “vigorous,  consistent, 
concentrated  prosecution  of  the  war”  was  read  amid 
cheers.  Then  there  was  a  stir  at  the  door,  a  sudden 
clapping  of  hands,  and  everybody  arose  as  the  loose, 
ill-clad  figure  of  Greeley  shuffled  in.  The  editor’s  re¬ 
marks,  as  reported  by  his  own  journal,  were  a  bit  con¬ 
fused.1  But  he  squeakily  made  three  facts  clear.  First, 
that  he  thought  it  would  have  been  well  to  postpone  all 
nominations  and  campaigning  until  people  could  see 
what  Grant  would  do  in  the  summer  campaigns;  sec¬ 
ond,  that  he  advocated  a  single  term  for  Presidents; 
and  third,  that  while  he  expected  to  support  the  regular 
nominee  of  the  Republican  Convention,  he  believed  that 
“the  people  of  New  York  were  in  favor  of  putting  down 
the  rebellion  and  its  cause,  and  sustaining  Freedom,  and 
he  believed  that  John  C.  Fremont  would  carry  out  such 
views.” 


1 N.  Y.  Tribune,  March  20,  1864. 
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Perhaps  the  movement  thus  brought  before  the  pub¬ 
lic  would  have  amounted  to  little;  but  at  this  juncture 
Frank  Blair  executed  a  stroke  which  aroused  the  radi¬ 
cals  to  a  new  pitch  of  anger.  The  current  seemed  to  be 
setting  against  the  President.  Pennsylvania,  Massachu¬ 
setts,  and  New  York  were  apparently  hostile  to  him. 
All  Frank  Blair’s  innate  recklessness  and  pugnacity 
came  to  the  surface.  As  a  major-general,  he  had  no 
right  to  hold  civil  office,  but  he  had  made  an  arrange¬ 
ment  by  which  he  had  surrendered  his  commission  tem¬ 
porarily  and  Lincoln  placed  it  in  a  secret  drawer,  to 
be  returned  upon  demand.  By  this  adroit  if  illegal 
manoeuvre,  Frank  was  able  to  return  to  Congress.  In 
January,  he  had  begun  to  make  war  upon  Secretary 
Chase  by  calling  for  an  investigation  of  certain  Treas¬ 
ury  regulations.  Now,  on  April  23,  he  suddenly  rose 
in  his  place  and  made  the  most  sensational  and  ferocious 
speech  which  Congress  had  heard  in  years.  He  accused 
Chase  of  public  corruption  and  private  baseness;  he 
declared  that  Chase  had  squandered  public  funds, 
wrung  from  a  hard-pressed  people,  to  advance  his  can¬ 
didacy;  and  he  charged  that  he  had  used  hundreds  of 
Treasury  agents  to  build  up  his  machine.  To  support 
this  tirade,  he  read  a  letter  from  a  New  York  finan¬ 
cier,  which  spoke  of  rumors  afloat  there;  among  them 
a  report  that  Chase  had  given  his  son-in-law,  Governor 
Sprague,  a  permit  to  buy  cotton  at  the  South  by  which 
the  latter  would  probably  make  $2,000,000.1 

1  Congressional  Globe,  38th  Congress,  1st  session.  Part  II,  1252  ff. 
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This  vicious  and  ill-considered  attack  created  an 
uproar  among  the  radical  leaders  and  editors,  and  in¬ 
creased  the  resentment  with  which  they  viewed  the 
Administration.  Chase  denounced  the  speech  as  an 
“outrageous  calumny.”  The  special  car  in  which  he  left 
Washington  that  day  for  Baltimore  fairly  “trembled 
with  his  rage.”  1  There  seems  no  question  that  Lincoln 
was  much  annoyed  by  Blair’s  indiscretion.  The  man 
had  kicked  over  another  beehive,  he  said;  and  for  a 
time  he  hesitated  to  restore  Blair  to  his  military  com¬ 
mand,  though  he  had  already  given  the  needed  instruc¬ 
tions.  But  the  radicals  naturally  believed  that  Lin¬ 
coln  had  done  something  to  instigate  Blair’s  onslaught, 
and  that  he  had  taken  satisfaction  in  it.  After  this 
event.  Chase  and  Montgomery  Blair  glared  daggers  at 
each  other  whenever  they  met  in  the  Cabinet  room,  and 
there  was  nothing  Chase  would  not  have  done  to  chastise 
the  pride  of  the  Blair  family. 

But  Chase  was  out  of  the  running  for  the  presidency, 
and  it  was  now  evident  to  everybody  that  Lincoln  would 
be  nominated  at  Baltimore  at  the  beginning  of  June. 
It  was  by  no  means  so  clear  that  he  would  be  successful 
in  November.  James  A.  Garfield  wrote  despondingly : 
“Lincoln  will  be  nominated  and  a  copperhead  will  be 
elected.  Not  a  dozen  men  in  Congress  think  other¬ 
wise.”  But  even  to  have  the  President  again  placed 
at  the  head  of  the  Republican  party  was  a  bitter  dose 
to  many  of  the  extremists,  and  they  turned  to  the  idea 

1  A.  G.  Riddle,  Recollections  of  War  Times,  267,  268. 
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of  a  third  ticket.  It  might  be  used  to  obtain  the  with¬ 
drawal  of  Lincoln  from  the  race;  it  could  certainly  be 
used  to  increase  the  chances  of  his  ultimate  defeat.  On 
May  4,  1864,  a  group  of  radical  Republicans  who  were 
known  to  favor  the  choice  of  Fremont  sent  out  an  invi¬ 
tation  to  a  mass  convention  at  Cleveland,  to  meet  on 
May  31  for  the  purpose  of  forestalling  the  action  of  the 
regular  Republicans.  The  signers  of  this  invitation  did 
not  constitute  an  impressive  group.  Representing  only 
eleven  states,  they  included  no  names  more  distinguished 
than  those  of  B.  Gratz  Brown,  Friedrich  Kapp,  Emil 
Preetorius,  and  James  Redpath.  However,  their  call 
was  shortly  reinforced  by  one  emanating  from  a  number 
of  minor  state  officials  in  New  York,  and  one  sent  out 
by  a  considerable  number  of  Abolitionists.1 

Fremont’s  papers  do  not  indicate  that  he  was  excited 
by  the  prospect  for  another  nomination  for  the  presi¬ 
dency,  or  that  he  had  any  illusions  as  to  the  chances  for 
his  election ;  indeed,  it  appears  that  he  was  by  no  means 
certain  of  consenting.  His  papers  do  show  that  he  was 
urged  to  take  a  receptive  position  by  such  men  as  Gov¬ 
ernors  Andrew  and  Curtin,  and  David  Dudley  Field. 
The  coming  convention  was  derided  by  William  Lloyd 
Garrison.  “General  Fremont,  as  yet,”  he  wrote,  “has 
not  shown  a  single  state,  a  single  county,  a  single  town 
or  hamlet  in  his  support.  Who  represents  him  from 
Massachusetts,  on  the  call  for  the  Cleveland  Conven¬ 
tion?  Two  men,  both  non-voters,  I  believe,  and  neither 

1  Annual  Cyclopaedia,  1865,  p.  783  ff. 
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of  them  has  a  particle  of  political  influence.”  1  Wendell 
Phillips,  on  the  other  hand,  was  warmly  for  Fremont, 
and  when  the  Convention  actually  met,  it  had  a  good 
press.  Even  the  Democratic  journals,  for  selfish  rea¬ 
sons,  spoke  well  of  it. 

It  opened  formally  on  May  31,  1864,  in  Cosmopoli¬ 
tan  Hall  in  Cleveland,  with  ex-Governor  William  F. 
Johnston  of  Pennsylvania  calling  the  motley  body  of 
about  four  hundred  Radicals,  Germans,  and  War  Dem¬ 
ocrats  to  order.  Many  of  the  delegates  had  no  creden¬ 
tials,  though  they  represented  various  political  organi¬ 
zations.  Sixteen  states  had  sent  members.  For  the  most 
part,  everything  went  like  clockwork.  Fremont  was 
nominated  by  acclamation,  General  John  Cochrane  of 
New  York  was  named  for  Vice-President,  though  many 
had  supposed  that  the  honor  would  go  to  B.  Gratz 
Brown,  and  a  platform  was  adopted  which  expressed 
radical  ideas  from  beginning  to  end.  It  called  for  un¬ 
compromising  prosecution  of  the  War,  for  the  consti¬ 
tutional  prohibition  of  slavery,  for  free  speech  and  a 
free  press,  for  a  one-term  presidency,  for  leaving  re¬ 
construction  exclusively  to  Congress,  and  for  the  con¬ 
fiscation  of  rebel  lands  to  be  divided  among  soldiers 
and  actual  sailors.  Fremont  promptly  accepted  the 
honor,  declaring  that:  “Today  we  have  in  this  country 
the  abuses  of  a  military  dictation  without  its  unity  of 
action  and  vigor  of  execution”;  but  he  dissented  from 
the  plank  upon  the  confiscation  of  rebel  property. 


1  The  Liberator,  May  81,  1864. 
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For  the  moment,  Fremont’s  nomination  was  regarded 
in  Administration  circles  with  comparative  indifference. 
Lincoln,  upon  hearing  of  the  proceedings,  opened  his 
Bible  at  the  twenty-second  chapter  of  I  Samuel  and 
read  aloud:  And  everyone  that  was  in  distress,  and 
everyone  that  was  in  debt,  and  everyone  that  was  dis¬ 
contented  gathered  themselves  unto  him;  and  he  became 
a  captain  over  them :  and  there  were  with  him  about  four 
hundred  men.  As  June  began,  in  fact,  everything 
seemed  going  well  for  the  President.  Sherman  was 
pressing  forward  upon  Atlanta;  Grant  was  facing  Lee 
on  the  Chickahominy,  and  the  nation’s  trust  in  Grant 
was  enormous.  It  had  been  made  emphatically  clear 
that  the  Republican  rank  and  file  wanted  Lincoln.  As 
Bryant  put  it:  “In  the  first  place,  he  is  popular  with 
the  plain  people,  who  believe  him  honest,  with  the  rich 
people,  who  believe  him  safe,  with  the  soldiers,  who 
believe  him  their  friend,  and  with  religious  people,  who 
believe  him  to  have  been  specially  raised  up  for  this 
crisis;  and  in  the  second  place,  because  many  of  the 
thieving  and  corrupt  scoundrels  of  the  political  mews, 
who  know  the  fact  of  his  popularity,  have  eagerly  at¬ 
tached  themselves  to  the  car  of  his  success.”  1  Lincoln 
had  the  votes,  and  nobody  else  had.  The  Convention  at 
Baltimore  was  a  spontaneous  outburst  of  enthusiasm 
for  the  President.  The  delegates  tried  again  and  again 
to  burst  through  the  parliamentary  forms  and  finally 

1  N.  Y.  Evening  Post,  June  3,  1864. 
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put  him  in  nomination  amid  deafening  salvos  of  cheers 
and  heartfelt  cries  of  “God  bless  him!” 

But  the  week  of  Lincoln’s  triumph  was  a  week  of 
humiliation  for  the  Blairs.  They  had  made  enemies  on 
every  hand,  and  these  enemies  were  now  gathering  to 
crush  them.  The  first  blow  fell  upon  the  head  of  the 
much-hated  Frank  Blair.  His  diatribe  against  Chase 
had  prompted  Thaddeus  Stevens  to  introduce  in  the 
House  a  resolution  asking  the  President  to  explain  just 
how  Frank  had  been  able  to  be  a  major-general  and  a 
member  of  Congress  at  the  same  time.  The  House  re¬ 
sponded  by  passing  a  resolution  which  declared  that 
Blair  had  never  possessed  a  legal  right  to  his  seat  as 
Representative,  and  another  asserting  that  any  officer 
of  the  United  States  Army  who  had  severed  his  connec¬ 
tion  with  it  by  written  resignation  or  by  service  in  Con¬ 
gress  must  have  a  second  appointment,  in  the  manner 
required  by  the  Constitution,  before  he  could  resume  his 
sword.1  This  was  a  stinging  rebuke,  but  worse  was 
to  come.  For  three  years  now,  the  discontent  with,  and 
dislike  of,  the  Blairs  in  Missouri,  their  own  special  po¬ 
litical  barony,  had  been  growing.  Men  there  looked 
back  upon  Frank  Blair’s  acts  in  1861  and  decided  that 
he  had  been  a  marplot  and  a  curse.  In  the  spring  of 
1864,  this  opposition  had  come  to  a  head,  and  the  radi¬ 
cals,  meeting  in  State  Convention,  had  sent  an  im¬ 
placably  anti-Blair  delegation  to  Baltimore.  Another 
gathering  sent  a  set  of  delegates  friendly  to  Blair. 

1  Congressional  Globe,  38th  Congress,  1st  session,  Part  II,  p.  1854  ff.;  Part  IV,  p. 
3389  ff. 
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Which  delegation  should  be  admitted?  On  June  8, 
this  question  came  before  the  National  Convention,  and 
Preston  King  of  the  committee  on  credentials  read  a 
report  excluding  the  Blairites.  The  Convention  rocked 
with  joy,  and  all  proceedings  were  suspended  while  the 
tide  of  applause  rose  and  ebbed.  Then  the  report  was 
put  to  a  vote.  State  after  state  cast  votes  for  its  ap¬ 
proval,  until  Maryland  and  Delaware  were  reached,  and 
they  voted  “aye”  too !  Once  more  the  Convention  broke 
into  thunderous  applause,  which  still  echoed  around  the 
hall  when  it  was  announced  that  the  anti-Blair  dele¬ 
gates  had  been  seated  by  a  vote  of  440  to  4.1  In  effect, 
the  Republican  party  served  notice  upon  Lincoln  that 
it  had  no  use  for  the  “Blair  malcontents.”  This  notice 
was  underlined  when,  at  the  instance  of  the  Missouri 
delegates,  a  resolution  was  passed  declaring  for  the  re¬ 
organization  of  the  Cabinet — which  meant  that  Mont¬ 
gomery  Blair  should  go. 

If  in  early  June  the  skies  had  seemed  bright  for 
Lincoln,  in  July  and  August  they  grew  overcast  again. 
The  losses  at  Cold  Harbor  and  the  Wilderness,  when 
the  people  at  last  realized  them,  were  stunning.  Heavy 
fighting  by  Grant  in  front  of  Petersburg  ended  in  a 
checkmate.  The  hospitals  were  choked  with  wounded, 
and  the  Army  of  the  Potomac  was  exhausted.  The 
spectacular  raid  of  General  Early  at  the  beginning  of 
July  brought  Washington  within  an  inch  of  capture — 
so  close  that  the  Navy  Department  hastily  prepared 

1 N.  Y.  Tribune,  N.  Y.  Evening  Post,  June  9,  1864. 
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a  vessel  to  carry  the  President  down  the  Potomac. 
Greenbacks  fell  during  the  greater  part  of  the  summer 
to  forty  cents  on  the  dollar.  Gloom  was  general 
throughout  the  North,  and  it  took  the  inevitable  form 
of  dissatisfaction  with  Lincoln.  The  elder  Blair,  in 
something  like  a  panic,  employed  the  closing  days  of 
July  in  visiting  various  leaders  in  New  York  City — 
Bryant,  Greeley,  James  Gordon  Bennett,  and  even  Mc¬ 
Clellan,  now  about  to  be  made  the  Democratic  candi¬ 
date — and  pleading  with  them  to  support  Lincoln,  or 
at  least  to  refrain  from  opposing  him.  Greeley  wrote 
Lincoln,  on  August  9,  that  if  the  election  were  held 
the  next  day,  the  Democrats  would  sweep  New  York 
and  Pennsylvania  by  100,000  majority;  while,  near  the 
middle  of  that  month,  Thurlow  Weed,  one  of  the  most 
sagacious  of  practical  politicians,  told  the  President  that 
his  re-election  was  an  impossibility. 

This  sudden  and  steady  drop  of  the  Republican  ba¬ 
rometer  produced  an  equally  sudden  change  in  the  Ad¬ 
ministration’s  attitude  toward  Fremont.  It  was  seen 
that  his  candidacy  might  be  disastrous.  His  followers 
were  intensely  in  earnest,  and  a  great  part  of  the  Ger¬ 
man  press  had  rallied  to  his  side.  He  would  poll  a  large 
vote,  and  would  poll  it  in  states  likely  to  be  close.  The 
ticket  was  considered  strong,  for  Cochrane  was  a  War 
Democrat  of  radical  views — a  former  congressman,  a 
brigadier-general  till  his  health  failed,  and  an  early  ad¬ 
vocate  of  the  policy  of  calling  the  emancipated  slaves 
to  arms.  It  was  recalled  by  political  wiseacres  that  a 
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third  party  in  1844,  the  Abolitionists  under  Birney,  had 
beaten  Clay  for  the  Presidency,  and  that  another  third 
party  in  1848,  the  Free  Soilers  under  Van  Buren,  had 
beaten  Cass.1  Some  Bostonians  of  prominence  were 
so  alarmed  by  the  outlook  that  they  published  a  letter 
proposing  that  both  Fremont  and  Lincoln  withdraw  in 
favor  of  a  compromise  candidate,  and  to  this  Fremont 
returned  a  somewhat  inconclusive  but  generally  favor¬ 
able  reply. 

With  affairs  in  this  condition,  it  soon  came  to  Fre¬ 
mont’s  ears  that  some  of  the  practical  politicians  were 
holding  consultations  with  Lincoln  upon  the  best  means 
of  strengthening  his  presidential  prospects.  He  learned 
that  the  participants  in  these  conferences  included  Elihu 
Washburne,  Senator  Harlan  of  Iowa,  James  M.  Ed¬ 
munds,  who  was  a  leading  officer  of  the  Union  League, 
and  above  all,  Zachariah  Chandler.  Chandler  was  the 
leading  spirit,  and  he  was  insisting  that  the  President 
make  terms  with  Fremont.  In  a  letter  written  long 
after,  he  said  that  he  then  deemed  Fremont’s  with¬ 
drawal  of  vital  importance,  and  obtained  the  consent 
of  Lincoln  and  the  chairmen  of  both  the  National  and 
the  Congressional  Committees  for  his  negotiations.2 
When  all  was  ready,  he  visited  Fremont  in  New  York. 

Their  interview  took  place  in  the  office  of  Fremont’s 
attorney  and  political  adviser,  David  Dudley  Field.3 
Field  prepared  the  way  by  telling  Fremont  that  while 

1  N.  Y.  Herald,  June  2,  1864. 

*  Fremont  MSS.,  dated  May  29,  1878. 

s  MS.  Memoirs. 
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the  War  had  plainly  not  been  conducted  in  the  best 
manner,  the  assurances  of  a  change  in  Administration 
policy  were  so  clear  that  he  thought  it  advisable  for 
the  General  to  do  what  he  could  for  party  unity.  Chan¬ 
dler  then  made  his  appeal.  Lincoln  would  not  with¬ 
draw,  he  said,  and  yet  he  would  certainly  be  defeated 
by  McClellan  if  Fremont  remained  in  the  field.  He 
was  empowered  to  say,  he  went  on,  that  if  Fremont 
would  step  out,  he  would  immediately  be  given  active 
service  with  a  high  command,  while  those  who  had  long 
persecuted  him — the  Blairs — would  be  placed  where 
they  could  do  him  no  future  harm.  Fremont,  after  a 
week  of  consideration,  declined  these  rewards.  Offered 
“patronage  to  my  friends  and  disfavor  to  my  enemies,” 
he  states,1  “I  refused  both.  My  only  consideration  was 
the  welfare  of  the  Republican  party.”  He  wished  no 
further  command  so  late  in  the  War,  and  he  felt  that 
the  worst  his  enemies  could  do  had  been  done.  How¬ 
ever,  he  announced,  as  an  act  of  pure  patriotism  he 
would  withdraw. 

But  if  Fremont  was  unwilling  to  demand  the  decapi¬ 
tation  of  Montgomery  Blair,  the  other  radicals  were 
not.  Now  that  Frank  Blair  had  been  humiliated,  it 
was  the  turn  of  the  Postmaster-General.  He  had  lately 
added  to  the  number  of  his  bitter  enemies.  When 
Early  made  his  raid  north  of  Washington,  the  Confed¬ 
erates  burned  Montgomery  Blair’s  country  house.  A 
friend  expressed  his  sympathy,  and  Montgomery  burst 
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out  with  the  bitter  remark:  “Nothing  better  could  be 
expected  while  politicians  and  cowards  have  the  con¬ 
duct  of  military  affairs.”  Halleck  heard  of  this  and 
wrote  a  letter  about  it  to  Stanton,  which  Stanton  an¬ 
grily  laid  before  the  President.  As  a  consequence,  of 
course,  Stanton  and  Blair  were  not  on  speaking  terms.1 
But  Montgomery  was  disliked  almost  everywhere.  He 
had  been  barred  out  from  the  Union  League;  Zachariah 
Chandler  had  no  use  for  him.  The  men  who  had  been 
conferring  with  Lincoln,  feeling  they  had  the  will  of 
the  Republican  Convention  back  of  them,  decided  to  do 
some  bargaining  upon  their  own  account.  The  result 
was  that,  when  Fremont  published  his  withdrawal  on 
September  22,  1864,  the  President  followed  it  the  next 
day  with  a  request  for  the  resignation  of  the  Postmaster- 
General  to  take  effect  at  once. 

It  was  an  unexpected  stroke.  Montgomery,  joining 
his  associates  Bates  and  Welles  as  they  emerged  from 
a  Cabinet  meeting  at  the  White  House,  took  their 
breath  away  by  coolly  remarking:  “I  suppose  you  are 
both  aware  that  my  head  is  decapitated — that  I  am  no 
longer  a  member  of  the  Cabinet.”  As  Welles  gasped, 
Blair  took  Lincoln’s  letter  from  his  pocket  and  read  it. 
Couched  in  cordial  terms,  it  reminded  Blair  that  he  had 
frequently  stated  that  he  was  willing  to  leave  the  Cab¬ 
inet  when  the  President  thought  it  best,  and  informed 
him  that  the  time  had  arrived.  Both  Welles  and  Blair 
agreed  that  Fremont  was  not  the  moving  cause.  Welles 

1  Welles,  Diary,  II,  80  ff. 
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muttered  something  about  Chase;  but,  “O,”  said  Blair, 
“there  is  no  doubt  Seward  was  accessory  to  this,  insti¬ 
gated  and  stimulated  by  Weed.” 

It  was  high  time,  for  the  Blair  family  had  become  a 
heavy  liability  to  the  Administration.  Men  spoke  of 
them  as  a  “nest  of  Maryland  serpents”;  Henry  Wilson 
wrote  the  President  that  Montgomery  Blair  would  cost 
him  tens  of  thousands  of  votes.1  Fremont  could  take 
what  pleasure  he  liked  in  the  downfall  of  his  most  unre¬ 
lenting  enemies.  Unfortunately,  he  retired  with  a 
strange  appearance  of  ungraciousness.  His  withdrawal 
was  not,  he  wrote,  because  he  approved  of  Lincoln’s 
policies,  but  because  General  McClellan  had  declared, 
in  effect,  for  restoration  of  the  Union  with  slavery,  and 
the  Democrats  must  hence  at  all  costs  be  defeated.  Be¬ 
tween  the  two  sides,  no  man  of  liberal  convictions  could 
hesitate;  but  he  thought  that  the  Chief  Executive  was 
simply  the  lesser  of  two  evils.  “I  consider,”  he  stated, 
“that  his  administration  has  been  politically,  militarily, 
and  financially  a  failure,  and  that  its  necessary  continu¬ 
ance  is  a  cause  of  regret  for  the  country.”  2 

1  Nicolay  and  Hay,  Lincoln,  IX,  339. 

8  Annual  Cyclopaedia,  1865;  MS.  Memoirs. 
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MARIPOSA  AND  A  FINANCIAL  DEBACLE 


Th  e  virtual  ending  of  Fremont’s  public  career  left 
him  free  to  turn  his  attention  to  his  private  affairs, 
and  opened  what  is  in  some  respects  the  strangest  chap¬ 
ter  of  his  career.  It  is  a  chapter  marked  by  dramatic 
incident  and  tragic  climax.  When  the  War  began, 
Fremont  was  a  multimillionaire ;  a  dozen  years  later,  he 
was  so  nearly  penniless  that  but  for  a  few  loyal  friends 
he  and  Mrs.  Fremont  would  hardly  have  known  where 
they  could  lay  their  heads  or  obtain  their  next  meal. 

On  the  morning  of  December  13,  1864,  a  large  and 
curious  crowd  surged  into  the  Manhattan  courtroom  in 
which  Judge  Mason  was  presiding  over  Part  Third 
of  the  State  Supreme  Court.  The  famous  trial  of  ex- 
Mayor  George  Opdyke  against  Thurlow  Weed  for 
an  alleged  libel  was  about  to  begin.  Every  newspaper 
had  sent  its  reporters  and  was  ready  to  print  columns 
of  matter.  The  ablest  lawyers  of  the  city  were  enlisted 
as  counsel,  William  M.  Evarts  and  former  Judge 
Pierrepont  appearing  for  Weed,  and  David  Dudley 
Field  and  former  Judge  Emott  for  Opdyke.  In  later 
years,  men  looked  back  upon  the  trial  as  heralding  the 
disclosures  of  graft  in  national  and  city  affairs  which 
have  made  the  Reconstruction  period  seem  so  shameful 
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in  our  history.  The  charges  were  that  Opdyke  had 
defrauded  the  city  in  claims  growing  from  the  destruc¬ 
tion  of  a  gun  factory  in  the  draft  riots;  that  he  had 
made  illicit  profits  in  war  contracts;  and  that  he  had 
defrauded  John  C.  Fremont.1 

From  the  intricate  and  confused  testimony  which  oc¬ 
cupied  the  next  fortnight,  it  is  possible  to  piece  together 
a  story  which  would  have  made  a  fit  theme  for  one  of 
Balzac’s  novels  of  business  life.  Evarts  struck  the  domi¬ 
nant  note  of  the  tale  when  he  said,  in  summing  up: 
“The  one  phrase  on  everybody’s  lips  is  ‘poor  Fre¬ 
mont.’  ”  It  is  a  story  of  the  Mariposa  estate,  44,386 
acres,  from  which  many  millions  had  been  taken  in 
placer  gold  and  $3,000,000  in  quartz  gold,  and  which 
was  valued  on  a  production  basis  at  $10,000,000;  of 
Fremont  as  the  owner  of  this  estate,  unworldly,  a  rash 
enthusiast,  and  uninformed  upon  the  sharp  practices 
of  a  shady  business  age;  of  his  trust  in  Opdyke,  who 
was  known  as  a  slippery  speculator,  and  a  man  eager 
to  make  money  and  gain  political  preferment;  of  his 
trust  in  David  Dudley  Field,  an  astute  lawyer  later 
identified  with  some  of  the  most  outrageous  operations 
of  Jim  Fisk  and  Jay  Gould,  and  the  counsel  of  Tweed; 
of  his  trust  in  a  gentleman  well  named  Ketchum — 
Morris  Ketchum — and  others  of  similar  stripe.  He  was 
among  friends,  said  Evarts  sarcastically;  “and  he  may 
thank  God  that  he  did  not  fall  among  thieves”  (laugh¬ 
ter) .  It  is  a  story  of  the  Mariposa  estate  involved,  while 


1  N.  Y.  Herald,  World,  Dec.  14,  15,  1864. 
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Fremont  was  busy  in  Missouri  and  West  Virginia,  in 
heavy  debts  for  litigation  and  the  expenses  of  develop¬ 
ment — debts  that  bore  2  or  even  2^4  per  cent  interest 
a  month,  in  some  instances  compounding;  of  the  manip¬ 
ulation  of  the  estate  by  Opdyke,  Field,  Ketchum,  and 
others,  always  to  their  own  benefit;  of  a  fee  of  $200,000 
charged  by  Field ;  and  of  attempts,  legal  but  barefaced, 
to  deprive  the  owner  of  his  just  rights  and  revenues.1 

Fremont  himself  took  the  stand,  his  hair  grizzled, 
his  face,  according  to  the  reporters,  showing  a  touch  of 
genius  and  poetry,  his  eyes  still  lit  by  a  deep  smoldering 
blaze.2  He  had  a  natural  reluctance  to  accuse  old  asso¬ 
ciates,  and  to  expose  himself  as  a  victimized  man.  When, 
on  cross-examination,  he  was  asked  whether  a  harsh  ad¬ 
vantage  had  been  taken  of  him  by  his  “friends,”  he 
stammered  slowly:  “I — I — I  think  not.”  Then,  when 
Field  himself  asked  him  if  the  gentlemen  named  did 
not  fairly  and  honorably  execute  their  agreements,  the 
General  answered:  “You  will  remember,  Mr.  Field, 
there  were  controversies  which  were  adjusted  that  grew 
out  of  our  different  interpretations  of  the  agreements.” 
The  indignation  of  the  spectators  was  especially  aroused 
by  the  testimony  regarding  one  transaction.  It  was 
shown  that  Fremont  had  been  induced  to  transfer  $2,- 
500,000  of  his  stock  in  the  Mariposa  estate  to  Ketchum 
as  proxies  so  that  Ketchum,  acting  as  his  deputy  on 
the  Pacific  Coast,  could  control  it.  But  when  Fremont 

1  Cf.  N.  Y.  Herald,  N.  Y.  Tribune,  Dec.  14,  1864 — Jan.  12,  1865. 

2  N.  Y.  World,  Dec.  21,  1864. 
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wished  to  recover  some  of  his  proxies,  he  was  told  that 
he  had  signed  a  document  which  amounted  to  a  deed  of 
trust,  and  he  had  to  commence  a  suit  to  get  his  shares 
back.  On  the  settlement  of  the  suit,  his  opponents  of¬ 
fered  to  give  him  $2,000,000  of  the  stock  if  he  would 
sell  them  the  remaining  $500,000  at  twenty-five  cents 
on  the  dollar,  though  it  was  then  rated  at  fifty  cents  on 
the  market.  “His  hand  was  in  the  lion’s  mouth,”  as 
Judge  Pierrepont  put  it,  “and  he  got  out  the  best  he 
could.  He  made  this  sacrifice  of  $125,000.” 

Family  papers  show  that  Fremont  had  gone  to  Eu¬ 
rope  in  1861,  with  his  lawyer,  Frederick  Billings,  in 
the  hope  of  selling  a  half  interest  in  the  estate,  or  at 
least  procuring  a  favorable  loan  to  pay  its  debts;  and 
that  he  had  talked  with  the  Rothschilds  and  the  Paris 
bankers  without  avail.1  They  show  that  the  debts  at 
the  beginning  of  1862  or  thereabouts  had  reached  the 
appalling  total  of  $1,250,000,  and  that  interest  charges 
were  about  $13,000  monthly.  Tormented  by  anxiety, 
the  General  was  eager  to  shift  the  growing  burden  from 
his  shoulders.  During  1862,  the  estate  became  a  sub¬ 
ject  of  a  stock  incorporation,  Fremont  holding  six- 
eighths  of  the  shares,  Billings  one-eighth,  and  A.  A. 
Selover  of  California  the  remaining  eighth.  Then  com¬ 
menced  the  complicated  New  York  negotiations.  As  a 
result  of  them,  in  June  of  1863,  a  new  company  was 
formed,  the  debts  were  paid  off,  and  Fremont  was  left 
with  three-eighths  of  the  shares.  He  had,  however,  to 


1  Trial  testimony;  MS.  Memoirs. 


672  Fremont 

meet  the  legal  expenses  connected  with  the  whole 
wretched  business,  which  amounted,  so  his  manuscript 
memoirs  state,  to  the  staggering  sum  of  $600,000. 

Writing  long  after  the  event,  Mrs.  Fremont  as¬ 
serted  that  if  her  husband  had  not  carried  through 
this  desperate  and  costly  transaction  when  he  did,  “those 
interested  in  accumulating  the  indebtedness  on  the  prop¬ 
erty,  and  so  depriving  him  of  the  estate,  would  have  suc¬ 
ceeded.”  As  it  was,  she  added,  in  every  way  feasible 
by  litigation  they  tried  to  hamper  the  actions  of  the 
company  and,  if  possible,  obtain  control  of  some  parts 
of  its  property.1  She  and  her  husband  believed  that 
the  sweeping  away  of  the  costly  dam  which  he  had  built 
across  the  Merced  River  was  attributable  to  the  treach¬ 
ery  of  an  agent  who  deliberately  neglected  to  open  the 
sluice  gates  in  flood  time.  There  is  no  doubt  that  he 
did  well  to  get  out  of  the  mess  when  he  could,  and 
with  what  money  he  could.  He  had  not  the  cold,  calcu¬ 
lating  business  sagacity  which  was  needed  to  rescue 
Mariposa  from  the  ravenous  sharks  circling  about  it. 
Judge  Pierrepont  told  the  jury  (which  incidentally 
refused  to  convict  Thurlow  Weed  of  libeling  Opdyke) 
that  “this  genius  of  a  man  once  worth  $10,000,000 
and  more”  would  testify  that  it  had  almost  all  “been 
stripped  away  from  him,  and  he  has  but  little  left.”  2 
This  was  not  quite  true.  When  he  sold  his  shares,  he 
was  still  a  rich  man.  But  he  had  only  a  fragment  of 
his  once-great  fortune. 

1  MS.  Memoirs. 
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It  would  have  been  well  if,  recognizing  that  the 
ruthless  hurly-burly  of  business  in  the  seventies  was  no 
place  for  him,  Fremont  had  invested  his  money  in  safe 
securities  and  devoted  himself  to  some  professional  pur¬ 
suit.  But  such  a  course  was  alien  to  his  temperament. 
He  was  too  ardent  and  visionary.  Always  some  great 
boon,  wealth  or  fame  or  power,  floated  just  before  his 
outstretched  hands.  The  great  spaces  of  the  West  still 
aroused  a  fever  in  his  blood.  His  dream  of  leadership 
in  opening  the  gates  to  their  vast  resources  was  still 
with  him,  and  it  took  an  inevitable  form.  As  the  war 
closed,  construction  gangs  began  racing  westward  across 
the  plains,  and  eastward  across  the  Sierras,  to  join  the 
two  sections  of  the  first  transcontinental  railroad,  the 
Union  Pacific.  Plans  were  already  on  foot  for  the 
Northern  Pacific,  with  which  Jay  Cooke  was  soon  en¬ 
listed.  Fremont  had  devoted  two  expeditions  to  explor¬ 
ing  the  possibilities  for  a  south-central  or  southerly 
route,  and  it  was  natural  for  him  to  turn  eagerly  to  the 
project  which  later  grew  into  the  Southern  Pacific  Rail¬ 
road. 

With  characteristic  impetuosity,  he  hastened  to 
throw,  not  a  quarter,  not  a  half,  but  all,  of  his  money 
into  the  enterprise.  His  first  step  was  to  purchase  the 
franchise  and  property  of  the  Kansas  Pacific.1  Within  a 
short  time,  he  held  also  an  interest  in  the  Memphis  and 
Little  Rock,  and  was  busy  helping  urge  the  Texas 
Legislature  to  grant  additional  lands  to  the  Memphis 


1  MS.  Memoirs. 
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and  El  Paso  Railroad.  Before  him  rose  the  alluring 
vision  of  a  great  consolidated  line  from  Norfolk  in  Vir¬ 
ginia  to  San  Diego  in  California,  and  he  purchased 
9,000  acres  of  land  in  or  near  the  latter  city.  For 
this  contemplated  line,  he  acquired  franchises  from  the 
legislatures  of  California,  Arizona,  and  Arkansas.  But 
it  is  with  the  Memphis  and  El  Paso  alone,  of  which  he 
shortly  became  president,  that  his  name  is  most  promi¬ 
nently  connected.  This  railroad  had  been  chartered  in 
1856  by  the  state  of  Texas,  and  had  been  generously 
endowed  by  the  Legislature,  receiving  in  all  no  less 
than  18,200,000  acres.1  In  the  spring  of  1867  and  the 
closing  days  of  1868,  the  railway  made  two  bond  issues, 
on  the  strength  of  these  lands,  aggregating  $10,000,000. 
Fremont  was  one  of  the  men  chiefly  responsible  for 
offering  these  bonds.  He  believed  that  a  mighty  trans¬ 
continental  system,  almost  500  miles  shorter  than  the 
Union  Pacific,  would  soon  come  into  being;  and  while 
fifty  miles  of  Texas  track  were  being  graded  and  the 
first  locomotives  ordered,  he  placed  surveyors  at  work 
in  the  mountain  passes  and  took  steps  to  plot  a  route 
from  San  Diego  to  Yuma. 

It  was  a  dream  too  glittering  to  be  realized,  but  its 
quick  and  total  collapse  took  even  practical  men  by 
surprise.  The  methods  of  financing  the  scheme  were 
characteristic  of  those  flush  and  speculative  days  which 
followed  the  war  and  ended  in  the  panic  of  1873.  Com¬ 
pared  with  the  methods  which  Jay  Cooke  and  his  asso- 


1  Commercial  and  Financial  Chronicle,  Aug.  9,  1873. 
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ciates  used  in  pushing  the  Northern  Pacific,  or  as  it  was 
derisively  called,  the  “banana  belt”  route,  they  were 
fairly  conservative ;  compared  with  the  operations  of  the 
Credit  Mobilier  in  building  the  Union  Pacific,  they  were 
decidedly  decent.  They  were  no  worse  and  no  better 
than  the  financial  arrangements  made  for  literally 
scores  of  lines  which  went  bankrupt  in  the  great  crash. 
It  is  true  that  only  six  miles  of  track  were  actually  laid 
down,  and  that  only  three  locomotives  were  placed  upon 
them,1  but  the  land  grants  were,  as  the  press  agents 
wrote,  “an  empire  in  themselves.”  A  total  of  $5,343,700 
worth  of  bonds  was  sold  in  Europe,  almost  entirely  to 
French  investors ; 2  the  agents  in  Paris  paying  three- 
fifths  of  the  proceeds  to  the  railway,  and  taking  two- 
fifths  for  their  trouble.3 

The  money  came  in  slowly  and  irregularly,  much  of 
it  being  held  in  France  to  buy  rolling  stock  and  rails, 
while  the  obligations  mounted  steadily  and  heavily.  Un¬ 
expected  physical  obstacles  were  met :  a  freshet  blocked 
the  channel  of  the  Red  River,  and  boats  laden  with 
materials  could  not  come  within  fifty  miles  of  the  point 
where  they  were  needed.4  The  cost  of  grading  the  first 
seventy  miles  far  exceeded  the  calculations.  In  mid¬ 
summer  of  1870,  the  blow  fell.  The  company  became 
insolvent,  the  mortgage  holders  applied  for  a  receiver¬ 
ship,  and  the  Federal  courts  directed  John  A.  C.  Gray 
to  take  possession  of  the  property. 

1  Report,  President  T.  A.  Scott,  Texas  and  Pacific  Railway,  May  SI,  1875. 

2  Commercial  and  Financial  Chronicle,  Sept.  4,  1875. 

3  MS.  Memoirs.  4  Cf.  E.  P.  Oberholtzer,  United  States,  II,  520. 
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To  Fremont  this  meant  financial  ruin — ruin  utter  and 
irretrievable.  His  connection  with  the  Kansas  Pacific 
had  already  shaken  his  credit;  for  after  paying  $200,- 
000  for  this  road,  and  investing  large  sums  in  beginning 
construction,  he  had  quickly  lost  control  of  it.1  Now 
everything  was  gone.  Family  tradition  speaks  of  the 
blow  as  paralyzing  in  its  completeness. 

Throughout  these  years  of  financial  adventure  and 
misadventure,  the  General’s  household  had  been  living 
in  a  fashion  that  was  lavish  to  the  point  of  ostentation. 
He  was  a  millionaire  and  he  dwelt  on  a  millionaire’s 
scale.  During  the  War,  he  had  owned  a  commodious 
brownstone  mansion  at  what  is  now  21  West  Nineteenth 
Street,  between  Fifth  and  Sixth  Avenues.  This  was  in 
a  fashionable  part  of  town;  it  was  not  far  from  the 
Roosevelt  home,  the  father  of  Edgar  Saltus  lived  hard 
by,  and  at  the  rear  it  abutted  upon  the  house  which 
Senator  John  Sherman  occupied  for  a  time.  Early  in 
the  sixties,  Fremont  also  bought  a  luxurious  summer 
home  on  the  Hudson,  the  “old  Webb  place,”  some  two 
miles  north  of  Tarrytown,  later  a  part  of  John  D. 
Rockefeller’s  estate.  Here  were  more  than  a  hundred 
acres  of  lawn  and  woodland,  a  beautiful  view  of  the 
Tappan  Zee,  and  a  fine  house  of  rough  gray  stone.  At 
both  houses,  there  was  every  comfort;  a  remarkable 
cuisine,  presided  over  by  a  French  cook,  a  small  corps 
of  well-drilled  servants,  flowers,  music,  and  books.  Fre¬ 
mont  kept  a  spirited  mount  and  rode  much  in  Central 
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Park  with  Colonel  Zagonyi  and  others,  while  his  daugh¬ 
ter  Lilly  drove  a  pair  of  Kentucky  thoroughbreds.  The 
children  had  tutors,  and  Lilly  in  especial  became  an  ex¬ 
cellent  linguist.  Mrs.  Fremont  was  interested  in  many 
charities  and  gave  to  them  with  a  generous  hand. 

At  all  times,  Fremont’s  personal  tastes  were  simple, 
and  in  some  ways  he  maintained  a  Spartan  existence 
even  when  his  wealth  seemed  greatest.  He  ate  aston¬ 
ishingly  little,  he  never  touched  spirits,  and  he  drank 
wine — a  glass  of  claret  or  Matrai — only  when  he  was 
tired,  and  he  did  not  smoke,  saying  that  he  had  taken 
warning  from  his  men  on  his  expeditions,  who  seemed 
to  suffer  as  much  from  the  deprivation  of  tobacco  as 
of  food.  He  dressed  plainly.  He  used  to  say  that  he 
preferred  “old  garments,  old  books,  old  friends.”  His 
library  was  large,  filling  from  floor  to  ceiling,  in  these 
years,  four  sides  of  a  room  twenty  by  thirty  feet;  in 
fact,  after  Humboldt’s  death,  in  1859,  he  had  purchased 
the  books  of  the  great  geographer.  In  his  own  room 
was  a  special  set  of  cases  covering  the  art  of  war  from 
the  earliest  times  to  his  own  day.  But  hooks  and  horses 
were  his  chief  indulgences.  He  belonged  to  no  clubs, 
costly  or  otherwise;  he  cared  little  for  the  theatre  and 
nothing  for  elaborate  social  entertainments;  and  he 
liked  to  go  to  bed  at  ten  or  earlier,  rising  at  the  glimmer 
of  dawn.  The  household  was  highly  hospitable,  for 
nothing  pleased  Fremont  more  than  having  people  en¬ 
joy  his  home.  At  the  estate  on  the  Hudson — “Pocaho,” 
Mrs.  Fremont  named  it — there  were  always  guests,  and 
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in  town  an  extra  plate  was  always  laid  at  dinner  for  the 
chance  comer.  But  balls,  receptions,  and  glittering  fes¬ 
tivals  were  avoided.  The  General  liked  better  a  good 
fencing  match,  a  long  country  walk,  or  a  quiet  talk  with 
some  trusted  friend,  like  N.  P.  Banks,  Thurlow  Weed, 
or  John  Sherman. 

Much  time  and  money  were  spent  in  these  years  in 
travel.  In  1869,  the  Fremonts  visited  France,  Ger¬ 
many,  Austria,  and  Scandinavia,  the  General  combining 
pleasure  with  a  certain  amount  of  business;  and  they 
left  two  of  the  children  in  Dresden  for  schooling.  As 
a  railway  president,  he  was  in  Washington,  in  Texas,  in 
California — everywhere  that  his  company  affairs  called 
him.  Both  Fremont  and  Jessie  were  personages,  and 
they  moved  with  dignity.  In  the  summer  of  1868,  they 
visited  St.  Louis  for  what  seemed  a  great  event,  the 
unveiling  of  a  statue  to  Thomas  Hart  Benton.  In  Mrs. 
Fremont,  it  awakened  the  deepest  emotion.  A  holiday 
crowd  of  40,000  filled  the  park,  and  thousands  of  school 
children  carrying  roses  were  marshaled  about  the  pedes¬ 
tal.  A  band  played  in  the  hot  afternoon  sun.  As  Jessie 
pulled  the  cord,  the  white  cloth  fell  away,  the  children 
threw  their  flowers  at  the  base  of  the  statue,  an  out¬ 
going  train  to  San  Francisco  halted  and  saluted  with 
whistle  and  waving  flags,  and  she  gazed  through  a  mist 
of  tears  at  the  bronze  image  of  her  father,  pointing 
westward,  with  the  words  carved  below:  “There  Is  The 
East.  There  Lies  The  Road  To  India.”  1  To  both  Fre- 


1  Jessie  Benton  Fremont,  Souvenirs,  169. 


Mrs.  Fremont  After  the  Civil  War 

(The  portrait  by  Fagnani.) 
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mont  and  Jessie,  movement,  action,  and  the  sense  of  im¬ 
portant  pursuits  were  the  breath  of  life;  and  Jessie  in 
especial  delighted  to  live  with  a  certain  largeness  and 
splendor. 

Now  the  spacious  and  luxurious  days  were  suddenly 
gone  forever.  There  was  no  money  for  travel,  for  tutors, 
or  for  servants.  The  Nineteenth  Street  home  and  the 
much  dearer  Pocaho  on  the  Hudson  were  both  swept 
away.  Even  prized  personal  belongings  had  to  be  sold. 
Bierstadt’s  painting  of  the  Golden  Gate  with  the  sun 
setting  behind  it  was  bought  by  a  friend  for  $4,000, 
just  what  Fremont  had  paid  for  it.  The  library,  the 
portraits,  and  the  mementoes  of  California,  Washing¬ 
ton,  and  Paris  in  large  part  disappeared.  Land  which 
had  been  held  in  California  in  the  name  of  Mrs.  Fre¬ 
mont  and  the  children  was  sold  with  the  rest.  There 
was  a  brief  period  when  the  two  could  not  even  live 
together,  Mrs.  Fremont  going  into  the  country  to  take 
refuge  in  one  friendly  household,  and  Fremont  staying 
at  another  in  the  city.  It  was  a  chilling  plunge  from 
wealth  to  penury. 

It  could  not  be  said  that  Fremont  had  fared  better 
than  other  investors  in  the  Memphis  and  El  Paso,  for 
he  was  the  last  man  in  the  world  to  use  his  inside  knowl¬ 
edge  to  escape  scot-free  from  the  crash  which  ruined 
others.  Yet  about  his  name  there  instantly  collected 
the  atmosphere  of  a  scandal.  The  reason  for  this  lay 
in  the  means  used  to  sell  the  Memphis  and  El  Paso 
bonds  in  France.  Fremont,  with  his  usual  poor  judg- 
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ment  of  men,  had  been  unfortunate  in  his  agent.  The 
French  consul-general  in  New  York,  a  brother-in-law 
of  Fremont,  named  Gauldree  Boilleau,  had  introduced 
to  him  a  M.  Henri  Probst,  whom  he  indorsed  as  a  well- 
known  business  man  in  Paris.  Probst  had  in  fact  been 
connected  with  the  French  Government  in  supplying 
the  troops  engaged  in  the  Mexican  Occupation;  Fre¬ 
mont  liked  the  man,  and  at  his  instance  the  executive 
board  appointed  him  agent  in  France.1  It  was  agreed 
that  for  the  first  series  of  bonds  issued  60  per  cent  of 
the  face  value  was  to  be  paid  to  the  Company,  34  per 
cent  was  to  be  given  to  the  banking  house  selling  the 
bonds,  and  6  per  cent  was  to  go  to  the  agent.  Probst, 
after  associating  with  himself  a  prominent  French  rail¬ 
way  engineer,  Antoine  Lissignol,  to  lend  an  appearance 
of  technical  strength  to  the  enterprise,  arranged  with 
the  great  brokerage  house  of  Paradis  et  Cie.  to  float 
the  bonds.  This  house  made  harsh  stipulations,  requir¬ 
ing  that  all  engines  and  rails  be  purchased  in  France 
or  Belgium;  and  one  reason  why  the  road  shortly  failed 
was  that  14,000,000  francs  were  put  into  its  contracts 
for  materials.2 

Going  from  New  York  to  Paris  late  in  1867,  Probst 
had  concluded  this  arrangement  with  Paradis  et  Cie. 
during  the  latter  part  of  1868;  and  it  was  shortly  fol¬ 
lowed  by  a  series  of  remarkable  misrepresentations  con¬ 
cerning  the  Railroad.  A  full-page  advertisement  in 

1  MS.  Memoirs. 

2  Cf.  Fremont  s  letter,  March  25,  1870,  to  the  Senate  Committee  on  the  Pacific 
Railway. 
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La  Liberte  of  May  15,  1869,  is  typical  of  the  extrava¬ 
gant  claims  made  for  the  enterprise.  This  describes 
the  company  as  the  “Transcontinental  Memphis  Pa¬ 
cific,”  and  pictures  its  line  as  running  from  Baltimore, 
Norfolk,  and  Charleston,  the  three  Eastern  termini, 
westward  through  Chattanooga,  Memphis,  Arkansas, 
Texas,  and  the  Territories  to  San  Diego.  The  roads 
from  the  Eastern  seaports  to  Memphis  were  spoken 
of  as  “that  part  of  the  transcontinental  railroad  which 
is  finished  and  in  operation,”  while  it  was  stated  that 
the  section  from  Memphis  to  Little  Rock  was  in  work¬ 
ing  order  and  the  line  from  Little  Rock  to  the  Red 
River  was  being  “pressed  forward  actively.”  Part  of 
the  advertisement  reads  like  some  wild  romance.  “En¬ 
tering  the  territory  of  New  Mexico,”  it  declared,  “the 
Transcontinental  meets  the  great  commercial  route  from 
Guaymas  and  the  interior  of  Mexico  at  Santa  Fe.  It 
will,  for  the  future,  suppress  the  dangerous  marches 
of  caravans  from  Santa  Fe  to  San  Francisco,  New  Or¬ 
leans,  and  St.  Louis.  It  then  reaches  California,  after 
receiving  at  Arizona  City  the  traffic  of  the  great  River 
Colorado.” 

This  was  bad  enough ;  but  there  were  still  worse  mis¬ 
representations.  In  La  Liberte  and  other  newspapers, 
it  was  stated  that  “the  company  with  the  approbation 
of  Congress  has  fused  itself  with  the  lines  constructed 
and  at  present  working  from  Memphis  to  Chattanooga, 
Chattanooga  to  Washington  and  Baltimore,  Chatta¬ 
nooga  to  Norfolk,  and  Washington  to  Norfolk  through 
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Richmond.”  It  was  also  declared  that  the  Federal  Gov¬ 
ernment  had  subsidized  the  Memphis  and  El  Paso  as  it 
had  the  Union  Pacific.  “Besides  the  grants  of  land,” 
ran  the  advertisements,  though  there  were  no  congres¬ 
sional  grants,  “the  Federal  Government  has  voted  a 
guarantee  of  interest  of  six  per  cent  in  favor  of  the 
ordinary  construction  bonds.”  Of  course  this  was  pre¬ 
posterous.  The  American  minister,  Elihu  Washburne, 
promptly  sent  copies  of  the  advertisements  and  the 
placards  which  were  stuck  up  over  Paris  to  the  secretary 
of  state,  suggesting  that  he  investigate  and  take  reme¬ 
dial  action.1  By  this  time,  fifteen  million  francs’  worth 
of  the  bonds  had  been  sold. 

Of  these  falsehoods  circulated  in  Paris,  Fremont 
knew  nothing  till  later.  “At  the  time  the  misstatement 
was  made,”  he  writes,  “I  was  in  Washington  asking 
Congress  for  the  right  of  way  for  this  road  through  the 
Territories  to  the  Pacific.  This  fact  was  widely  known 
— spoken  of  in  the  newspapers  in  editorials  and  other¬ 
wise;  and  a  telegram  from  Paradis  et  Cie.  to  any  banker 
in  New  York  would  have  corrected  an  error  which  the 
face  of  the  bonds  should  have  suggested.”  2  The  bonds 
declared  explicitly  that  they  were  based  upon  lands 
granted  by  the  State  of  Texas,  and  in  no  way  indi¬ 
cated  any  connection  with  the  Federal  Government. 
No  doubt  some  of  the  material  for  the  glowing  account 
of  the  “Transcontinental”  as  a  system  running  from 

1  Washburne  to  Hamilton  Fish,  State  Department  Archives  June  4.  1869. 

2  Fr&mont  MSS. 
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Norfolk  and  Baltimore  to  California  was  drawn  from 
the  hopes  and  imaginings  of  Fremont  and  his  associates ; 
he  believed  in  his  line,  just  as  Jay  Cooke  believed  fer¬ 
vently  in  his  Northern  Pacific  railway  running  out  of 
Duluth,  which  Proctor  Knott  sarcastically  called  “the 
zenith  city  of  the  unsalted  seas.”  But  even  the  mildest 
of  the  representations  of  the  French  agents  were  made 
without  Fremont’s  authority  or  assistance,  on  their  own 
responsibility. 

Beaching  Paris  in  the  summer  of  1869,  Fremont  is¬ 
sued  a  correction  or  expose  in  which  he  set  the  French 
public  right  on  the  main  facts  as  to  the  bond  issues. 
“It  is  completely  false,”  he  wrote,  “that  we  have  ever 
declared  that  our  mortgage  bonds  enjoy  a  Federal  guar¬ 
antee  of  six  per  cent  interest.”  He  added  that  the  Com¬ 
pany  was  pressing  Congress  for  the  nationalization  of 
this  network  of  railroads,  the  result  of  which  would  be 
a  new  land  subsidy  in  the  states  which  had  not  disposed 
of  their  public  domain,  and  the  recognition  of  the  route 
as  a  postal  and  military  road.1  That  is,  he  was  still 
buoyantly  optimistic  as  to  the  prospects  of  the  now 
hard-pressed  line,  though  its  bankruptcy  was  less  than 
a  twelvemonth  distant. 

This  bankruptcy  caused  an  indignant  outcry  in 
France,  and  a  feeling  of  dismay  among  right-thinking 
Americans.  Not  a  few  agreed  with  Senator  Jacob  M. 
Howard  of  Michigan  that:  “A  more  stupendous  fraud 
never  was  committed  or  attempted  upon  a  friendly  peo- 

1  La  Phare  de  la  Loire,  Sept.  18,  1869. 
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pie.  It  is  one  which,  if  the  work  of  Americans,  should 
make  every  American  blush  and  hang  his  head.”  For 
some  time,  a  wordy  quarrel  raged  about  the  question 
of  Fremont’s  implication  in  the  scandal.  An  investi¬ 
gation  of  the  subject  was  made  by  a  Senate  subcommit¬ 
tee,  and  an  elaborate  report  was  published.1 

Senator  Howard,  who  wrote  this  document,  came  to 
the  conclusion  that  while  he  could  not  say  that  Fre¬ 
mont  was  “personally  responsible”  for  the  false  repre¬ 
sentations,  he  did  not  “think  Gen.  Fremont’s  skirts  are 
clear  in  reference  to  these  transactions.”  In  a  Senate 
debate,  this  statement  was  vigorously  challenged  by 
half  a  dozen  champions  of  the  General.  Charles  Sumner 
declared  that  it  was  highly  unjust,  and  that  there  was 
no  evidence  of  privity  on  the  part  of  Fremont.2  Lyman 
Trumbull  of  Illinois,  James  Nye  of  Nevada,  and  Simon 
Cameron  of  Pennsylvania  all  came  to  Fremont’s  de¬ 
fense.  Trumbull  had  no  difficulty  in  showing  that  How¬ 
ard’s  report  represented  only  his  individual  judgment, 
that  it  was  based  upon  one-sided  French  and  American 
newspaper  reports,  and  that  a  majority  of  the  subcom¬ 
mittee  had  actually  disagreed  with  it.  Fremont  himself 
presented  clear  evidence  to  show  his  integrity.  He  was 
justly  emphatic  in  declaring  that  he  was  shocked  when 
he  learned  in  Paris  of  the  lies  circulated  by  Probst  and 
could  not  understand  how  they  passed  uncontradicted. 

It  is  certain  that  Fremont  acted  with  entire  honesty 

1  Senate  Miscellaneous  Documents ,  41st  Congress,  2nd  session.  No.  121. 

2  For  the  full  discussion,  see  Congressional  Globe,  June  19-23,  1870. 
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in  the  matter;  hut  it  is  also  certain  that  he  showed  a 
lamentable  lack  of  discretion  and  care.  It  was  his  busi¬ 
ness,  in  the  conscientious  discharge  of  his  duties,  to 
keep  an  eye  upon  the  advertisements  of  his  Company’s 
bonds  placed  in  the  French  press,  and  he  should  have 
left  nothing  to  chance.  When  he  learned  of  the  false 
statements,  he  should  have  been  more  indignant  than  he 
was  in  contradicting  them,  and  he  should  have  included 
a  warning  that  there  had  recently  arisen  some  question 
as  the  land  grant  given  by  the  State  of  Texas  to  the 
Memphis  and  El  Paso.  It  is  impossible  to  think  of  a 
man  of  his  high  honor  consenting  to  an  improper  act. 
But  once  more  his  precipitancy  and  lack  of  circumspec¬ 
tion  betrayed  him,  and  once  more  he  paid  a  heavy  pen¬ 
alty  for  his  rashness.  Irate  Frenchmen  came  to 
America  and  filed  affidavits  in  New  York  demanding 
his  arrest.  The  Paris  office  of  the  Memphis  and  El 
Paso  was  closed  by  the  authorities,  and  all  the  books  and 
papers  were  seized.  Criminal  proceedings  were  com¬ 
menced  there  against  the  men  supposed  to  be  respon¬ 
sible  for  floating  the  bonds,  including  Fremont.  After 
a  thorough  examination  by  the  authorities,  lasting  more 
than  two  years,  Fremont’s  name  was  removed  from  the 
list  of  those  accused;  but  subsequently,  just  before  the 
trial  commenced,  it  was  suddenly  restored.  Later,  he 
was  told  that  this  was  at  the  instance  of  our  minister, 
Elihu  Washburne,  with  whom  he  had  clashed  during  the 
Civil  War.  He  was  given  inadequate  time  to  appear  be¬ 
fore  the  juge  d’ instruction — only  ten  days  after  the 
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summons  was  served  in  New  York;  he  had  scanty  funds 
for  travel  or  for  hiring  counsel,  and  in  his  absence  he  was 
condemned  in  default  for  failing  to  reply.  Though  his 
French  counsel,  M.  Allou,  was  in  the  courtroom,  in  ac¬ 
cordance  with  French  law  the  judge  refused  to  hear  him. 
The  publicity  given  to  this  condemnation  placed  an  ugly 
smirch  upon  Fremont’s  name,  but  one  totally  unjust. 

Some  years  later,  in  closing  his  work  as  Federal  re¬ 
ceiver  for  the  Memphis  and  El  Paso,  J ohn  A.  C.  Gray 
wrote  the  General  on  the  subject.  “I  deem  it  fair  to 
say,”  he  stated,  “that  throughout  the  long  and  careful 
scrutiny  which  I  have  made  into  the  affairs  of  the  com¬ 
pany,  I  have  found  no  proof  that  would  sustain  the 
charges  brought  against  you  regarding  the  fraudulent 
sale  of  the  company’s  bonds  in  France.”  1  The  Marquis 
de  Chambrun,  who  represented  the  French  bondhold¬ 
ers  in  America,  gave  the  same  testimony.  He  also  wrote 
for  Fremont  a  letter  explaining  the  condemnation  in 
Paris.  “The  judgment  pronounced  against  you,”  he 
said,  “was  nothing  more  than  a  judgment  by  default 
resting  upon  the  prima  facie  case  submitted  to  the  tri¬ 
bunal  of  police  correctionale  by  the  judicial  officer  or 
officers  who  had  directed  the  preliminary  investigation. 
Under  this  state  of  affairs  no  defense  could  be  offered 
in  your  behalf.”  He  added  that  these  ex  parte  pro¬ 
ceedings  were  an  absolute  nullity  in  the  eyes  of  Ameri- 

1  MS.  Memoirs',  letter  of  March  2,  1878.  Gray’s  testimony  is  the  more  important 
in  that  he  and  Fremont  were  personally  on  bad  terms.  No  one  can  go  over 
Fremont’s  private  papers  and  doubt  that  he  was  innocent  of  and  incapable  of 
the  slightest  connivance,  however  indirect,  in  the  French  misrepresentations. 
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can  law,  were  in  direct  conflict  with  the  safeguards  of 
personal  liberty  in  the  American  constitution,  and  “are 
now  void  in  France.” 

As  the  wreck  of  the  Memphis  and  El  Paso  was  cleared 
up,  and  the  Texas  Pacific  Railroad  took  over  its  debts 
and  assets,  Fremont  could  feel  that  his  honor  remained 
unblemished.  He  had  the  consciousness  that  his  motives 
and  aims  had  always  been  of  the  highest  character.  But 
this  was  almost  all  that  he  had.  His  career  as  a  financier 
was  as  decisively  ended  as  his  career  as  an  explorer. 
The  demonstration  that  he  was  unfitted  for  business  af¬ 
fairs  was  so  complete  that  no  acceptable  employment 
was  open  to  him.  He  was  past  sixty;  he  had  three  de¬ 
pendent  children;  he  was  almost  penniless.  The  courage 
that  he  had  needed  in  facing  the  snow-choked  Sierras 
or  the  storm  of  wartime  obloquy  in  St.  Louis  was  no 
greater  than  the  courage  that  he  needed  now. 


CHAPTER  XXXYI 
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In  this  family  crisis,  it  was  Mrs.  Fremont  who,  with 
characteristic  vigor,  came  to  the  rescue.  “I  am  like 
a  deeply  built  ship,”  she  used  to  say;  “I  drive  best  under 
a  stormy  wind.”  She  had  already  discovered  that  she 
could  earn  money  with  her  pen.  During  the  Civil  War 
she  had  set  herself,  with  a  frenzy  of  energy,  to  write  the 
history  of  Zagonyi’s  brave  troopers  who  made  the  charge 
at  Springfield ;  and  within  ten  days,  according  to  family 
tradition,  had  produced  the  spirited  little  book  called 
The  Story  of  the  Guard,  the  profits  of  which  she  de¬ 
voted  to  the  Sanitary  Commission.  Now,  while  the  fam¬ 
ily  went  to  live  first  on  Madison  Avenue,  far  uptown 
at  Seventy-second  Street,  and  then  scraped  together 
its  resources  to  rent  a  cottage  on  what  was  called  “the 
Esplanade”  on  the  water  front  of  Staten  Island,  she 
became  a  breadwinner. 

Spurred  on  by  the  illness  of  her  younger  son,  who  was 
threatened  with  tuberculosis,  and  who  must — the  physi¬ 
cian  said — be  sent  to  a  dry  high  climate,  she  approached 
Robert  Bonner  of  the  New  York  Ledger.  He  offered 
her  $100  each  for  a  series  of  articles.  Doubtless  he 
thought  it  would  be  months  before  they  were  all  com¬ 
pleted,  but  she  went  home,  sat  down  at  her  desk,  and 
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for  days  labored  almost  incessantly,  hardly  pausing  for 
food  or  rest.  When  they  were  all  done,  she  took  them 
to  the  Ledger  office  and  demanded  payment  in  a  lump 
sum  to  meet  her  son’s  needs.  At  once  she  began  con¬ 
tributing  to  other  magazines.  In  the  fifteen  years  be¬ 
tween  1875  and  1890,  she  produced  article  after  article, 
story  after  story.  She  contributed  tales  for  children 
to  the  Wide  Awake ,  popular  essays  to  the  Ledger,  his¬ 
torical  sketches  to  the  Century.  Some  of  this  maga¬ 
zine  work  was  made  over  into  books:  A  Year  of  Ameri¬ 
can  Travel,  dealing  with  California  and  Panama  in  the 
gold-rush  days;  Far  West  Sketches,  concerned  chiefly 
with  Mariposa  life;  The  Will  and  the  Way  Stories  for 
juveniles;  and  most  important  of  all,  in  1887,  the  Sou¬ 
venirs  of  My  Time,  an  episodic  review,  brightly  written, 
of  her  eventful  life  from  the  Bodisco  wedding  to  the  last 
tour  of  Europe. 

Fremont  was  one  of  the  incorporators  of  the  Texas 
Pacific,  which  took  over  the  wreck  of  the  Memphis  and 
El  Paso,  and  till  March,  1878,  when  the  receivership 
was  terminated,  he  was  largely  occupied  in  helping  ad¬ 
just  the  affairs  of  his  dead  railroad  enterprise.  For  his 
labors,  he  received  only  a  slender  compensation.  He 
hence  had  reason  to  be  glad  when,  in  1878,  upon  the  in¬ 
tercession  of  Zachariah  Chandler  and  other  old  friends, 
he  received  from  President  Hayes  the  appointment  as 
territorial  governor  of  Arizona.  The  salary  was  but 
$2,000  a  year,  yet  that  sum  meant  much  to  the  General. 
So,  too,  did  the  opportunity  to  revisit  the  wild  West, 
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and  to  see  his  surviving  friends,  including  Alexander 
Godey,  who  traveled  with  him  from  San  Francisco  to 
Los  Angeles.1  Already  there  was  a  legendary  halo 
about  Fremont’s  head,  and  his  journey  along  the  trans¬ 
continental  line  was  a  modest  ovation.  In  Chicago  and 
Omaha,  he  was  offered  banquets ;  while  in  San  Francisco 
the  Pioneer  Association  of  California  gave  him  a  recep¬ 
tion  ;  in  many  smaller  towns,  the  stations  were  crowded 
with  people  eager  to  see  him  once  more ;  and  the  friendly 
demonstrations  continued  through  lower  California  to 
the  end  of  the  railroad  at  Yuma.  Thence  he  had  a 
“camping-out  journey,”  as  Mrs.  Fremont  called  it,  to 
Prescott,  the  territorial  capital. 

Fremont  enjoyed  such  administrative  opportunities 
as  the  post  offered,  and  busied  himself  with  recommen¬ 
dations  regarding  mining  development,  railway  build¬ 
ing,  and  irrigation  by  storage  reservoirs.  With  his 
characteristic  liking  for  large  projects,  he  raised  also 
the  question  of  using  the  Colorado  River  to  flood  the 
depressed  region  above  the  head  of  the  Gulf  of  Cali¬ 
fornia  known  later  as  the  Salton  Sink,  where  a  great 
inland  sea  could  easily  be  recreated.  The  climate  and 
vegetation  of  Arizona,  he  believed,  might  be  essentially 
affected  for  the  better.2  There  was  a  congenial  if  nar¬ 
row  social  life  at  Prescott,  where  a  number  of  army 
officers  were  stationed.  He  delighted  in  the  return  to 
an  outdoor  life,  and  was  capable  of  being  in  the  saddle 

1  Elizabeth  B.  FrSmont,  Recollections,  136.  He  also  met  W.  T.  Sherman. 

2  Report  to  the  Secretary  of  the  Interior,  1879. 
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for  twelve  hours  at  a  stretch.  He  thought  nothing  of 
riding  eighty  miles  in  two  days.  But  poverty  continued 
a  sore  burden  even  in  the  distant  Southwest,  where 
house  rent  was  ninety  dollars  a  month  and  provisions 
were  atrociously  high.  It  is  an  eloquent  fact  that  al¬ 
though  Mrs.  Fremont  and  her  daughter  knew  that  the 
wonders  of  the  Grand  Canyon  were  at  hand,  it  was  a 
financial  impossibility  to  visit  them.1 

In  1883,  hopeful  of  re-establishing  himself  in  the 
business  life  of  New  York,  Fremont  resigned,  and  they 
traveled  back  east  to  their  residence  on  Staten  Island. 
One  undertaking  which  floated  elusively  before  him  was 
a  plan  for  enlisting  the  Barings  and  other  English  cap¬ 
italists  in  the  development,  by  irrigation,  of  the  rich 
Imperial  Valley  in  California.  While  in  Arizona  he  had 
become  interested,  in  association  with  Judge  Charles 
Silent,  in  various  mining  enterprises,  notably  in  the 
rich  copper  section  now  known  as  the  Verde — enter¬ 
prises  which  ultimately  made  Judge  Silent  rich.  He 
was  as  eager  and  hopeful  as  ever.  He  believed  that  for¬ 
tune  always  lay  just  ahead.  But  of  actual  monetary 
returns,  there  was  pitifully  little. 

These  trying  years  brought  into  relief  some  of  the 
best  qualities  of  Fremont  and  his  wife.  They  did  not 
conceal  their  straitened  lot.  Newspaper  reporters  who 
visited  their  cottage  for  a  “story”  exclaimed  over  their 
evident  poverty.2  Yet  they  made  the  most  of  their 

1  Elizabeth  B.  Fremont,  Recollections,  158. 

2  Cf.  Leander  Richardson,  Boston  Herald ,  Aug.  14,  1884. 
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few  paintings,  their  bric-a-brac,  their  books,  and  the 
many  trophies  of  Fremont’s  work  as  an  explorer  and 
soldier — the  three  presentation  swords  he  had  received 
from  the  people  of  Charleston,  the  Germans  of  St. 
Louis,  and  Captain  Cathcart;  his  foreign  medals;  the 
flag  he  had  unfurled  from  the  Wind  River  Peak,  and 
the  campaign  banners  of  ’56.  Their  pride  permitted 
not  the  slightest  recognition,  by  word  or  gesture,  that 
they  had  fallen  in  fortune,  or  the  slightest  intimation 
of  regret.  In  dignity  of  bearing,  Mrs.  Fremont  was  as 
much  the  grande  dame  as  ever;  her  husband  was  the 
same  grave,  reserved,  courteous  gentleman,  a  little 
quieter  as  the  years  passed,  but  with  the  same  piercing 
eye.  Their  devotion  was,  as  always,  beautiful  to  see. 
Observers  who  were  much  with  them  have  said  that  they 
seemed  never  to  need  to  discuss  a  question  to  reach  the 
same  conclusion;  they  intuitively  knew  each  other’s 
wishes  and  mental  processes.  They  seemed  to  have  some 
strange  spiritual  bond,  such  as  that  which  Mrs.  Fre¬ 
mont  suggested  when  she  described  for  the  Psychical 
Research  Society  the  telepathic  message  which  she  be¬ 
lieved  she  had  received,  after  long  days  of  emotional 
prostration,  of  Fremont’s  safety  at  Parowan  in  1854.1 

Both  of  them  struggled  valiantly  to  make  the  best  of 
their  position.  The  two  sons  were  educated  at  the  Naval 
Academy  and  the  Military  Academy.  Constant  but  un¬ 
availing  efforts  were  made  to  obtain  from  the  Govern¬ 
ment  some  compensation  for  the  house  and  land  seized 

1  Described  also  in  Far  West  Sketches,  29-41. 


Fremont  in  1890 

(His  last  photograph;  on  the  back  of  the  original  Mrs.  Fremont  wrote, 
“Most  precious  to  me.”) 
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at  Black  Point,  near  San  Francisco,  in  1863,  for  the 
erection  of  a  fort ;  compensation  which  should  have  been 
made  without  hesitation,  and  which  would  have  rescued 
them  from  all  their  difficulties.  Mrs.  Fremont  wrote 
with  unresting  pen.  In  1885-86,  her  husband  also  turned 
to  literary  labors.  The  Personal  Memoirs  of  General 
Grant  were  then  being  read  with  intense  interest,  and 
Fremont  arranged  with  Belford,  Clarke  and  Company 
of  New  York  to  bring  out  two  volumes  of  his  own  remi¬ 
niscences,  to  be  sold  by  subscription.  The  first  of  them, 
a  ponderous  work  with  numerous  illustrations,  some 
good  and  some  very  bad,  appeared  in  1887  under  the 
title  of  Memoirs  of  My  Life,  A  Retrospect  of  Fifty 
Years,  with  a  sketch  of  the  life  of  Benton  written  by 
Jessie.  Based  largely  upon  the  reports  of  the  exploring 
expeditions,  much  of  which  was  reprinted  almost  ver¬ 
batim,  the  Memoirs  came  down  only  to  1847,  though 
they  filled  some  600  large  pages.  All  this  detail  proved 
wearisome  to  the  general  reader,  while  the  price  of  the 
book,  ranging  from  $5.75  to  $12.50  according  to  bind¬ 
ing,  was  excessive.  As  a  result,  it  was  a  commercial 
failure,  and  the  second  volume  was  never  published. 
Fremont  occasionally  spoke  in  public,  and  in  1884  he 
journeyed  through  Michigan  campaigning  for  Blaine, 
but  of  course  such  labors  were  without  reward.  There 
were  times  when  the  wolf  seemed  to  howl  very  near  the 
door. 

At  last  there  came  a  sudden  crisis.  Fremont’s  health 
seemed  to  be  breaking,  and  late  in  1887  he  was  seized 
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with  so  severe  an  attack  of  bronchitis  that  his  physician 
declared  he  must  be  taken  at  once  to  a  warmer  climate. 
There  was  no  money.  In  desperation — doubtless  also 
in  humiliation — Mrs.  Fremont  went  to  her  old  friend, 
the  eminent  railway  organizer  and  builder,  Collis  P. 
Huntington,  who  was  all  concern.  “It  must  be  Califor¬ 
nia,”  he  said;  “you  should  have  my  private  car,  but  it 
is  already  lent.”  That  night  Huntington  came  in  per¬ 
son  to  bring  tickets,  letters  to  officials  of  different  rail¬ 
ways,  and  a  generous  sum  for  expenses.  Fremont  was 
reluctant  and  almost  angry,  but  Mrs.  Fremont  insisted. 
A  day  later  they  were  in  a  Pullman,  running  out  of 
the  stormy  December  weather  into  the  bright  sunshine 
of  Kentucky.  “It  had  been  a  trial  to  see  the  General’s 
sad,  unsmiling  face,”  wrote  Mrs.  Fremont  afterward, 
“but  towards  evening  he  beckoned  me  across  to  his  sec¬ 
tion,  and  holding  my  hand  said,  ‘You  were  right  to 
come.  I  feel  better  already.’  Whereupon  I  cried  heart¬ 
ily.  Instantly  a  young  conductor  was  beside  me  with 
words  of  genuine  compassion.  ‘O,  it  is  not  that,’  I  said, 
‘I  am  so  happy,  the  General  says  he  feels  better.’  ‘We 
all  know  who  you  are,’  the  tender-hearted  man  said,  ‘but 
we  respected  General  Fremont’s  wish  for  silence.’  ” 
This  was  the  beginning  of  the  end,  though  Fremont’s 
long  rest  in  California  in  1888  seemed  to  restore  his 
health.  He  returned  to  New  York  in  1889  to  look  after 
what  he  still  proudly  called  his  business  affairs,  leaving 
Mrs.  Fremont  on  the  Pacific  Coast  and  writing  to  her 
daily.  He  had  high  hopes  that  he  would  yet  induce 
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Congress  to  make  a  proper  payment  for  the  Black  Point 
property.  Moreover,  he  had  been  deeply  touched  and 
gratified  when  his  friends  set  on  foot  a  movement  to 
have  him  restored  to  the  Army  as  a  major-general,  and 
placed  on  the  retired  list  with  pay,  and  he  now  gave 
them  every  assistance  that  was  proper.  He  had  outlived 
most  of  his  enemies — the  Blairs,  Elihu  Washburne,  and 
others — and  all  the  ill  feeling  of  the  past.  Public  senti¬ 
ment  supported  the  measure,  and  in  April,  1890,  Con¬ 
gress,  “in  view  of  the  services  to  his  country  rendered 
by  John  C.  Fremont,  now  of  New  York,  as  explorer, 
administrator,  and  soldier,”  duly  made  the  appointment. 
It  secured  to  him,  for  the  first  time  in  more  than  fifteen 
years,  an  adequate  income,  $6,000  annually,  and  enabled 
him  to  look  forward  to  his  last  days  in  peace. 

His  relief  and  pleasure,  his  friends  in  New  York  have 
said,  were  childlike.  He  proposed  to  go  back  as  quickly 
as  possible  to  Los  Angeles,  and  there  make  his  perma¬ 
nent  home.  Early  in  July,  1890,  he  wrote  Mrs.  Fre¬ 
mont  that  he  would  set  off  the  following  week.  He  had 
become  involved  with  Josiah  Boyce  in  a  controversy 
over  his  role  in  the  conquest  of  California,  and  wished 
to  complete  an  article  for  the  Century  Magazine.  But 
he  had  less  strength  than  he  or  his  sons,  with  whom  he 
had  spent  much  time  in  Washington,  supposed. 

The  end  came  as  a  direct  result  of  a  kindly  act.  On 
a  hot  July  Sunday,  he  made  a  pilgrimage  to  the  grave 
of  a  little  boy  friend  in  Brooklyn.  The  English  mother 
had  obtained  from  him  a  promise  that  he  would  lay 
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flowers  there  in  memory  of  the  child’s  birthday,  and 
he  kept  the  promise.  That  night  occurred  a  sudden  fall 
in  temperature,  and  his  boarding-house  bed  had  insuffi¬ 
cient  coverings.  Fremont  had  been  overheated  and 
fatigued,  and  was  seized  with  a  violent  chill.  His  physi¬ 
cian  and  close  friend,  Dr.  William  J.  Morton,  was 
called,  and  immediately  upon  arriving  telegraphed  up 
the  Hudson  to  Ossining  for  the  only  son  in  reach,  John 
C.  Fremont,  Jr.  When  the  latter  arrived,  it  was  evi¬ 
dent  that  peritonitis  had  set  in,  and  that  in  a  man 
seventy-seven  years  old  it  could  only  terminate  fatally. 
Within  a  few  hours  it  was  all  over.  “The  end  came  pain¬ 
lessly,”  wrote  the  son  to  his  sister  Elizabeth,  in  words 
which  recall  Kent’s  exclamation  over  the  dead  Lear, 
“and  without  knowledge  to  him.  It  was  blessedly  quick 
and  easy,  and  as  I  looked  at  him  lying  there  so  still  and 
peaceful  I  questioned  whether  I  was  not  heartless,  for  I 
could  find  no  sorrow  or  pity  for  him  at  all,  but  a  feeling 
of  relief  that  his  life  was  over.  And  how  thankful  I 
am  that  the  last  few  months  were  made  more  peaceful 
and  happier  for  him.”  The  date  was  July  13.  He 
added:  “Of  what  the  effect  is  going  to  be  on  mother,  I 
don’t  dare  think.  And  when  I  do  think,  I  doubt  whether 
the  cruellest  result  would  not  be  the  kindest.  They 
lived  in  each  other  so  that  I  don’t  think  there  is  any  life 
for  the  one  left.” 

It  was  a  characteristic  end  for  a  life  full  of  misfor¬ 
tune  almost  alone  in  a  cheerless  Manhattan  boarding 
house,  with  no  friends  near,  and  with  Jessie  three  thou- 


(Presented  her  by  the  ladies  of  that  city.) 
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sand  miles  away;  his  hope  of  their  comfortable  days  to¬ 
gether,  all  financial  anxiety  at  last  removed,  never  to  be  ' 
realized.  Doubtless  he  knew,  as  his  life  ebbed  away,  that 
his  wife  would  be  plunged  back  again  into  utter  poverty. 
When  he  was  placed  in  his  coffin — he  had  instructed 
that  it  be  a  plain  pine  box,  and  that  he  be  buried  in  an 
ordinary  black  suit,  not  his  uniform — his  son  took  a 
miniature  of  Jessie  as  she  had  been  in  the  days  of  her 
youth,  and  the  telegram  that  was  her  last  message  to 
him,  and  folded  them  in  one  of  his  crossed  hands.  It 
was  the  end  of  the  romance  that  had  begun  in  Washing¬ 
ton  in  the  bright  autumn  days  of  1840. 

Mrs.  Fremont  was  destined  to  outlive  her  husband 
by  a  dozen  years,  residing  constantly  with  her  daughter 
in  Los  Angeles.  The  death  of  the  General,  who  had 
received  only  two  months’  pay  since  his  restoration  to 
the  army  lists,  left  her  in  sorely  straitened  circum¬ 
stances;  but  her  friends  and  admirers  came  at  once  to 
her  aid.  Within  a  few  months,  in  the  latter  part  of  1890, 
she  was  presented  with  a  handsome  cottage  in  the  newer 
part  of  Los  Angeles.  At  the  same  time,  Congress, 
spurred  on  by  exaggerated  press  stories  that  she  was  in 
actual  destitution,  passed  a  bill  giving  her  the  ordinary 
pension  of  $2,000  allowed  to  widows  of  major-generals. 
Her  future  was  thus  secure.  For  many  years,  she  was 
one  of  the  prominent  figures  of  Los  Angeles,  deferred 
to  on  all  public  occasions.  When  President  McKinley 
and  John  Hay  visited  the  city  in  1901,  one  of  their  first 
acts  was  to  drive  to  Mrs.  Fremont’s  home  to  pay  her 
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their  respects.  “My  goodness,  John,”  Mrs.  Fremont 
said  to  the  Secretary  of  State,  whom  she  recalled  as 
a  slender  stripling  in  the  White  House  in  Lincoln’s 
time,  “how  you  have  grown!”  She  was  then  confined 
to  her  chair,  and  on  December  27,  1902,  she  died. 

They  are  buried  together  at  Piermont  on  the  Hudson, 
near  the  brink  of  a  bluff  looking  out  over  the  broad 
Tappan  Zee  to  the  old  home,  Pocaho,  where  they  spent 
some  of  their  happiest  years  together.  Over  their  grave, 
the  state  of  New  York  in  1906  erected  a  dignified  monu¬ 
ment,  with  bronze  flag,  sword,  and  a  medallion  head 
of  the  explorer  against  a  granite  stone,  and  on  it  are 
recorded  his  many  achievements  and  titles.  He  would 
have  chosen  for  himself  a  shorter,  simpler  inscription — 
perhaps  the  sentence  in  which  Buchanan  declared  that 
to  him  above  all  others  belonged  the  credit  for  the  con¬ 
quest  of  California.  Some  of  his  friends  would  have 
chosen  the  line  of  Whittier — “Fremont,  who  struck  the 
first  brave  blow  for  liberty.”  But  the  most  fitting  epi¬ 
taph,  recalling  his  happiest  achievements  and  his  most 
remarkable  services  to  the  nation,  is  furnished  by  the 
words  of  Jessie  Benton  Fremont — “from  the  ashes  of 
his  campfires  have  sprung  cities.” 


Jessie  B.  Fkemont  in  Old  Age 

(With  paintings  of  John  C.  Fremont  and  herself  in  the  background.) 
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CHAPTER  XXXYII 


FREMONT’S  CHARACTER  AND  FAME 


In  this  varied  and  energetic  career,  so  full  both  of 
achievement  and  frustration,  there  is  much  which  ap¬ 
pears  psychologically  puzzling.  The  fact  that  to  many 
of  Fremont’s  contemporaries  his  personality  seemed 
alien  and  impenetrable  explains  why  his  aims  and  mo¬ 
tives  were  frequently  misjudged,  and  his  acts  aroused 
such  violent  antagonism.  He  made  ardent  friends  who 
loved  him  (some  of  them)  just  this  side  of  idolatry;  he 
made  enemies  who  found  no  condemnation  too  harsh. 
Many  who  attempted  to  measure  him  in  a  detached  way 
formed,  after  long  study,  an  impression  that  he  was  a 
genius  manque ,  a  distinguished  and  valuable  man  who 
just  fell  short  of  being  effectively  great.  Josiah  Royce, 
not  the  friendliest  of  observers,  wrote  that  the  most 
transient  personal  intercourse  with  this  romantic  and 
fascinating  figure  left  a  sense  of  a  peculiarly  hidden 
and  baffling  character.  “The  charming  and  courtly 
manner,  the  deep  and  thoughtful  eyes,  the  gracious  and 
self-possessed  manner,  as  of  a  consciously  great  man  at 
rest,  awaiting  his  chance  to  announce  his  deep  purpose 
and  to  do  his  decisive  deed — all  these  things  perplexed 
one  who  had  any  occasion  to  observe,  as  some  did,  that 
the  deep  purpose  seemed  always  to  have  remained  in  re- 
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serve,  and  that  there  had  been  some  reason  in  his  life 
why  the  decisive  deed  had  never  been  done.”  1  Other 
men,  like  Schurz,  felt  strongly  attracted  to  him  at  first 
sight,  and  yet  retained,  in  a  sense  of  some  subtle  de¬ 
ficiency  combined  with  great  capacities,  an  unwilling¬ 
ness  to  give  him  their  complete  confidence. 

Yet  Fremont’s  character  and  mind  are  essentially 
plain  and  clear,  and  both  his  talents  and  limitations  are 
susceptible  of  as  close  analysis  as  those  of  most  men  of 
reserved  temperament.  He  is  sometimes  written  of  as 
a  showy  and  pretentious  personality.  N othing  could  be 
farther  from  the  truth.  All  his  closest  associates  testify 
that  the  outstanding  qualities  of  his  character  were  sin¬ 
cerity  and  simplicity.  For  ostentation — despite  certain 
appearances  to  the  contrary  when  in  1861  he  tried  to  im¬ 
press  his  strength  upon  hostile  St.  Louisans — he  not 
only  had  no  taste,  but  a  decided  distaste.  He  dressed 
with  the  utmost  plainness.  He  avoided  public  appear¬ 
ances,  and  would  go  far  to  avoid  a  reception  or  civic 
dinner.  He  disliked  public  speaking,  and  it  required 
a  strong  attachment  to  a  man  or  cause  to  induce  him,  as 
in  his  brief  tour  for  Blaine,  to  appear  before  an  audi¬ 
ence.  He  was  simple  in  all  his  private  habits:  he  liked 
plain  food,  he  gave  a  plain  hospitality,  and  he  found  his 
chief  amusements  in  horseback  riding  and  walking.  In 
Mrs.  Fremont’s  tastes  there  was  always  a  strong  ele¬ 
ment  of  liking  for  the  dramatic,  but  of  this  Fremont 
himself  showed  not  a  trace. 

1  Josiah  Royce,  “On  Fremont,”  Atlantic  Monthly,  Vol.  66,  p.  548  ff. 
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Fremont’s  habits  and  impulses  were  essentially  and 
completely  kinetic.  It  was  noted  by  his  friends  that, 
beneath  his  quietness  and  dignity,  he  was  always  rest¬ 
less,  always  moving,  always  concerned  with  action 
rather  than  thought.  In  his  leisure  at  Pocaho  he  was 
incessantly  busy  outdoors.  Though  he  had  a  large 
library,  especially  strong  in  military  works  and  explora¬ 
tion,  he  was  seldom  observed  sitting  with  a  book  in  his 
hand.  His  friends  remember  him  eagerly  mastering 
one  of  the  high- wheeled  bicycles  just  coming  into  vogue, 
going  on  long  botanical  excursions,  and  overseeing  the 
gardens  and  stables.  He  was  extremely  fond  of  dogs 
and  horses.  The  years  in  which  he  furiously  organized 
the  mining  activities  at  Mariposa,  building  flumes, 
stamp-mills,  and  roads,  were  as  congenial  to  him  as  the 
years  of  outdoor  exploration.  Rather  strangely,  he  had 
little  aptitude  for  mechanical  contrivance ;  as  one  of  his 
family  expresses  it,  he  was  “not  a  putterer.”  In  his 
later  days,  when  master  of  his  hours,  he  was  nearly 
always  in  bed  by  ten  o’clock,  and  was  up  and  outdoors 
with  the  dawn.  Yet  when  he  was  induced  to  take  his 
seat  in  the  social  circle  indoors,  his  restlessness  abruptly 
left  him,  and  his  dignified  immobility,  his  perfect  quies¬ 
cence,  with  never  an  unnecessary  gesture  or  motion, 
impressed  all  who  saw  him. 

His  social  needs  were  fully  met  by  a  family  life  which 
was  singularly  attractive  in  its  warmth  and  devotion, 
and  in  which  he  displayed  the  knightliest  side  of  his 
character.  It  is  significant  that  he  not  merely  refrained 
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from  joining  any  clubs,  but  that  he  took  no  part  in  the 
activities  of  such  bodies  as  the  Grand  Army  of  the  Re¬ 
public,  in  which  he  might  have  been  a  prominent  figure ; 
he  was  honored  by  the  Royal  Geographical  Society,  but 
he  was  not  a  member  of  the  American  Geographical 
Society.  His  circle  of  friends  was  limited,  for  the  sim¬ 
ple  reason  that  his  love  of  home  life  and  his  native  re¬ 
serve  kept  him  from  making  new  acquaintances  readily. 
Yet  in  his  years  of  wealth  he  gladly  acquiesced  in  Mrs. 
Fremont’s  enjoyment  of  acts  of  hospitality,  and  Pocaho 
was  frequently  full  of  guests,  American  and  foreign. 
With  those  he  knew  best  his  reserve  gave  way  to  anima¬ 
tion  and  even  fun.  His  son  writes  that  there  was — 

A  sharp  division  between  the  two  sides  of  his 
character;  the  questing  side,  which  was  expressed 
in  his  explorations,  and  the  human  side,  which  was 
companionable,  cheerful,  and  with  a  tendency  to 
gaiety  accounted  for  by  his  French  forbears.  He 
heartily  enjoyed  a  joke  or  a  bright  story,  so  long 
as  it  was  keen  and  clean.  Though  in  no  sense 
Pharisaical,  he  instinctively  avoided  the  unclean, 
both  physical  and  moral;  and  with  all  this,  he  was 
intensely  human  and  understanding.  One  trait,  or 
it  might  be  said  fault,  was  an  indifference  to  what 
the  general  public  might  think,  so  long  as  he  was 
sure  that  his  action  was  right.  Appearances  are 
sometimes  more  important  than  facts,  and  I  am 
sure  that  it  was  this  indifference  which  has  left  him 
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to  a  certain  extent  a  misunderstood  figure.  Per¬ 
haps  a  sentence  I  remember  may  explain  what  I 
mean  more  clearly.  One  day  when  I  was  com¬ 
menting  upon  the  injustice  of  the  government  to¬ 
ward  him  in  a  certain  case,  he  checked  me  by  say¬ 
ing:  “No!  The  United  States  and  its  government 
are  all  right.  The  fault  lies  in  the  fact  that  the 
conscience  of  the  people  is  delegated  to  the  mem¬ 
bers  of  Congress,  and  a  delegated  conscience  never 
functions.” 

Fremont’s  primary  and  surpassing  talent  was  as  an 
explorer;  and  just  as  he  was  rarely  fortunate  in  the 
circumstances  which  threw  him  as  a  youth  so  quickly  and 
effectively  into  the  field  of  exploration,  so  he  was  un¬ 
fortunate  that  later  circumstances  cut  him  off  from  all 
achievement  therein.  He  was  not  a  “Pathfinder”;  he 
was  a  Pathmarker.  He  travelled  over  trails  which  had 
for  the  most  part  been  found  long  before  by  trappers, 
hunters,  and  traders,  and  through  regions  that  were  at 
least  partially  known  to  frontiersmen.  His  distinction 
lay  in  the  scientific  equipment  he  brought  to  the  task 
of  surveying,  observing,  and  describing  these  trails  and 
regions.  For  his  period  he  was  an  excellent  topog¬ 
rapher,  surveyor,  and  mathematician,  and  a  good  ama¬ 
teur  geologist  and  botanist.  For  zoology,  which  was 
less  important,  he  showed  slighter  aptitude.  It  would 
be  hard  to  overemphasize  the  zeal  and  conscientiousness 
which  he  gave  to  the  work  of  mapping  his  routes,  collect- 


704 


Fremont 

ing  specimens,  noting  geographical  and  topographical 
facts,  and  at  midnight,  often  in  the  harshest  weather, 
after  a  day  of  exhausting  toil,  taking  his  observations 
of  the  stars.  He  had  a  true  scientist’s  reverence  for  his 
calling.  Few  distinctions  pleased  him  so  much  as  his 
medal  from  the  Royal  Geographical  Society,  and  he 
spoke  warmly  of  that  body  as  his  “alma  mater;”  while 
he  took  pride  in  naming  one  of  his  rivers  after  Alex¬ 
ander  von  Humboldt.  “I  am  given  by  myself,”  he 
wrote,  “the  honor  of  being  the  first  to  place  his  great 
name  on  the  map  of  this  continent.” 

Two  contrasting  traits  are  evident  in  Fremont  the 
wanderer  and  explorer.  He  brought  to  his  labors  an 
enthusiasm  which  had  in  it  more  than  a  touch  of 
poetry.  The  grandeur  of  the  West  became  a  passion 
with  him.  When  he  speaks  of  valley  flowers  “in  bril¬ 
liant  bloom,”  of  some  lake  “set  like  a  gem  in  the  moun¬ 
tains,”  of  a  camp  where  “the  rocks  lit  up  with  the  glow 
of  our  fires  made  a  night-picture  of  very  wild  beauty,” 
of  Mount  Hood  rising  rtlike  a  rose-colored  mass  of 
snow,”  he  is  recording  an  emotion  that  touched  his  inner¬ 
most  being.  After  the  hardest  day’s  march,  he  could 
write  of  some  strange  landscape  that  “the  interest  of 
the  scene  soon  dissipated  fatigue.”  To  many  this  poeti¬ 
cal  enthusiasm  over  the  fresh  beauties  of  the  West  will 
seem  the  most  attractive  element  in  Fremont’s  char¬ 
acter.  The  other  trait  is  represented  by  his  skill  as  an 
organizer,  his  iron  discipline,  and  his  fierce  contempt  for 
cowardice  or  shirking.  The  poet  gave  way  to  the  marti- 
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net  when  it  came  to  mounting  guard  against  Indians, 
protecting  camp  equipment,  barring  liquor,  or  demand¬ 
ing  the  intensest  exertions  in  Nevada  deserts  or  Sierra 
snows.  Himself  uncomplaining  and  indomitable,  he 
could  not  forgive  the  quitter.  There  is  an  undertone  of 
scathing  contempt,  in  his  letter  to  Mrs.  Fremont  after 
the  calamitous  expedition  of  1848-49,  describing  how 
one  man  gave  up.  “Proue  laid  down  in  the  trail  and 
froze  to  death.  In  a  sunshiny  day,  and  having  with  him 
means  to  make  a  fire,  he  threw  his  blankets  down  in  the 
trail  and  laid  there  till  he  froze  to  death.”  1 

To  the  end  of  his  life  Fremont  retained  his  ardent 
enthusiasm  for  nature  and  for  the  subject  of  explora¬ 
tion.  He  read  nothing  with  so  much  interest  as  ac¬ 
counts  of  travel  in  uncharted  lands,  the  penetration  of 
Africa,  and  polar  expeditions.  He  never  hunted  or 
fished,  and  taught  his  children  not  to  take  animals’  life 
except  under  necessity.  “Out-of-doors  was  life  to  him,” 
writes  his  son;  “indoors,  a  place  sheltered  from  the 
elements.  Stormy  weather  appealed  to  him  as  well  as 
fair.  Trees  were  to  him  sacred,  and  he  would  not  let 
them  be  cut  down  on  our  property,  unless  dead  or 
dying;  then  he  would  do  the  cutting  himself.  Flowers 
especially  appealed  to  him;  being  a  botanist,  he  took  a 
double  interest  in  them.  Travelling  with  him  through 
the  mountains  of  Arizona  on  horseback,  when  he  was 
governor,  I  have  noticed  he  would  guide  his  horse  so 
as  to  avoid  crushing  a  flower  or  ant-hill;  all  life  had  a 


1  Bigelow,  Fremont,  369. 
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significance  for  him.  Once  we  were  climbing  in  the 
mountains  near  Innsbruck,  and  I  came  across  a  snake. 
Boylike,  I  started  to  kill  it,  but  he  would  not  permit  it. 
‘No,  let  it  go!  It  has  not  harmed  you  and  probably 
enjoys  life/  he  said,  adding:  ‘Besides,  any  Indian 
knows  that  to  kill  a  snake  causelessly  will  bring  rain 
and  a  wet  camp.’  ” 

The  two  salient  faults  in  Fremont’s  composition  were, 
as  the  foregoing  chapters  amply  illustrate,  his  impul¬ 
siveness  and  his  weakness  of  practical  judgment  in  deal¬ 
ing  with  men  and  critical  situations.  The  two  faults 
are  closely  allied.  A  greater  endowment  of  caution,  or 
if  you  will,  practical  sagacity,  would  have  saved  him 
expulsion  from  college;  it  would  have  withheld  him 
from  the  descent  of  the  dangerous  Platte  canyon  in  a 
frail  boat  with  his  instruments  and  records ;  and  it  would 
have  prevented  the  unnecessary  clash  with  Castro  on 
his  first  entrance  into  California.  His  midwinter  cross¬ 
ing  of  the  Sierras  was  an  act  of  impetuosity,  in  which 
he  brilliantly  succeeded  because  of  favorable  weather 
and  the  aid  of  two  of  the  best  frontiersmen  of  the  time, 
Carson  and  Fitzpatrick.  His  attempted  midwinter 
crossing  of  the  San  Juan  and  other  mountains  in  1848- 
49  was  another  impetuous  act  which  ended  in  irretrieva¬ 
ble  disaster.  If  Carson  had  been  with  him  here  when 
the  storms  smote  him  with  irresistible  force,  he  would 
have  urged  Fremont  to  make  camp,  gather  wood,  put 
up  shelters  for  the  men  and  animals,  weather  the  storm, 
and  at  its  termination  go  back  instead  of  forward.  A 


Fremont’s  Grave  at  Piermont,  New  York 

(The  monument  erected  by  the  State  of  New  York,  after  the  failure  of  plans  to 
provide  a  suitable  monument  and  burial  place  in  California.  Photograph  by 
courtesy  of  F.  S.  Dellenbaugh.) 
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different  decision  on  Fremont’s  part  would  have  saved 
human  lives.  But  his  most  lamentable  display  of  im¬ 
perfect  judgment  was  in  St.  Louis  in  1861.  He  sur¬ 
rounded  himself  with  poorly-selected  men;  he  treated 
tactlessly  men  and  forces  requiring  careful  conciliation; 
he  disregarded  the  wise  and  kindly  efforts  of  Lincoln 
to  counsel  him,  and  by  issuing  his  emancipation  procla¬ 
mation  without  consulting  his  superiors  he  placed  him¬ 
self  at  one  rash  leap  in  a  fatal  position.  It  is  but  a  par¬ 
tial  excuse  to  say  that  his  judgment,  with  all  its  defects, 
was  in  many  respects  better  than  the  judgment  shown 
in  Washington. 

It  was  this  impetuosity,  this  erratic  judgment,  which 
placed  Fremont  repeatedly  in  the  position  of  a  man 
who  held  brilliant  opportunities  which  he  failed  quite 
to  utilize  as  he  should.  His  fourth  expedition  was  an 
absolute  failure,  and  his  fifth  expedition  came  near 
being  so,  though  both  might  have  been  brilliant  suc¬ 
cesses.  The  very  gold  mine  which  fortune  prodigally 
placed  in  his  hands  faded  almost  inexplicably  away. 
This  ever-companioning  defect  enabled  men  to  call  him, 
both  in  the  Civil  War  and  in  business  afterward,  a 
dreamer.  It  enabled  the  caustic  Boyce  to  speak,  with 
some  justice,  of  the  wonderful  caprice  which  attended 
his  career,  the  repeated  and  unheard-of  kindliness  of 
fortune  which  somehow  led  in  the  end  to  failure  and 
abortion  for  many  of  his  great  enterprises.  “It  was  as 
if  a  character  of  pure  poetry,”  wrote  Boyce,  “some 
Jaques  or  some  lesser  Bound  Table  knight,  had  escaped 
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from  romance -land,  and  were  wandering  about  amongst 
live  men  on  the  earth.  Always,  as  the  Odyssean  gods 
show  their  airy  nature  at  the  moment  they  vanish,  this 
fictitious  being  would  bear  about  him,  in  the  real  world, 
signs  of  his  insubstantiality.”  Yet  this  view  must  not 
be  pressed  too  far.  He  was  a  very  vital,  energetic,  and 
in  some  ways  practical  leader.  Much  of  the  good  for¬ 
tune  which  seemed  fortuitous  was  honestly  earned,  and 
many  of  his  opportunities  he  used  to  the  material  and 
lasting  benefit  of  the  republic. 

In  the  varied  fields  which  he  entered,  as  explorer,  as 
scientist,  as  one  who  did  most  to  advertise  to  the  Ameri¬ 
can  people  the  resources  of  the  new  West,  as  soldier 
and  administrator,  he  labored  conscientiously  and  un¬ 
selfishly,  and  he  wrought  accomplishments  which  have 
not  received  their  full  meed  of  honor.  He  wrote  his 
name  all  over  the  great  region  between  the  Mississippi 
and  the  Pacific.  He  did  more;  he  left  a  fame  which 
must  always  touch  the  imagination  of  Americans.  He 
and  the  remarkable  woman  who  shared  his  career  gave 
our  history  some  pages  which  might  seem  the  very  stuff 
of  legendary  romance,  and  over  which,  in  their  sparkle 
and  color,  succeeding  generations  will  delight  to  hang. 


APPENDIX 


1  — THE  FREMONT  CHILDREN 


In  Jessie  Benton  Fremont’s  Bible  is  preserved  a  list  of 
the  births  and  deaths  of  her  children.  It  runs  as 
follows:  Elizabeth  Benton  Fremont,  born  Washing¬ 
ton  Nov.  13,  1842;  Benton  Fremont,  born  Washington 
July  24,  1848;  John  Charles  Fremont,  born  April  19, 
1851;  Anne  Beverly  Fremont,  born  Paris,  Feb.  1, 
1853;  Frank  Preston  Fremont,  born  Washington,  May 
17, 1854.  Benton  Fremont,  died  on  the  Missouri  River, 
Oct.  6,  1848;  Anne  Beverley  Fremont,  died  at  Silver 
Springs,  Md.,  near  Washington,  July  12, 1853.  To  this 
list  is  added,  in  Jessie  Fremont’s  handwriting:  “Care 
and  sorrow  and  childbirth  pain.” 


2— FREMONT’S  OFFICIAL  POSITIONS 

Appointed  second  lieutenant  U.  S.  Topographical 
Engineers,  July  2,  1833;  brevetted  captain,  “for  gallant 
and  highly  meritorious  services  in  two  expeditions  to 
the  Rocky  Mountains,  the  first  of  which  terminated 
Oct.  17,  1842,  the  second  beyond  those  mountains  ter¬ 
minated  July  31,  1844,”  on  July  31,  1844;  appointed 
lieutenant-colonel  United  States  Mounted  Rifles  on 
May  27,  1846;  served  as  major  commanding  the  Cali- 
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fornia  Battalion  of  Volunteers  and  a  provisional  bat¬ 
talion  which  he  himself  organized  from  J uly  23  to  Oct. 
27,  1846;  appointed  military  commandant  of  California 
on  Sept.  2,  1846;  appointed  civil  governor  of  California 
on  Jan.  16,  1847,  and  formally  relinquished  the  position 
on  April  19,  1847;  resigned  from  the  Army  on  March 
15,  1848.  United  States  senator  from  California  Sept. 
10,  1850,  to  March  4,  1851.  Appointed  major-general 
in  the  United  States  Army,  May  14,  1861;  assumed 
command  of  the  Western  Military  Department  on  July 
26,  1861,  and  relinquished  it  Nov.  2,  1861.  Took  com¬ 
mand  of  the  Mountain  Department  on  March  29,  1862, 
and  was  relieved  June  27,  1862.  Resigned  from  the 
Army  on  June  4,  1864.  Served  as  Governor  of  the 
Territory  of  Arizona  1878-1882.  By  act  of  Congress 
was  appointed  major-general  April  19,  1890,  and 
retired  April  28,  1890. 


3— ALEXANDER  GODEY’S  STATEMENT 

(Alexander  Godey’s  statement,  in  the  New  York  Evening  Post,  Oct,  30,  1856,  from 
the  San  Francisco  Star  of  Empire,  in  answer  to  attacks  upon  Fremont;  dated 
Los  Angeles,  September  12,  1856). 

And  first,  I  deny  flatly  that  any  outrages  or  depreda¬ 
tions  were  first  committed  by  the  American  forces  (or, 
as  they  are  termed,  “desperadoes” )  upon  the  inhabitants 
of  Sonoma  or  the  surrounding  ranches,  upon  and  sub¬ 
sequent  to  the  taking  of  that  place;  the  charge  is  false 
and  infamous,  and  the  epithets  bestowed  upon  the  gal¬ 
lant  old  mountaineers  and  settlers  composing  the  force 
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under  Fremont  are  a  foul  slander.  They  were,  and  the 
survivors  now  are,  as  honest,  upright,  and  respectable  as 
the  best  of  their  detractors.  They  never  committed  any 
depredations  other  than  those  strictly  according  to  the 
rules  of  civilized  warfare,  and  no  honorable  Californian 
ever  had  cause  to  complain  of  Fremont  and  his  men. 
Possessing  unbounded  confidence  in  the  bravery,  pru¬ 
dence,  and  sagacity  of  their  commander,  his  men  were 
obedient  and  orderly  under  all  circumstances,  enabling 
him  to  maintain  more  thorough  discipline  while  march¬ 
ing  through  an  enemy’s  country  than  any  other  officer 
it  has  been  my  fortune  to  know.  And  his  expeditions 
were  eminently  characterized  by  a  regard  for  the  rights 
and  interests  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  country  through 
which  his  forces  marched,  which  secured  to  him  the 
kindest  feelings  of  regard  and  respect  of  the  entire 
California  population;  and  during  the  prosecution  of 
the  war,  and  up  to  the  present  time,  I  have  yet  to  learn 
that  any  Californian — with  the  exception  of  Juan  Pa¬ 
dilla,  whose  name  appears  in  the  Los  Angeles  Star 
article — has  ever  complained  of  John  C.  Fremont.  On 
the  contrary,  no  man  at  that  time  made  so  favorable  an 
impression;  and  the  native  Californians  ever  have  and 
do  now  respect  and  admire  his  character.  .  . 

I  now  come  to  the  “killing”  of  the  “Berregeses,”  by 
the  “accomplices  of  Fremont,”  and  to  convey  an  ade¬ 
quate  idea  of  all  the  circumstances  attending  this  matter, 
I  will  advert  to  an  affair  which  transpired  a  few  days 
previous.  While  we  were  on  the  march  for  San  Rafael, 
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the  bodies  of  Tom  Cowie  and  two  companions  of  his 
were  encountered  on  the  road,  having  been  murdered 
by  a  part  of  the  enemy  under  Juan  Padilla,  the  indi¬ 
vidual  about  whose  cattle  such  an  ado  is  made;  their 
bodies  presented  a  most  shocking  spectacle,  bearing  the 
marks  of  horrible  mutilations,  their  throats  cut,  and 
their  bowels  ripped  open;  other  indignities  were  perpe¬ 
trated  of  a  nature  too  disgusting  and  obscene  to  relate. 

Tom  was  well  known  to  many  of  our  men,  with  whom 
he  was  a  favorite,  and  the  sight  that  his  lifeless  remains 
presented  created  in  the  breasts  of  many  of  his  old 
friends  a  feeling  of  stern  and  bitter  revenge;  and  if 
many  a  deep  and  solemn  oath  was  taken  to  mete  out 
stern  vengeance  upon  the  perpetrators  of  the  foul  deed, 
those  conversant  with  men  will  not  be  surprised.  (It 
has  always  been  understood  that  Padilla  with  his  own 
hands  tore  out  the  bowels  of  Tom  Cowie  and  placed 
them  to  his  lips,  thanking  God  that  he  at  last  had  tasted 
the  blood  of  an  American).  San  Rafael  was  surprised 
soon  after  and  occupied  by  our  troops.  Subsequently, 
being  myself  officer  of  the  day,  it  was  repurted  to  me 
that  a  boat  was  crossing  the  straits  containing  two  per¬ 
sons.  Kit  Carson,  who  was  on  patrol  duty  with  his 
party,  intercepted  the  men  when  they  landed,  and  upon 
their  resistance  shot  them  both ;  upon  their  persons  were 
found  letters  to  the  commander  of  the  enemy’s  force, 
who  were  still  supposed  to  be  at  San  Rafael.  Had 
they  submitted,  and  not  attempted  to  escape,  they  would 
have  received  no  harm,  but  they  furnished  a  pretext 
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which,  to  the  friends  of  Tom  Cowie,  was  perhaps  not 
unwelcome. 


4— FREMONT’S  PROCLAMATION 

The  full  text  of  Fremont’s  proclamation,  verified 
by  his  own  hand,  is  as  follows: 

Headquarters  Western  Department, 

St.  Louis,  August  30,  1861. 

Circumstances,  in  my  judgment,  of  sufficient  ur¬ 
gency,  render  it  necessary  that  the  commanding 
general  of  this  department  should  assume  the  ad¬ 
ministrative  powers  of  the  State.  Its  disorganized 
condition,  the  helplessness  of  the  civil  authority,  the 
total  insecurity  of  life,  and  the  devastations  of 
property  by  bands  of  murderers  and  marauders, 
who  infest  nearly  every  county  of  the  State,  and 
avail  themselves  of  the  public  misfortunes  and  the 
vicinity  of  a  hostile  force  to  gratify  private  and 
neighborhood  vengeance,  and  who  find  an  enemy 
wherever  they  find  plunder,  finally  demand  the  se¬ 
verest  measures  to  repress  the  daily-increasing 
crimes  and  outrages  which  are  driving  off  the  in¬ 
habitants  and  ruining  the  State. 

In  this  condition,  the  public  safety  and  the  suc¬ 
cess  of  our  arms  require  unity  of  purpose,  without 
let  or  hindrance  to  the  prompt  administration  of 
affairs.  In  order,  therefore,  to  suppress  disorder, 
to  maintain  as  far  as  now  practicable  the  public 
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peace,  and  to  give  security  and  protection  to  the 
persons  and  property  of  loyal  citizens,  I  do  hereby 
extend,  and  declare  established,  martial  law 
throughout  the  State  of  Missouri. 

All  persons  who  shall  be  taken  with  arms  in  their 
hands  within  these  lines,  shall  be  tried  by  court- 
martial,  and  if  found  guilty  will  be  shot. 

The  property,  real  and  personal,  of  all  persons 
in  the  State  of  Missouri  who  shall  take  up  arms 
against  the  United  States,  or  who  shall  be  di¬ 
rectly  proven  to  have  taken  an  active  part  with 
their  enemies  in  the  field,  is  hereby  confiscated  to 
the  public  use,  and  their  slaves,  if  any  they  have, 
are  hereby  declared  freemen. 

All  persons  who  shall  be  proven  to  have  de¬ 
stroyed,  after  the  publication  of  this  order,  railroad 
tracks,  bridges,  or  telegraphs,  shall  suffer  the  ex¬ 
treme  penalty  of  the  law. 

All  persons  engaged  in  treasonable  correspond¬ 
ence,  in  giving  or  procuring  aid  to  the  enemies 
of  the  United  States,  in  fomenting  tumults,  in  dis¬ 
turbing  the  public  tranquillity  by  creating  and  cir¬ 
culating  false  reports  or  incendiary  documents,  are 
in  their  own  interests  warned  that  they  are  ex¬ 
posing  themselves  to  sudden  and  severe  punish¬ 
ment. 

All  persons  who  have  been  led  away  from  their 
allegiance  are  required  to  return  to  their  homes 
forthwith.  Any  such  absence,  without  sufficient 
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cause,  will  be  held  to  be  presumptive  evidence 
against  them. 

The  object  of  this  declaration  is  to  place  in  the 
hands  of  the  military  authorities  the  power  to  give 
instantaneous  effect  to  existing  laws,  and  to  supply 
such  deficiencies  as  the  conditions  of  war  demand. 
But  this  is  not  intended  to  suspend  the  ordinary 
tribunals  of  the  country,  where  the  law  will  be 
administered  by  the  civil  officers  in  the  usual  man¬ 
ner,  and  with  their  customary  authority,  while  the 
same  can  be  peaceably  exercised. 

The  commanding  general  will  labor  vigilantly 
for  the  public  welfare,  and  in  his  efforts  for  their 
safety,  hopes  to  obtain  not  only  the  acquiescence 
but  the  active  support  of  the  loyal  people  of  the 
country. 

J.  C.  Fremont, 

Major-General,  Commanding. 


BIBLIOGRAPHY 

Of  the  three  books  previously  devoted  to  Fremont,  two  are  cam¬ 
paign  biographies.  John  Bigelow’s  Life  of  John  Charles  Fremont 
(1856)  runs  to  nearly  500  rather  dull  pages,  eulogistic  throughout. 
The  pictures  are  curiosities.  But  the  volume  is  given  some  per¬ 
manent  value  by  the  documents  it  incorporates;  they  include  Com¬ 
modore  Stockton’s  report  on  his  Pacific  Coast  operations,  Fremont’s 
defense  before  the  court-martial,  his  letter  from  Taos  in  January, 
1849,  the  Fremont-Wilkes  correspondence,  and  his  letter  to  the 
National  Intelligencer  on  his  expedition  of  1854.  Charles  Went- 
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worth  Upham’s  Life ,  Explorations,  and  Public  Services  of  John 
Charles  Fremont  (1856)  is  a  brief,  clear,  and  undistinguished  nar¬ 
rative,  also  eulogistic.  As  a  critical  and  scientific  account  of  Fre¬ 
mont’s  explorations,  Frederick  S.  Dellenbaugh’s  Fremont  and  ’1^9 
is  invaluable.  The  author  is  thoroughly  acquainted  with  most  of 
the  country  which  Fremont  traversed.  He  identifies  localities, 
furnishes  information  upon  topography,  climate,  and  Indians,  cor¬ 
rects  many  of  Fremont’s  minor  observations,  explains  others,  and 
presents  a  wealth  of  maps  and  pictures.  The  book  is  friendly  to 
Fremont  throughout.  Nearly  all  of  the  500  pages  are  devoted  to 
the  period  before  1850.  There  is  a  valuable  bibliography. 

Fremont’s  own  Memoirs  of  My  Life  (1886)  is  based  directly  upon 
his  reports  and  from  Chapters  Four  to  Eleven,  inclusive,  adds  little 
to  them.  The  first  three  chapters  contain  a  rapid  account  of  his 
education  and  early  adventures,  and  his  work  with  Nicollet.  The 
last  four  chapters  deal,  at  times  sketchily,  yet  with  evident  sincerity, 
with  the  events  of  1845-46  in  California,  ending  with  the  Capitula¬ 
tion  of  Couenga.  There  is  also  a  “Chapter  of  Results.”  Of  Fre¬ 
mont’s  Reports,  I  have  listed  about  a  dozen  commercial  editions 
issued  by  as  many  different  publishers,  in  the  United  States,  Ire¬ 
land,  England,  and  Germany.  References  in  the  text  are  to  the 
edition  of  George  H.  Derby  and  Company,  The  Exploring  Expedi¬ 
tion  to  the  Rocky  Mountains,  Oregon,  and  California  (1849),  used 
because  a  copy  furnished  by  the  Fremont  family  contained  a  few 
corrections  in  Fremont’s  hand.  This  contains  also  the  official  report 
of  Colonel  Richard  B.  Mason  on  the  gold  regions. 

Jessie  Benton  Fremont’s  published  books,  while  highly  readable, 
must  be  used  with  care.  She  wrote  rapidly  and  with  a  constant  eye 
to  dramatic  effect.  Souvenirs  of  My  Time  (1887),  Far  West 
Sketches  (1890),  and  A  Year  of  American  Travel  (1877)  are  the 
most  valuable.  The  Recollections  of  Elizabeth  Benton  Fremont 
(1912),  compiled  by  E.  T.  Martin,  have  material  of  interest  upon 
the  years  at  Mariposa  and  at  Prescott.  S.  N.  Carvalho’s  Incidents 
of  Travel  and  Adventure  in  the  Far  West  with  Fremont’s  Last 
Expedition  (1857)  sketches  a  graphic  picture  of  the  explorer. 
Micajah  McGehee’s  “Rough  Times  in  Rough  Places,”  in  the  Cen- 
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tury  Magazine,  Vol.  19,  New  Series,  771  ff.,  offers  a  vivid  history 
of  the  sufferings  of  the  fourth  expedition.  Theodore  Talbot’s  manu¬ 
script  narrative  of  his  observations  with  the  second  expedition,  in 
the  Library  of  Congress,  is  a  fresh  and  naive  little  record.  John  R. 
Howard’s  Remembrance  of  Things  Past  (1925)  contains  recollec¬ 
tions  of  the  Mariposa  War  and  the  Missouri  and  West  Virginia 
campaigns  by  a  man  very  close  to  Fremont,  and  his  enthusiastic 
admirer.  The  author  had  several  conversations  and  some  cor¬ 
respondence  with  Mr.  Howard. 

Published  material  upon  the  California  years  includes  Bayard 
Taylor’s  Eldorado  (1850),  with  its  warmly  favorable  view  of  the 
Pacific  Coast;  Philip  St.  George  Cooke’s  Conquest  of  New  Mexico 
and  California  (1878),  hostile  to  Fremont;  W.  T.  Sherman’s 
Memoirs  (2  v.;  1875);  William  Carey  Jones’s  First  Phase  of  the 
Conquest  of  California  (1877),  a  shrewd  and  friendly  paper;  and 
W.  F.  Swasey,  The  Early  Days  and  Men  of  California  (1891),  by 
a  pioneer.  John  A.  Sutter’s  Diary  was  published  in  the  San  Fran¬ 
cisco  Argonaut,  Jan.  26-Feb.  16,  1878.  It  is  regrettably  brief  and 
fragmentary,  but  invaluable.  Two  highly  interesting  books  are 
Edwin  Bryant’s  What  I  Saw  in  California  (1848),  by  an  officer 
in  Fremont’s  California  Battalion,  and  Lieutenant  Joseph  Warren 
Revere’s  Tour  of  Duty  in  California  (1849).  The  best  work  upon 
Carson  is  Edwin  L.  Sabin’s  Kit  Carson  Days  (1914),  and  it  is 
supplemented  by  Stephen  Bonsai’s  Life  of  Edward  Fitzgerald 
Beale  (1912).  Fremont’s  own  article  upon  “The  Conquest  of  Cali¬ 
fornia”  was  published  in  the  Century  Magazine  for  April,  1890, 
and  was  answered  by  Josiah  Royce  in  the  New  York  Evening  Post 
of  June  20,  1890.  Fremont  was  preparing  a  reply  when  stricken. 
The  student  should  consult  Mrs.  Fremont’s  article  on  “The  Origin 
of  the  Fremont  Explorations”  in  the  Century  Magazine,  Vol.  19, 
New  Series,  p.  768,  and  Josiah  Royce’s  articles,  “Montgomery  and 
Fremont”  and  “Light  on  the  Seizure  of  California”  in  the  same 
volume.  Professor  Royce  contributed  a  highly  misleading  article 
“On  Fremont”  to  the  Atlantic  Monthly,  Vol.  66,  p.  556. 

Of  secondary  works  upon  California,  it  is  necessary  to  mention 
only  the  most  prominent  volumes.  Irving  Berdine  Richman’s  Calir 
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fornia  Under  Spain  and  Mexico,  1535-181^7  (1911)  is  excellent; 
H.  H.  Bancroft’s  History  of  California  (1886-88),  especially  Vol¬ 
ume  5,  a  compilation  full  of  inaccuracies,  and  in  one  or  two  places 
almost  maliciously  unfair  to  Fremont;  Josiah  Royce’s  California 
from  the  Conquest  in  18J/.6  to  the  Second  Vigilance  Committee  in 
San  Francisco  contains  an  effort  to  debunk  the  “Fremont  Legend” 
and  the  Mexican  War  which  results  in  grave  injustice  to  Fremont, 
the  California  pioneers,  and  the  Polk  Administration;  Theodore  H. 
Hittell’s  History  of  California  (2  v. ;  1885)  and  John  S.  Hittell’s 
History  of  San  Francisco  (1878)  are  thorough  works,  beginning 
to  be  a  little  out  of  date;  while  the  newer  knowledge  and  point  of 
view  are  presented  in  Cardinal  L.  Goodwin’s  The  Trans-Mississippi 
West  from  1803  to  1853  (1922). 

Through  the  courtesy  of  Professor  Herbert  I.  Priestley,  the 
author  was  enabled  to  hire  copyists  and  obtain  much  manuscript 
material  in  the  Bancroft  Library,  Berkeley,  California.  The  more 
important  narratives  by  American  settlers  and  others  thus  used  are 
the  Narrative  of  John  C.  Fremont’s  Expedition  in  California 
18^5-4.6,  and  Subsequent  Events  in  California  down  to  1853,  by 
Thomas  S.  Martin,  one  of  Fremont’s  men  (Cal.  MSS.  D.  No.  122)  ; 
the  Statement  of  William  F.  Swasey  (Cal.  MSS.  D.  No.  200); 
the  recollections  of  John  Fowler,  of  Napa  County,  upon  The  Bear 
Flag  Revolt  in  California,  181/.6  (Cal.  MSS.  D.  88);  and  California 
in  181/.6,  as  related  by  William  Hargrave,  of  Napa.  The  letters 
and  reports  of  Thomas  O.  Larkin  in  the  State  Department  in  Wash¬ 
ington  are  invaluable;  the  author  supplemented  them  by  obtaining 
copies  of  the  Larkin  Papers  in  the  Bancroft  Library  as  well.  The 
long-lost  papers  of  Edward  Kern  have  been  recently  recovered,  are 
in  the  Huntington  Library  in  San  Marino,  California,  and  have 
been  reprinted  as  the  Fort  Sutter  Papers  in  an  edition  of  fifteen 
copies  edited  by  Seymour  Dunbar.  One  of  these  copies  is  in  the 
New  York  Public  Library. 

An  interview  with  Oliver  Wiggins,  who  accompanied  Fremont 
on  his  early  expeditions,  appeared  in  the  Denver  News  of  Feb.  23, 
1890;  its  tone  is  unfriendly,  and  it  is  highly  inaccurate. 

Upon  the  campaign  of  1856,  the  Bigelow  MSS.  in  the  New  York 
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Public  Library  and  the  Chase  MSS.  in  the  Library  of  Congress  are 
illuminating.  Among  newspapers,  the  New  York  Herald,  Tribune, 
and  Evening  Post  are  especially  worth  consulting.  There  is 
material  of  interest  in  T.  W.  Barnes,  Memoir  of  Thurlow  Weed 
(1884);  John  Bigelow,  Retrospections  of  an  Active  Life  (5  v. ; 
1913);  G.  W.  Julian,  Political  Recollections  18J/.0-1852  (1884); 
and  J.  S.  Pike,  First  Blows  of  the  Civil  War  (1879).  Western 
opinion  is  reflected  in  the  files  of  the  Chicago  Tribune,  and  in  Vol¬ 
ume  Three  of  the  Centennial  History  of  Illinois,  The  Era  of  the 
Civil  War,  18^0-1870  (1919),  by  Arthur  C.  Cole.  The  late  ex- 
Senator  Albert  J.  Beveridge  kindly  permitted  the  author  to  read 
the  manuscript  of  his  chapter  on  this  campaign  in  his  forthcoming 
life  of  Lincoln.  Reference  should  also  be  made  to  O.  J.  Hollister, 
Life  of  Schuyler  Colfax  (1886);  C.  M.  Clay,  The  Life  of  Cassius 
Marcellus  Clay  (1886);  Lewis  Clephane,  Birth  of  the  Republican 
Party  (1889);  and  W.  C.  Clephane,  “Lewis  Clephane,  A  Pioneer 
Washington  Republican,”  Columbia  Historical  Society  Records, 
Vol.  21. 

Of  works  on  the  Civil  War  period,  it  is  of  course  possible  to 
cite  only  a  few  of  those  used  or  consulted  by  the  author.  The 
foundation  for  all  research  is  furnished  by  the  government  com¬ 
pilation,  The  War  of  the  Rebellion ;  The  Official  Records  of  the 
Union  and  Confederate  Armies  (1880-1901).  These  128  volumes 
are  divided  into  four  series,  of  which  the  first  is  the  most  valuable 
for  Fremont’s  activities.  The  Congressional  Globe  for  these  same 
years  is  equally  indispensable.  The  American  Annual  Cyclopaedia 
begins  with  1861  and  has  a  huge  and  carefully  compiled  volume 
for  each  year.  The  history  of  the  Civil  War  (for  such  it  is)  by 
John  G.  Nicolay  and  John  Hay  called  Abraham  Lincoln,  A  His~ 
tory  (10  v.;  1890),  treats  every  subject,  great  or  small,  in  a  light 
favorable  to  the  President;  there  are  two  chapters  on  Missouri  in 
the  fourth  volume.  This  work  is  supplemented  by  John  G.  Nicolay 
and  John  Hay,  Complete  Works  of  Abraham  Lincoln  (12  v. ;  1905). 
Horace  Greeley’s  The  American  Conflict  (2  v. ;  1864)  contains 
materials  difficult  to  find  elsewhere. 

Unfortunately  there  has  been  no  treatment  of  the  Blair  dynasty 
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worthy  of  the  name,  and  the  Blair  papers  were  closed  to  the  author, 
as  they  have  been  to  other  investigators  for  many  years.  There  is, 
however,  the  promise  of  a  thorough  history  of  the  family  to  appear 
shortly.  D.  G.  Croly,  Seymour  and  Blair  (1868),  is  a  campaign 
biography.  Gist  Blair,  “Annals  of  Silver  Springs,”  in  the  Columbia 
Historical  Society  Records,  Vol.  21,  is  worth  consulting.  So  also 
is  W.  R.  Hollister  and  Harry  Norman,  Five  Famous  Missourians 
(1900).  A  list  of  the  war-time  speeches  of  Frank  Blair  and  Mont¬ 
gomery  Blair  reprinted  in  pamphlet  form  would  fill  a  page  of  close 
type;  but  all  the  utterances  of  the  former  in  the  Congressional 
Globe  deserve  attention.  His  famous  philippic  against  Fremont 
was  delivered  in  the  House  on  March  7,  1862,  and  reprinted  under 
the  title  of  Fremont’s  Hundred  Days  in  Missouri. 

Upon  the  Missouri  campaign,  and  Fremont’s  place  in  it,  almost 
nothing  is  furnished  by  the  ordinary  histories  of  the  Civil  War,  or 
by  such  works  as  those  of  Ropes  and  Livermore.  T.  L.  Snead, 
The  Fight  for  Missouri  from  the  Election  of  Lincoln  to  the  Death 
of  Lyon  (1886),  is  the  work  of  a  fair-minded  Confederate  soldier 
and  Congressman  who  knew  how  to  handle  his  pen,  but  it  comes 
down  only  to  the  battle  of  Wilson’s  Creek.  It  is  supplemented 
by  James  Peckham,  Gen.  Nathaniel  Lyon  and  Missouri  in  1861 
(1866),  a  eulogy  with  some  valuable  letters.  John  McElroy’s  The 
Struggle  for  Missouri  (1909)  is  a  volume  of  much  more  solid  worth. 
Material  of  value  may  be  found  in  R.  J.  Rombauer,  The  Union 
Cause  in  St.  Louis  in  1861  (1909),  and  the  article  by  G.  S.  Grover 
on  “The  Civil  War  in  Missouri”  in  the  Missouri  Historical  Review, 
Vol.  8,  p.  1  if.  Some  information  upon  men  and  factions  hostile 
to  the  Blairs  is  furnished  by  other  articles  in  the  Missouri  Historical 
Review,  including  Charles  Gibson’s  “Edward  Bates”  in  Vol.  2, 
H.  C.  McDougal’s  “A  Decade  of  Missouri  Politics,  1860  to  1870,” 
Vol.  3,  and  W.  B.  Stevens,  “Lincoln  and  Missouri,”  Vol.  8.  The 
files  of  the  New  York  Herald  and  Tribune  are  indispensable,  and 
those  of  the  St.  Louis  newspapers  highly  valuable.  Another  in¬ 
dispensable  source  is  Jessie  Benton  Fremont’s  Story  of  the  Guard 
(1861),  which  contains  many  of  Fremont’s  letters.  A  number  of 
pamphlets  should  be  noted,  such  as  Van  Buren  Denslow’s  Fremont 
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and  McClellan :  Their  Political  and  Military  Careers  Reviewed 
(1862),  a  defence  of  Fremont. 

For  Fremont’s  Missouri  campaigning,  a  friendly  treatment  is 
furnished  by  John  R.  Howard  in  the  Remembrance  of  Things  Past 
already  mentioned,  and  an  impartial  treatment  in  Gustav  Koerner’s 
Memoirs  of  Gustav  Koerner,  1809-1896;  (2  v.;  1909).  J.  M.  Scho¬ 
field’s  Forty-Six  Years  in  the  Army  (1897)  has  some  interesting 
pages,  and  there  are  comments  of  note  in  Lew  Wallace,  An  Auto¬ 
biography  (2  v.;  1906).  The  fullest  and  best  sources  are  the  news¬ 
papers,  the  Official  Records,  and  the  Report  of  the  Joint  Commit¬ 
tee  on  the  Conduct  of  the  War  (1863),  in  Three  Parts.  This  last 
contains  the  testimony  of  Fremont,  Frank  Blair,  and  Montgomery 
Blair.  The  debate  which  raged  in  the  House  of  Representatives 
early  in  March,  1862,  upon  Fremont,  and  especially  the  speeches 
of  Representative  Shanks,  Representative  Schuyler  Colfax,  and 
Representative  J.  S.  Thomas,  should  be  consulted.  A  highly  parti¬ 
san  statement  is  furnished  by  William  Brotherhead  in  General  Fre¬ 
mont  and  the  Injustice  Lone  Him  by  Politicians  and  Envious  Mili¬ 
tary  Men  (1862).  Fremont’s  long  Statement  and  Evidence 
presented  to  the  Joint  Committee  on  the  Conduct  of  the  War  was 
reprinted  in  full,  in  a  special  extra  sheet,  by  the  New  York  Tribune 
of  March  4,  1862,  with  an  editorial  warmly  taking  Fremont’s  side. 

The  best  single  source  on  the  Republican  radicals  and  the  events 
leading  up  to  Fremont’s  candidacy  in  1864  is  the  Chase  MSS. 
in  the  Library  of  Congress,  supplemented  by  papers  of  Thaddeus 
Stevens  and  Ben  Wade.  The  student  should  also  use  A.  B.  Hart, 
Salmon  Portland  Chase  (1899);  A.  G.  Riddle,  The  Life  of  Benja¬ 
min  F.  Wade  (1888);  O.  J.  Hollister,  Life  of  Schuyler  Colfax 
(1886);  and  H.  G.  Pearson,  The  Life  of  John  A.  Andrew  (2  v. ; 
1904).  There  is  much  of  value  in  W.  P.  and  F.  J.  Garrison,  Wil¬ 
liam  Lloyd  Garrison  (4  v. ;  1885-89);  Lorenzo  Sears,  Wendell 
Phillips,  Orator  and  Agitator  (1909);  A.  K.  McClure,  Recollec¬ 
tions  of  Half  a  Century  (1902);  and  Moncure  D.  Conway,  Auto¬ 
biography  (2  v.;  1904).  There  is  no  good  biography  of  Zachariah 
Chandler,  and  his  papers  also  are  withheld.  The  Diary  of  Gideon 
Welles  (3  v. ;  1911)  is,  of  course,  invaluable.  There  are  a  few 
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items  of  interest  in  John  Cochrane,  Memories  of  Incidents  Con¬ 
nected  with  the  Origin  and  Culmination  of  the  Rebellion  (1879). 

Upon  the  events  of  1864  there  is  surprisingly  little  concerning 
Fremont  in  any  published  work.  The  two  volumes  relating  to 
Henry  Winter  Davis,  his  Speeches  and  Addresses  (1867)  and  B. 
C.  Steiner’s  Life  of  Henry  Winter  Davis  (1916),  are  virtually  bar¬ 
ren.  In  Edward  Channing,  A  History  of  the  United  States,  Vol. 
6  (1925),  there  is  an  excellent  chapter  on  the  election,  supplement¬ 
ing  Rhodes.  The  student  should  also  consult  Nathaniel  Wright 
Stephenson’s  Lincoln  (enlarged  edition;  1924),  where  Chapters  32 
and  33  deal  with  the  Blair-Chandler-Fremont  negotiations.  A  use¬ 
ful  book  upon  this  subject,  and  upon  many  other  aspects  of  Fre¬ 
mont’s  record  during  the  Civil  War,  is  Edward  C.  Kirkland’s  The 
Peacemakers  of  186J/.  (1927),  which  corrects  Rhodes  and  Nicolay 
and  Hay  by  taking  a  caustic  view  of  some  of  the  activities  of  the 
Blairs,  and  which  is  admirably  conceived  and  written. 

Fremont’s  activities  in  railway  management  are  best  followed 
in  the  files  of  the  Commercial  and  Financial  Chronicle,  which  is 
fairly  well  indeed,  and  in  the  daily  press.  For  the  affairs  of  the 
Memphis  and  El  Paso,  the  student  should  see,  in  especial,  the  New 
York  Tribune  for  Feb.  21,  Feb.  24,  and  March  7,  1876,  and  Dec. 
28,  1877;  for  the  troubled  history  of  the  Mariposa  estate  after 
Fremont  withdrew,  there  is  material  in  the  Commercial  and  Fi¬ 
nancial  Chronicle  of  Oct.  3,  1868,  Aug.  3,  1872,  and  Dec.  19,  1874. 
The  Senate  debate  of  June  21,  1870,  is  illuminating  upon  Fre¬ 
mont’s  connection  with  the  French  advertising. 

The  manuscript  materials  generously  supplied  the  author  by 
members  of  the  Fremont  family  fall  into  four  groups:  (1)  a  few 
letters  of  Thomas  Hart  Benton  to  his  daughter;  (2)  a  large  mass 
of  letters  and  autobiographical  writings  by  Jessie  Benton  Fremont; 
(3)  a  considerable  number  of  letters  and  memoranda  by  Fremont 
himself;  and  (4)  the  manuscript  of  some  150,000  words  to  which 
I  have  referred  as  MS.  Memoirs.  This  was  written  in  collaboration 
by  Jessie  Benton  Fremont  and  her  son  Frank  P.  Fremont,  the 
latter  dealing  with  the  military  chapters,  and  Mrs.  Fremont  with 
the  chapters  on  California,  Europe,  the  election  of  1856,  business, 
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and  home  life.  In  part,  these  memoirs  were  composed  with  General 
Fremont’s  direct  assistance  and  supervision,  and  among  his  papers 
are  found  a  number  of  sheets  dealing  with  errors  into  which  his 
wife  and  son  had  fallen,  and  explaining  moot  points.  These  MS. 
Memoirs  deal  with  the  period  from  the  Capitulation  of  Couenga  in 
1847  to  Fremont’s  death  in  1890.  The  author  nowhere  used  them 
without  such  careful  verification  of  even  minute  points  as  he  could 
obtain,  and  all  his  main  conclusions  upon  Fremont’s  career  were 
formed  independently  of  their  aid.  They  did  not,  in  fact,  come  into 
his  possession  until  this  biography  was  largely  written.  But  at 
many  points  they  are  indispensable  to  an  understanding  of  the  man. 
The  author  has  striven  to  make  full  use  of  the  family  papers,  but 
they  still  contain  untouched  materials  of  great  historical  interest. 
He  is  pleased  to  think  that  his  efforts  contributed  in  some  degree 
to  induce  the  family,  with  great  generosity,  to  deposit  them  in  the 
Bancroft  Library  in  Berkeley,  California. 
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Abert,  J.  J.,  as  head  of  Topographical 
Corps,  95;  orders  Fremont  to  return, 
142;  and  Mrs.  Fremont,  143 
Abert,  Lieutenant,  and  third  expedition, 
239,  241 

Abolitionists  attack  Fremont  in  1856, 
507 

Adams,  C.  F.,  and  arms  purchases,  533 
Albuquerque,  Fremont  at,  417 
Alkali  Desert,  Fremont  skirts,  245 
Allen,  Lieutenant  James,  explores  Mis¬ 
sissippi,  84 

Almonte,  J.  N.,  as  Mexican  minister,  233 
Alvarado,  Gov.  Juan,  and  Sutter,  183, 
184;  rule  of,  192;  and  California  sec¬ 
tionalism,  193;  and  Hudson’s  Bay 
Company,  195;  character,  195 
American  Fur  Company,  traders’  work, 
33-35,  134,  135;  and  the  Nicollet  ex¬ 
pedition,  36 

American  River,  Fremont  reaches,  177 ; 

Sutter’s  ranch  on,  184-186 
Apache  Indians,  Fremont  clashes  with, 
417,  418 

Applegate  family  emigrates,  136 
Aram,  Captain,  on  Fremont,  468 
Arapahoe,  battle  with  Utes,  226 
Arce,  Mme.,  entertains  Jessie,  424; 

nurses  the  Fremonts,  443 
Arizona,  Fremont  governor  of,  689-691 
Asboth,  Alexander,  as  Fremont’s  chief 
of  staff,  535,  554;  as  division  com¬ 
mander,  601 

Ashburton  Treaty  and  Oregon  question, 
136 

Ashley,  W.  H.,  as  explorer,  78  ff . ;  use  of 
cannon,  140 

Astor,  John  Jacob,  and  Western  explo¬ 
ration,  78,  79 

Baker,  Senator  E.  D.,  meets  Fremont, 
529,  530 


Bancroft,  George,  and  western  expan¬ 
sion,  231,  232;  and  third  expedition, 
235,  236;  instructions  to  Fremont, 
237,  251;  to  Sloat,  275,  276;  letter  on 
Fremont,  278-281;  memorandum,  281 
Bancroft,  H.  H.,  as  critic  of  Fremont, 
250 

Banks,  N.  P.,  and  Fremont’s  nomina¬ 
tion,  477,  478;  and  native  Americans, 
483;  campaigns  for  Fremont,  495; 
commands  in  Shenandoah,  636;  de¬ 
feated,  637 

Bates,  Edward,  attitude  toward  Blairs, 
524,  649 

Bear  Flag,  raising  of,  306,  307 
Bear  Flag  War,  history  of,  301-316 
Bear  River,  Fremont  follows,  152,  153; 
156,  157 

Bear  Valley,  Fremont’s  home  at,  433, 
520  ff. 

Beecher,  H.  W.,  in  1856,  510;  opposes 
Lincoln,  650 

Beef  contract,  Fremont’s  troubles  over, 
449  ff. 

Bennett,  J.  G.,  on  Washington  dullness, 
71;  and  Fremont  court-martial,  385; 
supports  Fr&nont,  497,  501,  516;  en¬ 
dorses  proclamation,  569;  attacks  Lin¬ 
coln,  650;  Blair  pleads  with,  663 
Bent,  Charles,  assists  Fremont,  150,  212 
Bent’s  Fort,  and  second  expedition,  142, 
150;  return  to,  212;  third  expedition, 
240,  241;  visit  to  in  1848,  395-397 
Benton,  Randolph,  boyhood,  54;  with 
Fremont,  95,  100;  death,  460 
Benton,  Thomas  Hart,  duel  with  Jack- 
son,  7,  8;  Washington  position  and 
character,  50-54;  friendship  with  Fre¬ 
mont,  55,  56;  opposes  him,  55-57;  re¬ 
lations  with  Jessie,  64-67 ;  consents  to 
marriage,  74,  75;  belief  in  Western 
development,  85-87 ;  plans  second  ex- 
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pedition,  126,  127;  visits  St.  Louis, 
138,  139;  concern  over  Jessie,  214- 
216;  takes  in  Fremonts,  221;  and  the 
third  expedition,  232-235;  secret  in¬ 
structions,  251;  letters  to  Fremont  in 
1846,  277,  278;  Fremont  writes  to, 
287,  288;  Jessie  mentions,  340-342; 
anger  against  Kearny,  367-372;  rela¬ 
tions  with  Polk,  373-375;  and  the 
court-martial,  375-387;  Mount  Bul¬ 
lion  named  for,  432;  and  Pacific  rail¬ 
road,  462;  loses  Senate  seat,  474;  op¬ 
poses  Fremont  for  President,  479,  504, 
505;  death,  520;  statue  to,  678 

Bidwell,  John,  as  Sutter’s  aide,  254;  on 
Sutter-Fremont  quarrel,  305;  on  In¬ 
dian  dangers,  319,  320 

Bigelow,  John,  on  Fremont’s  parentage, 
4-7;  and  Fremont  in  1856,  479;  writes 
campaign  life,  498;  campaign  mana¬ 
ger,  508 

Bigler,  John,  as  governor,  449 

Bigler,  Senator  William,  attacks  Fre¬ 
mont,  502 

Billings,  Frederick,  as  Fremont’s  lawyer, 
530,  671 

Black,  Jeremiah,  Fremont  confers  with, 
518 

Black  Hills  (Laramie  Mountains),  Fre¬ 
mont  describes,  131 

Black  Point,  purchase,  528;  life  at,  529, 
530;  litigation  over,  692-695 

Blair,  Francis  P.,  Sr.,  friendship  with 
Bentons,  216;  and  Fremont  in  1856, 
478,  479,  488,  508;  takes  defeat  hard, 
515;  family  pride,  574,  575;  demands 
on  Fremont,  577,  578;  sees  Mrs.  Fre¬ 
mont,  587-589 

Blair,  Frank,  and  campaign  of  1856, 486, 
489;  organizes  forces  in  Missouri,  538; 
family  pride  in,  575;  at  Fremont’s 
headquarters,  576,  577;  demands  on 
Fremont,  577,  578;  doubts  Fremont’s 
capacity,  579-581;  quarrel  with  Fre¬ 
mont,  581-584;  and  Mrs.  Fremont, 
585-588;  maligns  Fremont,  597  ff.; 
arrest  and  release,  598,  599,  603;  pub¬ 
lic  threats  against,  618;  attacks  Fre¬ 
mont  in  Congress,  635;  attacks  Chase, 


656,  657;  military  command,  657; 
Congress  rebukes,  661;  Republican 
convention  hostile  to,  662 
Blair,  Montgomery,  in  St.  Louis,  216, 
219;  as  Fremont’s  counsel,  447;  Fre¬ 
mont  confers  with,  534;  on  Fremont’s 
delays,  534,  535;  family  feeling,  574, 
575;  criticizes  Chase,  576;  visits  St. 
Louis,  582-584;  and  Mrs.  Fremont, 
587;  and  Cabinet  antagonisms,  648- 
650;  enmity  of  Chase  to,  657;  Repub¬ 
lican  convention  attacks,  662;  resig¬ 
nation,  665,  666 

Blaine,  J.  G.,  Fremont  campaigns  for, 
693 

Bodisco,  Count,  marriage  of,  68 
Boise,  Fort,  Fremont  visits,  159 
Bonneville,  B.  L.  E.,  explorations,  79, 
80,  198 

Boonville,  battle  of,  538 
Botts,  John  Minor,  on  disunion,  506 
Bowles,  Samuel,  supports  Fremont,  481 
Brackenridge  with  fourth  expedition, 
394,  408,  410 

Brant,  Henry,  on  Fremont’s  first  expe¬ 
dition,  100 

Brant,  Mrs.  Sarah  Benton,  entertains 
Fremont,  99;  Jessie  with,  139,  216 
Brant  mansion,  Fremont  at,  408;  his 
headquarters,  555  ff.,  580  ff. 

Bridger,  Jim,  as  trapper  and  explorer, 
36,  79,  120,  155 
Bridger,  Fort,  Fremont  at,  87 
Brooke,  G.  M.,  and  Fremont’s  court- 
martial,  376 

Brooks,  Preston,  predicts  disunion,  505 
Brown,  B.  Gratz,  in  Missouri  fighting, 
551;  in  politics,  658,  659 
Bryant,  Edwin,  alcalde,  of  San  Francisco, 
325;  with  California  Battalion,  332, 
333 

Bryant,  W.  C.,  supports  Fremont  in 
1856,  479,  494,  506;  on  Republican 
strength,  516;  on  proclamation,  569; 
chilly  to  Lincoln,  651  ff. 

Buchanan,  James,  Fremont’s  early  rela¬ 
tions  with,  288,  359;  and  Fremont’s 
court-martial,  383;  nominated,  484; 
prospects,  493;  campaign  tactics,  499- 
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511;  success,  513-515;  on  Fremont’s 
exploits,  502,  503;  feebleness  as  Presi¬ 
dent,  518 

Burnett  family,  emigration  of,  136 
Burns  (slave)  and  mob,  473 
Buttes  of  the  Sacramento,  Fremont  at, 
294 

Cache  de  la  Poudre  River,  Fremont  fol¬ 
lows,  151 

California,  exploration  of,  138;  Indians 
of,  293,  294;  and  gold  rush,  421-436; 
constitution  of,  437;  slavery  struggle, 
438,  439;  development,  448,  449 
California  Battalion,  organized,  314; 
personnel,  315,  316;  behavior,  322; 
marches  of,  323-335;  receives  Mexi¬ 
can  surrender,  337;  mustered  out,  362, 
363 

Cameron,  Simon,  in  campaign  of  1856, 
488,  513;  and  Fremont’s  proclama¬ 
tion,  569;  orders  troops  East,  595,  596; 
loses  public  confidence,  600;  investi¬ 
gates  West,  601-603;  defends  Fre¬ 
mont’s  railway  operations,  684 
Campbell,  Robert,  assists  fourth  expe¬ 
dition,  395,  396 

Canby,  E.  R.  S.,  kindness  to  Jessie,  430, 
431 

Cairo,  Fremont  reinforces,  541-545 
Carnero  Pass,  Fremont  at,  402,  403 
Carson,  Kit,  Fremont  meets,  100,  101; 
training,  101-106;  and  first  expedi¬ 
tion,  107, 108;  and  Indian  perils,  120, 
121 ;  leaves  Fremont,  123;  joins  second 
expedition,  150,  151;  attacks  Indians, 
200-202;  threatens  chief,  206,  207; 
joins  third  expedition,  239,  240;  finds 
Walker’s  party,  261;  and  the  San 
Rafael  murders,  311;  travels  east,  334, 
335;  and  the  Kearny  quarrel,  350; 
sees  Polk,  368, 369;  returns  west,  371; 
on  Bill  Williams,  404,  410;  succors 
Fremont,  415-417 

Carson  Sink,  and  third  expedition,  243 
Carthage,  battle  of,  539 
Carvalho,  S.  N.,  and  fifth  expedition, 
463-470 


Cascade  Range,  Fremont  suggests  ex¬ 
ploring,  270,  271 

Cass,  Gen.  Lewis,  explorations  of,  84 
Castro,  Jose,  as  commander,  195;  Fre¬ 
mont  meets,  260;  orders  Fremont  out, 
262,  263;  clash  with,  264-268;  wel¬ 
comes  war,  277;  his  proclamation, 
291;  threats  by,  292-295;  fighting 
with,  300-308;  proclamations,  309 
Castro,  Mme.  Jose,  kindness  to  Jessie, 
429-432 

Cathcart,  Captain,  with  Fremont,  394, 
400,  409;  presents  Fremont  a  sword, 
692 

Catholicism,  charges  against  Fremont, 
499  ff. 

Cecilia,  Fremont’s  friendship  with,  15- 
17 

Chandler,  Zachariah,  defends  Fremont, 
626;  confers  with  Lincoln,  664;  in¬ 
duces  Fremont  to  withdraw,  665 
Charleston,  Fremont’s  boyhood  in,  9- 
18;  and  Poinsett,  19,  20;  and  nullifi¬ 
cation,  21,  22;  gives  Fremont  a  sword, 
390 

Charleston  College,  Fremont  in,  12-18 
Chase,  Salmon  P.,  as  candidate  in  1856, 
480,  481,  486;  supports  Fremont,  495, 
511;  his  correspondence,  623-626; 
Presidential  ambitions,  647  ff.,  653; 
their  failure,  654;  quarrel  with  Frank 
Blair,  656,  657 

Cherokees,  Fremont’s  contact  with,  25- 
28 

Cheyennes,  Fremont  meets,  130 
Chiles,  J.  B.,  as  Sacramento  settler,  147, 
188 

Choate,  Rufus,  opposes  Fremont,  506, 
507,  515 

Chouteau  and  Company,  support  Nicol¬ 
let,  30,  31 

Chouteau,  Pierre  and  Cyprian,  assist 
Fremont,  43,  61,  99  ff.,  216 
Chouteau’s  Post  (Kansas  Landing),  as 
outfitting  point,  100,  107 
Clark,  William,  maps  of,  83  n. 

Clay,  J.  B.,  opposes  Fremont,  506,  507 
Clifford,  Nathan,  and  the  court-martial, 
383 
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Cochetope  Pass,  Fremont  crosses,  465 
Cochrane,  John  M.,  his  record,  659,  663 
Coles,  Judge  Edward,  with  Jessie,  585, 
586 

Colfax,  Schuyler,  supports  Fremont, 
496,  500;  visits  St.  Louis,  595,  596; 
defends  Fremont,  625  ff.,  635;  be¬ 
comes  Speaker,  645 

Collyer,  Robert,  supports  Fremont,  512 
Colorado  River  and  Fremont’s  irriga¬ 
tion  project,  690 

Colton,  Walter,  in  California,  329 
Columbia  River,  Fremont  follows,  159- 
161 

Committee  on  Conduct  of  the  War,  de¬ 
fends  Fremont,  626,  634  ff.;  final  re¬ 
port,  646 

Conway,  Moncure  D.,  as  Fremont  sup- 
.  porter,  652,  653 

Cooke,  P.  St.  George,  in  California,  356, 
358;  attacks  Fremont,  371 
Corwin,  R.  R.,  as  judge-advocate,  536 
Couenga,  capitulation  of,  Fremont  re¬ 
ceives,  336,  337;  Kearny  alters,  388 
Covode,  John,  defends  Fremont,  626 
Cowan  or  Cowie,  murder  of,  310 
Cowne,  Kitty,  and  Fremont’s  mother, 
5,  6 

Creutzfeldt  and  fourth  expedition,  394, 
408,  410 

Crittenden,  J.  J.,  and  Mariposa  lawsuit, 
522 

Cross  Keys,  battle  of,  637-639 
Curtis,  George  W.,  supports  Fremont, 
510 

Curtis,  S.  R.,  and  Fremont’s  removal, 
612,  614 

Cushing,  Caleb,  and  Mariposa  suit,  447, 
522;  opposes  Fremont  in  1856,  507, 
515 

Dalles,  the,  Fr6mont  visits,  160 
Dana,  Charles  A.,  in  campaign  of  1856, 
512  ff. 

Dana,  R.  H.,  Jr.,  visits  Mariposa,  526, 
527 

D’Arnaud,  Charles,  as  spy,  553 
Davis,  Edward,  and  emancipation,  563, 
568 


Davis,  Henry  Winter,  as  Congressional 
radical,  646-648 

Davis,  Jefferson,  and  Pacific  railway, 
461  ff. 

Davis,  Jefferson  C.,  fails  to  relieve  Lex¬ 
ington,  596 

Dayton,  W.  L.,  as  nominee,  488 
De  la  Torre,  skirmish  with,  309  ff. 
Dellenbaugh,  F.  S.,  quoted,  169.  See 
Preface  and  Bibliography 
Department  of  the  West,  Fremont  com¬ 
mands,  532  ff. 

Democratic  Review  praises  Fremont,  391, 
392 

Des  Moines,  founding  of,  60 
Des  Moines  River,  Fremont  explores, 
58,  60  ff.,  70  ff. 

Dickens,  Charles,  describes  Western 
travel,  95-98 

Dix,  Dorothea,  on  Lincoln’s  grief,  632 
Dix,  John  A.,  on  Fremont’s  explorations, 
391 

Dodson,  Jacob,  with  Fremont,  139,  360 
Doniphan,  A.  W.,  as  Confederate  leader, 
537 

Donner  emigrants,  fate  of,  169,  325 
Dorsheimer,  William,  on  Fremont’s 
staff,  555-559 

Drips,  Andrew,  as  guide,  100 
Dunn,  John,  book  on  Oregon,  225 

Eads,  James  B.,  and  river  gunboats,  554 
Early,  Jubal  A.,  raid  of,  662,  663 
Eclectic  Review  on  Fremont’s  explora¬ 
tions,  391 

Eliot,  W.  G.,  defends  Fremont,  619-622 
Emancipation,  Fremont’s  proclamation 
of,  561-566;  reception  of,  567-569; 
Lincoln  requires  modification  of,  570- 
573;  effect,  574 

Emigrant  Aid  Society  supports  Fremont, 
479  ff. 

England,  designs  upon  California,  320  ff. 
324 

Emory,  W.  H.,  attacks  Fremont,  370, 
371 

Evarts,  W.  M.,  supports  Fremont,  496; 
and  Opdyke-Weed  case,  668-672 
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Exploration,  Fremont’s  interest  in,  705, 
706 

Farragut,  David,  Fremont  sails  with,  22 
Faribault,  J.  B.,  Minnesota  career,  35 
Fiala,  John,  on  Fremont’s  staff,  536,  554 
Field,  David  Dudley,  supports  Fremont, 
658;  as  political  adviser,  664,  665;  and 
the  Mariposa  estate,  668-671 
Filley,  O.  D.,  and  fourth  expedition,  395, 
396 

Fillmore,  Millard,  candidate  in  1856, 
493  ff„  514  ff. 

Fitzpatrick,  Thomas,  as  explorer,  78  ff . ; 
and  second  expedition,  139,  151,  158; 
and  the  Sierras,  177;  and  fourth  expe¬ 
dition,  395,  397 

Floyd,  John  B.,  and  Fremont’s  candi¬ 
dacy,  476 

Foote,  H.  S.,  Fremont  clashes  with,  447 
Forsyth,  John,  threatens  disunion,  505 
Fowler,  John,  narrative  of,  299,  300 
Fox,  Charles  Douglas,  at  Mariposa, 
524  ff. 

Fremon(t),  Charles,  early  career,  3,  4; 

and  Mrs.  Pryor,  5-7;  death,  8 
Fremon(t),  Mrs.  Charles,  death  of,  372 
Fremont,  Benton,  birth  and  death,  387, 
394-396 

Fremont,  John  Charles,  parentage  of, 
1-8 ;  boyhood,  9-15 ;  expelled  from  col¬ 
lege,  16;  in  the  navy,  21-23;  topo¬ 
graphical  work  in  South,  24-28;  ex¬ 
peditions  with  Nicollet,  29-44;  life  in 
Washington,  45-54;  love  affair  with 
Jessie  Benton,  55-58;  on  Des  Moines, 
60-70;  marriage,  71-75;  life  in  Wash¬ 
ington,  78  ff.;  first  expedition,  94-124; 
first  report,  125-137;  second  expedi¬ 
tion,  138-213;  homecoming,  214-224; 
second  report,  225-230;  third  expedi¬ 
tion,  231-248;  enters  California,  249- 
255;  clash  with  Castro,  262-267;  re¬ 
call,  270-289;  California  campaigning, 
295-344;  quarrel  with  Kearny,  345- 
367;  court-martial,  368-387;  fourth 
expedition,  388-420;  Mariposa  and 
life  in  California,  421-454;  in  Europe, 
455-460;  fifth  expedition,  461-472; 


campaign  of  1856,  473-518;  develop¬ 
ment  of  Mariposa,  519-531;  com¬ 
mander  in  Missouri,  532-628;  com¬ 
mander  in  West  Virginia,  635-643; 
and  the  campaign  of  1864,  645-667; 
Mariposa  lost,  668-673;  railway  af¬ 
fairs,  673-687;  governor  of  Arizona, 
689-691;  writes  memoirs,  693;  last 
days  and  death,  694-697;  character 
and  fame,  699-708 

Fremont,  Elizabeth  Benton  (Lilly), 
birth  of,  125;  mentioned,  340,  388; 
and  Fremont’s  defeat  for  Presidency, 
515;  at  Mariposa,  520  ff.;  and  Bret 
Harte,  529;  life  after  the  war,  677; 
and  Fremont’s  death,  696 
Fremont,  Jessie  Benton,  early  life,  54; 
Fremont  meets,  55;  character,  55,  56; 
their  attachment,  56-63 ;  training  and 
abilities,  63-71;  marriage,  72;  recon¬ 
ciliation  with  father,  74,  75;  first  child 
born,  125;  assists  with  report,  127- 
130;  and  second  expedition,  138  ff.; 
disobeys  Col.  Abert,  141  ff.;  life  in 
St.  Louis,  214  ff.;  Fremont’s  return, 
216-219;  assists  with  second  report, 
220-225;  reunion  with  Fremont  in 
1847,  365;  and  Polk,  367  ff.;  her  anx¬ 
iety,  370  ff.;  goes  West,  388-396;  and 
third  report,  392  ff.;  and  slavery  in 
California,  438  ff.;  and  Democratic 
offer  to  Fr6mont,  475-478;  in  cam¬ 
paign  of  1856,  496  ff.;  and  Fremont’s 
defeat,  515;  in  Paris,  519;  in  Cali¬ 
fornia,  520;  and  death  of  father,  520; 
and  the  Mariposa  War,  521-525;  and 
Black  Point  home,  528,  529;  carriage 
accident,  530,  531;  with  Fremont  in 
St.  Louis,  558;  and  emancipation  pro¬ 
clamation,  564;  travels  east,  584;  in¬ 
terview  with  Lincoln,  585-589;  in  St. 
Louis,  590,  605  ff.,  619;  her  bitterness, 
630-632;  and  White  House  reception, 
632-634;  and  West  Virginia,  643;  in 
California,  697;  death  of,  698 
Fremont,  John  C.,  Jr.,  education  of,  692; 

and  Fremont’s  death,  696 
Fremont,  Nina,  at  Mariposa,  520,  521 
Fremont’s  Peak,  ascent  of,  112-114 
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Freniere,  Louison,  as  scout,  38,  39 
Fuentes,  Fremont  helps,  200-204 

Galiban  Mountains,  Fremont  in,  263 
Garde,  Comte  de  la,  Jessie’s  friendship 
with,  456-458 

Garfield,  James  A.,  opposes  Lincoln,  647 
Garrison,  W.  L.,  derides  Republican 
party,  507;  on  Fremont’s  proclama¬ 
tion,  623;  attacks  his  candidacy,  658  ff. 
German-Americans  support  Fremont, 
618,  619 

Gila  River,  Fremont  on,  417,  418 
Gillespie,  A.  H.,  reaches  Fremont,  272- 
277;  Fremont  questions,  284;  with 
California  troops,  329  ff.;  returns  east, 
336;  and  Fremont  court-martial,  380  ff. 
Girardin,  Louis,  his  school,  4,  5 
Gwin,  W.  M.,  as  Senator,  439,  442 
Godey,  Alexander,  on  second  expedition, 
200  ff . ;  on  third  expedition,  239  ff. ;  at 
court-martial,  376;  and  fourth  expe¬ 
dition,  394  ff.;  on  Williams’s  respon¬ 
sibility,  402-404;  bravery  of,  408; 
brings  relief,  410-413;  defends  Fre¬ 
mont,  414-417;  goes  to  California, 
416;  on  Fremont  as  leader,  322,  469, 
470;  Fremont  meets  in  West,  690 
Gody,  F.  W.,  letter  to  Fremont,  72-74 
Gold,  discovery  in  California,  421  ff. 
Grant,  U.  S.,  in  St.  Louis,  215;  and  Mex¬ 
ican  War,  325;  takes  field  command, 
591;  operations  in  Kentucky,  592- 
594;  on  the  Chickahominy,  660;  in 
fighting  of  1864,  662  ff. 

Gray,  John  A.  C.,  receiver  of  Texas  & 
Pacific,  675;  exonerates  Fremont,  686 
Great  American  Desert,  myth  of,  76; 
Fremont  upon,  135 

Great  Basin,  Fremont  explores,  161, 
198-210,  244  ff.,  246,  256 
Great  Salt  Lake,  Fremont  explores,  154- 
157;  description,  227,  228 
Greeley,  Horace,  supports  Fremont,  481, 
487,  495,  498;  on  campaign  charges, 
501,  502;  on  campaign  finances,  512; 
visits  Mariposa,  526,  527;  on  procla¬ 
mation,  568;  favors  emancipation, 
648;  chilly  to  Lincoln,  650-654;  pre¬ 


dicts  Lincoln’s  defeat,  663;  at  Fre¬ 
mont  meeting,  655 

Green  River,  and  first  expedition,  112, 
131;  and  second  expedition,  151;  and 
fifth  expedition,  465 
Grierson,  Francis,  as  Fremont’s  page, 
556 

Grimsley,  Thornton,  assists  fourth  ex¬ 
pedition,  395  ff.;  warns  Fremont,  630 
Gurley,  John  A.,  on  Fremont’s  staff,  557, 
561,  562 

Guterriez,  Nicolas,  deposed,  192 

Haler,  Vincent,  with  fourth  expedition, 
412 

Hall,  Fort,  Fremont  at,  158,  159,  364 
Hallett,  Samuel,  as  Fremont’s  partner, 
653,  654 

Hamlin,  Hannibal,  supports  Fremont, 
494,  644 

Harding,  Adjutant-General,  at  St.  Louis, 
545  ff. 

Hargrave,  William,  narrative  of,  298, 
299,  301 

Harney,  W.  H.,  broken  by  the  Blairs, 
575 

Harrison,  W.  H.,  funeral  of,  57,  58 
Harte,  Bret,  and  Mrs.  Fremont,  529 
Hassler,  Fremont  lives  with,  47,  48 
Hastings  Cut-Off,  Fremont  discovers, 
242 

Hay,  John,  on  Mrs.  Fremont  and  Lin¬ 
coln,  584,  585;  visits  Mrs.  Fremont, 
698 

Hayes,  Rutherford  B.,  on  campaign  of 
1856,  513;  appoints  Fremont  gover¬ 
nor,  689 

Hensley,  Samuel,  American  settler,  290, 
295 

Hittell,  T.  H.,  as  critic  of  Fremont,  250 
Hoadly,  Judge  George,  on  Fremont’s 
proclamation,  574 

Hoffman,  David,  and  Mariposa,  446 
Hood,  Mt.,  Fremont  sees,  159 
Hooker,  Joseph,  in  San  Francisco,  436 
Hornitas  League,  and  Mariposa,  522  ff. 
Howard,  James  H.,  on  Fremont’s  rail¬ 
way  operations,  683 
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Howard,  John  R.,  with  Fremont  at 
Mariposa,  521  ff. ;  on  Fremont’s  staff, 
557,  558;  on  Fremont  after  removal, 
629 

Howitzer  captured  at  San  Pascual,  345 
Huerfano  Valley,  Fremont  at,  400 
Humboldt,  Baron,  and  Fremont’s  ex¬ 
plorations,  392 

Humboldt  River,  Fremont  names,  243, 
247 

Hunter,  David,  sent  to  Fremont,  582; 
division  commander,  601;  criticizes 
Fremont,  602;  upon  Fremont’s  plans, 
608-611;  deems  him  unfit,  612;  re¬ 
places  Fremont,  616,  617 
Huntington,  Collis  P.,  aids  Fremont, 
694 

Huttman,  F.,  Fremont’s  debt  to,  359 

Ide,  William  B.,  and  Fremont,  297  ff.; 
character,  305  ff . ;  proclaims  Bear 
Flag  republic,  307,  308 
Irving,  Washington,  and  Captain  Bon¬ 
neville,  79,  80;  supports  Fremont,  510 

Jackson,  Andrew,  duel  with  Benton,  7, 
8;  and  Nullification,  21;  expulsion  of 
Cherokees,  25-28;  Benton’s  devotion 
to,  52;  seizure  of  Pensacola,  318 
Jackson,  C.  F.,  Confederate  leader  in 
Missouri,  537  ff. 

Jackson,  T.  J.,  Shenandoah  campaign, 
638  ff. 

Johnson,  Cave,  and  Fremont’s  court- 
martial,  383 

Johnston,  W.  F.,  presides  over  Fremont 
convention,  659 

Jones,  Thomas,  seizes  Monterey,  190, 
191,  318 

Jones,  W.  C.,  defends  Fremont,  372  ff. 
Julian,  George,  on  Fremont’s  proclama¬ 
tion,  569;  defends  Fremont’s  record, 
626;  opposes  Administration,  646; 
asks  appointment  for  Fremont,  652 

Kanakas,  Sutter  employs,  183-185 
Kansas  fighting,  473,  485,  486 
Kansas-Nebraska  Bill,  struggle  over, 
473,  474,  477 
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Kansas-Pacific  Railroad,  Fremont  in¬ 
terested  in,  653  ff.,  673  ff. 

Kansas  River,  Fremont  on,  395 
Kapp,  Friedrich,  as  Fremont  supporter, 
655,  658 

Kaw  Landing,  Fremont  at,  139-144 
Kearny,  S.  W.,  in  St.  Louis,  140,  141; 
organizes  army,  325;  captures  Santa 
Fe,  334;  defeat  at  San  Pascual,  335; 
in  Los  Angeles,  336;  quarrel  with 
Stockton,  346-348;  with  Fremont, 
348-352;  character  of,  351,  352;  and 
Shubrick,  353,  354;  and  Washington 
instructions,  354,  355;  humiliates 
Fremont,  355-363;  takes  him  east, 
364-366;  and  the  Fremont  court- 
martial,  367-381;  clash  with  Benton, 
382,  383;  death,  387 
Kentucky  and  Fremont’s  proclamation, 
569  ff. 

Kern,  Dr.,  with  fourth  expedition,  390, 
394;  death  of,  416 

Kern,  Edward  M.,  joins  third  expedi¬ 
tion,  239;  heads  separate  party,  247; 
lost,  255-261;  as  painter,  271;  at 
Sutter’s  Fort,  332;  with  fourth  ex¬ 
pedition,  390  ff.  408;  criticizes  Fre¬ 
mont,  402,  414;  returns  east,  416 
Ketchum,  Morris,  and  Mariposa  estate, 
669-671 

King,  Charles,  an  employee  with  fourth 
expedition,  394  ff.;  death,  410 
King,  T.  Starr,  as  Fremont’s  friend, 
528,  529 

Klamath  Indians,  fight  with,  285,  286 
Klamath  Lake,  Fremont  explores,  163, 
164,  270 

Klamath  River,  Fremont  crosses,  164 
Know-Nothing  vote  in  1856,  499,  500 
Knoxville,  Lincoln’s  plan  to  capture, 
635,  641  ff. 

Koerner,  Gustav,  on  Fremont’s  staff, 
557  ff.;  on  confusion,  613;  defends 
Fremont,  619 

Lajeunesse,  Basil,  and  second  expedi¬ 
tion,  139;  and  third  expedition,  239; 
death,  285 


Laramie,  Fort,  Fremont  visits,  107, 117, 
120,  133 

Larkin,  Thomas,  on  immigration  to 
California,  189,  190;  on  Californians, 
191;  on  Sutter’s  strength,  194;  ad¬ 
vises  Fremont,  264-266;  writes  Bu¬ 
chanan,  267;  instructions,  274-276; 
and  quarrel  with  Kearny,  361;  and 
Mariposa  ranch,  388,  419,  420 
Lassen,  Peter,  his  Sacramento  ranch, 
254,  255,  269,  270,  286,  287 
Las  Vegas  (Nevada),  Fremont  at,  204 
Las  Vegas  de  Santa  Clara  (Utah),  Fre¬ 
mont  reaches,  210 

Leese,  Jacob,  as  California  trader,  259; 
Sonoma  home,  304 

Leidesdorff,  Jacob,  as  vice-consul,  258; 

Jessie  uses  house,  426 
Lewis  and  Clark,  expedition  of,  77 ; 
journals  of,  79,  83;  on  the  Indians, 
81,  82 

Lexington,  battle  of,  593-597 
Lincoln,  Abraham,  supports  McLean, 
480;  campaigns  for  Fremont,  496; 
ability,  517,  518;  offers  Fremont  a 
post,  530;  sees  Fremont,  531;  ap¬ 
points  him  to  Western  Department, 
534;  talks  with  Fremont,  535,  536; 
orders  proclamation  modified,  569- 
574;  on  the  Blairs,  574,  575;  doubts 
ability,  580-583;  Mrs.  Fremont’s  in¬ 
terview  with,  584-590;  Fremont’s 
letter  to,  592,  593 ;  loses  patience  with 
Fremont,  610  ff.;  removes  Fremont, 
614-618;  Eliot’s  letter  to,  619  ff. ;  and 
a  White  House  reception,  631-634; 
and  Fremont  in  West  Virginia,  635- 
644;  and  Presidential  campaign  of 
1864,  645-666;  Fremont’s  opinion  of, 
667 

Linn,  Lewis  F.,  Fremont’s  friendship 
with,  53;  interest  in  Oregon,  89,  93; 
Oregon  bill,  136,  137;  and  second  ex¬ 
pedition,  138;  death,  221 
Long,  Major  S.  H.,  Explorations,  78, 135 
Los  Angeles,  capital  of  California,  257; 
Americans  take,  328;  revolt  at,  330 
ff.;  recaptured,  334-336;  Fremont 
enters,  345;  makes  his  capital,  352- 


355;  unrest  near,  357-359;  Mrs. 
Fremont’s  home,  697,  698 
Love  joy,  Owen,  and  Republican  con¬ 
vention,  484;  on  Fremont’s  staff,  557 
ff.;  and  emancipation,  562;  Gerrit 
Smith’s  letter  to,  563 
Lowell,  J.  R.f  and  Fremont’s  proclama¬ 
tion,  574 

Lyon,  Nathaniel,  and  the  Blairs,  534; 
saves  St.  Louis  arsenal,  538;  military 
commander  in  lower  Missouri,  539- 
546;  refuses  to  retreat,  547,  548;  de¬ 
feat,  549;  funeral,  549,  550;  effect  of 
death,  580,  581 

Magoffin  brothers,  trade  with  south¬ 
west,  98;  Jessie’s  messenger,  338,  343 
Marcy,  W.  L„  and  Fremont  court- 
martial,  383 

Mariposa  estate,  Larkin  buys,  419,  420; 
gold  at,  432-437;  effect  on  Fremont, 
444,  445;  title  difficulties,  444-447; 
business  takes  Fremont  abroad,  454- 
456;  brings  him  home,  459,  460;  per¬ 
plexities  of,  471,  472;  in  campaign  of 
1856,  503  ff.;  title  won,  522;  “war” 
at,  519-525;  development,  525  ff.; 
Fremont  leaves,  531 ;  business  troubles, 
668-671;  loss  of,  672 
Mary’s  Lake,  Fremont  searches  for,  162 
Mason,  R.  B.,  Fremont’s  difficulties 
with,  361,  362 

Maxwell,  Lucien,  as  scout,  100 
McClellan,  G.  B.,  and  Pacific  railway, 
461;  inertia  in  1851,  600;  at  White 
House  reception,  632  ff.;  dissatisfac¬ 
tion,  641 

McClellan,  Mrs.  G.  B.,  at  White  House 
reception,  632-634 

McCrady,  Edward,  Fremont’s  friend¬ 
ship  with,  343,  509,  510 
McCulloch,  Benjamin,  as  Confederate 
general,  540,  546  ff.;  wins  battle  of 
Wilson’s  Creek,  548  ff.,  561;  later 
campaign,  609  ff. 

McDowell,  Irwin,  Jackson  defeats,  636  ff. 
McGehee,  Micajah,  with  fourth  expedi¬ 
tion,  400;  quoted,  405  ff.;  hardships, 
409 
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McKinstry,  John,  as  provost  marshal, 
557,  558;  Blair  attacks,  579;  as 
division  commander,  601 
McLean,  John,  and  Presidential  ambi¬ 
tions,  480;  Dana  objects  to,  481;  in 
Philadelphia  convention,  484-486;  de¬ 
feated,  487 

Meigs,  M.  C.,  investigates  Fremont, 
582  ff. 

Membres  Mountains,  Fremont  reaches, 
417 

Memphis  and  El  Paso  Railroad,  Fremont 
promotes,  673  ff;  scandal  regarding, 
680-684;  failure  of,  685-687 
Merritt,  Ezekiel,  as  Bear  Flag  leader, 
302-304 

Mervine,  Capt.  William,  defeat  at  Los 
Angeles,  331 

Micheltorena,  Manuel,  as  governor, 
193,  195;  and  Fremont,  255,  260 
Mitchell,  John  W.,  as  Fremont’s  patron, 
11 

Mexico,  relations  with  California,  193  ff.; 
war  threatened,  234  ff.;  negotiations 
with,  252,  253;  alarmed  by  Fremont, 
263;  war  imminent,  277  ff.;  first  bat¬ 
tles  with,  277;  instructions  to  Castro, 
294,  295 

Moapa  (Digger)  Indians,  described, 
205-207 ;  murder  Tabeau,  208,  209 
Mohave  Indians,  Fremont  meets,  199 
Mohave  River,  Fremont  follows,  199 
Monterey,  as  metropolis  of  California, 
257;  described,  258,  259;  Fremont 
visits,  260 ;  California  Battalion  enters, 
323;  naval  forces  at,  324;  elections  in, 
329;  as  Kearny’s  capital,  355,  359- 
361;  Jessie’s  life  in,  429-433,  436-441 
Montgomery,  J.  B.,  on  Pacific  coast, 
276,  288 

Moore,  Risdon,  opposes  Fremont,  315; 

at  Fremont  court-martial,  376 
Mormon  Battalion  arrives  in  California, 
353,  354 

Mormons,  western  migration  of,  157, 
325 

Morton,  Dr.  W.  J.,  Fremont’s  physician, 
696 
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Mountain  Department,  Fremont  com¬ 
mander  of,  635 

Mulligan,  J.  A.,  defeat  at  Lexington, 
593-597 

Napoleon  III,  Fremonts  see,  456-459 
Nash,  Simeon,  defends  Fremont,  625 
Native  American  Party,  Fremont’s  views 
of,  476;  role  in  1856,  511-515 
Neal,  Samuel,  warns  Fremont,  272,  on 
Mexican  schemes,  290,  295 
New  Helvetia,  Sutter’s  ranch,  183 
Nez  Perce  Indians,  Fremont  meets,  160 
Nicolay  and  Hay,  criticize  Fremont, 
534,  535;  on  Fremont’s  proclamation, 
567 

Nicollet,  J.  N.,  early  career,  29-31; 
employed  by  government,  31,  32; 
expedition  of,  43,  44;  in  Washington, 
45-48;  and  Benton,  53;  letter  to  Fre¬ 
mont,  61-63;  health  fails,  70;  scientific 
services,  85;  illness,  90,  91;  Fremont 
succeeds,  94;  and  first  expedition  of 
Fremont,  89-94;  death,  220,  221 
Norfolk,  Fremont’s  parents  at,  4-8 

Ogden  River,  Fremont  renames,  243 
Opdyke,  George,  and  Mariposa  losses, 
668-672 

Oregon,  Benton’s  attitude  upon,  51,  52; 
early  settlement  of,  81;  Whitman 
reaches,  82;  Congress  and  Oregon 
question,  85-87;  settlement  to  1845, 
88,  89;  emigration  to,  136;  Benton 
and  Linn  upon,  136-138;  emigration, 
147,  152-154;  Dunn’s  book  on,  225; 
Fremont  advertises  its  resources,  227- 
229;  treaty  partitioning,  325 
Oregon  Trail,  opened,  78;  travel  along, 
81,  82, 153, 154;  its  precise  line,  87,  88; 
Fremont  describes,  126-132;  Sutter 
follows,  182;  descriptions  of,  225,  225; 
emigration  along  in  1846,  325 
Owens,  Richard,  with  third  expedition, 
239,  240;  finds  Walker,  261 ;  Fremont’s 
“secretary  of  state,”  352;  at  Fremont 
court-martial,  375 
Owens  Lake,  named,  247 
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Pablo,  Fremont  saves,  200  ff.,  220 
Pacific  Railroad,  surveys  for,  461,  462 
Paducah,  Grant  seizes,  591,  593 
Palmer,  Cook  &  Co.,  Fremont  borrows 
from,  447,  472;  and  Fremont’s  nomi¬ 
nation,  478;  injure  his  candidacy,  502, 
503 

Panama,  Jessie  first  crosses,  422-424; 
Fremont’s  return  by,  455;  Jessie’s 
third  crossing,  455 

Paradis  et  Cie.,  bankers  for  Fremont, 
680-684 

Paris,  Fremonts  live  in,  456-460 
Parowan,  Fremont  reaches,  470,  471 
Pathfinder,  inaccuracy  of  term,  703 
Pemmican,  manufacture  of,  41,  42 
Pennsylvania,  r61e  in  campaign  of  1856, 
511-514 

Phelps,  W.  D.,  describes  Fremont,  311- 
313 

Phillips,  Wendell,  supports  Fremont, 
652 

Pico,  Don  Andreas,  surrenders  to  Fre¬ 
mont,  336,  337 

Pico,  Don  Jesus,  Fremont  pardons,  333; 

on  ride  with  Fremont,  360 
Pico,  Don  Pio,  in  campaign  of  1856,  503; 

as  governor  of  California,  260  ff. 
Pierrepont,  Judge,  and  Opdyke-Weed 
case,  668-672 

Pike,  J.  S.,  and  Republican  politics, 
484,  485 

Pike,  Zebulon  M.,  explorations  of,  77, 
78,  79 

Pillow,  G.  J.,  Confederate  leader,  541- 
543,  561 

Pine  Nuts  Mountains,  Fremont  in,  169 
Pit  River,  Fremont  visits,  270 
Platte  River,  Fremont  descends,  114- 
118;  reports  upon,  135 
Pocaho,  purchase  of,  676;  life  at,  677- 
679;  loss  of,  679 

Poinsett,  Joel  R.,  character,  19,  20;  a 
patron  of  Fremont,  21,  22,  28-30,  343; 
and  his  Washington  home,  48 
Polk,  J.  K.,  election  of,  224;  Fremont 
meets,  229,  230;  expansionist  plans, 
231,  232;  negotiations  with  Mexico, 
234,  252,  253;  determined  to  secure 


California,  280,  281 ;  and  Jessie,  367  ff . ; 
and  Benton,  368  ff. ;  and  the  Fremont 
court-martial,  375  ff.;  decision  in 
court-martial,  382-384 
Polk,  Leonidas,  as  Confederate  general, 
540-542,  561 

Pomeroy,  S.  C.,  supports  Chase,  648 
Pope,  John  W.,  and  Pacific  railway,  461; 
Fremont  sends  to  northern  Missouri, 
550;  fails  to  relieve  Lexington,  596; 
criticizes  Fremont,  601,  602;  Blair 
upon,  607;  insubordination,  608,  611; 
commands  Army  of  Virginia,  643 
Port  Republic,  battle  of,  637 
Portsmouth  (sloop)  in  San  Francisco  bay, 
276,  288,  316 

Potts,  Rev.  Mr.,  as  relative  of  Jessie’s, 
212-219 

Prairie  du  Chien,  Fremont  visits,  43 
Preetorius,  Emil,  defends  Fremont,  598; 

supports  him  in  1864,  658 
Prentiss,  B.  M.,  commander  at  Cairo, 
541,  542;  Fremont  reinforces,  543,  544 
Prescott,  Arizona,  Fremont  lives  in,  690 
Preston  family,  Jessie’s  relationship  with, 
65,  475,  476 

Preston,  William,  and  Fremont’s  candi¬ 
dacy,  475,  476 

Preuss,  Charles,  as  Fremont’s  topog¬ 
rapher,  100;  and  first  expedition, 
115,  124;  assists  with  maps,  126, 
127;  and  second  expedition,  138,  151, 
160;  remains  at  home,  239;  Jessie 
mentions,  340;  with  fourth  expedition, 
399;  death,  463 

Price,  Sterling,  as  Confederate  leader, 
537-539,  549;  defeats  Mulligan,  593- 
597;  retreats,  601;  Fremont’s  cam¬ 
paign  against,  605-618 
Princeton,  explosion  on,  216 
Probst,  Henri,  Fremont’s  French  agent, 
680-682 

Proue,  Raphael,  with  fourth  expedition, 
395;  death  of,  409,  705 
Provot,  Etienne,  with  Nicollet,  36;  as 
explorer,  79,  155 

Pryor,  Major  John,  and  Fremont’s 
mother,  1-7 
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Pryor,  Mrs.  John,  her  marriage,  2; 

union  with  Fremon(t),  3-8 
Pueblo,  Fremont  at,  397 
Pyramid  Lake,  Fremont  names,  167 

Rainier,  Mt.,  Fremont  describes,  228 
Red  River,  Fremont  on,  410 
Reid,  Whitelaw,  attacks  Lincoln,  651 
Renville,  Joseph,  career  of,  34,  35;  and 
Nicollet,  42 

Republican  Party,  founding  of,  478;  and 
Fremont,  479,  480;  pre-convention 
manoeuvres,  482-484;  Philadelphia 
Convention,  484-488;  campaign  of 
1856,  489-514;  increased  strength, 
515-517;  difficulties  in  1864,  655-660; 
Baltimore  Convention,  660-662 
Rhodes,  J.  F.,  on  Fremont,  626,  637 
Richmond  and  Fremont’s  parents,  1-6 
Rio  Buenaventura,  supposed  existence, 
76,  77;  Fremont  searches  for,  162,  168 
Rio  Grande,  Fremont  on,  397,  401,  404- 
408 

Rio  Virgen,  Fremont  follows,  205-207, 
211 

Roberton,  Dr.  John,  teaches  Fremont, 

11,  12 

Robidoux  Pass,  Fremont  crosses,  401 
Robinson,  “Governor”  Charles,  Fre¬ 
mont’s  letter  to,  480 
Royal  Geographical  Society  honors  Fre¬ 
mont,  392,  702,  704 

Royce,  Josiah,  critic  of  Fremont,  251; 
controversy  with  Bancroft,  278;  on 
Californians,  292,  293;  on  Bear  Flag 
leaders,  305,  306;  analysis  of  Fre¬ 
mont’s  acts,  317-320;  on  Castro,  319; 
on  British  peril,  320;  controversy  with 
Fremont,  695;  on  Fremont’s  person¬ 
ality,  699,  700,  707,  708 

Sacramento,  site  of,  180 
Sacramento  Valley,  Carson  describes, 
171;  Fremont  reaches,  178-180 
San  Diego,  Fremont  reaches,  327; 
Kearny  at,  335 

San  Francisco,  Fremont  visits,  256,  257 ; 
fighting  near,  290,  291;  Jessie  reaches, 
426;  life  in  gold  rush,  426-429;  Fre¬ 


mont’s  home  at,  433-436;  fires  in, 
450-455;  Fremont  reaches  in  1854, 
471;  Fremont’s  second  home  at,  528- 
530 

Sangre  de  Cristo  Range,  Fremont 
crosses,  400,  401 

San  Jose,  Fremont’s  third  expedition  at, 
261 

San  Juan  Range,  Fremont  tries  to  cross, 
401 

Santa  Barbara,  California  Battalion  at, 
333,  334 

Santa  Clara  River,  Fremont  follows,  210 
Santa  Fe,  Fremont  outfits  at,  417 
Santa  Fe  Trail,  marked,  78,  81;  Fremont 
follows,  147 

Sargent,  T.  D.,  and  Mariposa,  446 
Saunders,  Jacob,  buys  freedom,  435,  436 
Scherb,  E.  V.,  writes  poem  on  Fremont, 
498 

Schofield,  John  M.,  on  Wilson’s  Creek, 
547,  548;  on  red  tape,  559,  500;  on 
Blair’s  distrust  of  Fremont,  580,  581 
Schoolcraft,  H.  R.,  explorations  of,  83, 
84 

Schurz,  Carl,  campaigns  for  Fremont, 
496,  498;  visits  Fremont,  636;  report 
on,  638-640 

Scott,  Winfield,  orders  Fremont’s  re¬ 
lease,  355;  Mexican  victories,  372  ff. ; 
and  Fremont  in  1861,  535,  545;  Fre¬ 
mont  reports  to,  690,  691 
Semple,  Dr.  Robert,  California  leader, 
305,  306,  307,  437 

Sevier  Lake  and  River,  Fremont  reaches, 
211 

Seward,  W.  H.,  and  slavery  struggle, 
473;  and  Republican  nomination,  480; 
withdrawn,  481,  486;  dislike  of  Mont¬ 
gomery  Blair,  649,  650 
Shenandoah  Valley,  campaign  in,  636- 
639 

Sherman,  Isaac,  as  campaign  manager, 
485,  508 

Sherman,  John,  as  Fremont’s  neighbor, 
676,  678 

Sherman,  W.  T.,  on  Fremont-Kearny 
quarrel,  352;  visits  Fremont,  363,  364; 
and  Jessie,  430 


Shubrick,  Commodore,  supports  Kearny, 
S53,  354 

Shunar,  Carson’s  duel  with,  104 
Sibley,  George  C.,  marks  Santa  Fe 
Trail,  78,  399 

Sibley,  H.  H.,  Fremont  meets,  32-34 
Sierras,  Fremont’s  crossing,  168-178; 
explores  eastern  edge,  199;  second  pas¬ 
sage  of,  246-248 

Sigel,  Franz,  supports  Fremont,  494; 
defeat  at  Carthage,  539;  fights  at  Wil¬ 
son’s  Creek,  548, 549;  as  division  com¬ 
mander,  601 

Silent,  Judge  Charles,  as  Fremont’s 
partner,  691 

Sinclair,  California  ranchman,  188,  194, 
196 

Sioux,  Fremont’s  contacts  with,  33-36; 
40-42 

Slidell,  Senator  John,  threatens  dis¬ 
union,  505,  506 

Sloat,  Commodore,  Bancroft’s  orders  to, 
275,  276;  vacillation  of,  316-318;  re¬ 
tires,  324,  326 

Smith,  Gerrit,  nominated  by  Abolition¬ 
ists,  507 

Smith,  Jedediah,  explorations  of,  78,  79; 
uses  cannon,  140 

Smith,  Justin  H.,  on  Indian  danger  in 
California,  319;  on  English  designs, 
320;  on  Fremont-Keamy  quarrel,  346 
Snake  River,  Fremont  follows,  159 
Sonoma,  capture  of,  303,  304 
South  Pass,  traversed  in  1824,  78; 

Stuart  in,  79  n.;  and  Fremont,  89  ff. 
Southern  Literary  Messenger  praises 
Fremont,  391 

Southern  Pacific,  Fremont’s  interest  in, 
673  ff. 

Spanish  Trail,  Fremont  follows,  198-204 
Springfield,  Mo.,  Sigel  at,  539;  Lyon  at, 
540-548;  Confederates  occupy,  549; 
recaptured,  610 

Stanton,  E.  M.,  relations  with  the  Blairs, 
666 

St.  Charles,  Mo.,  Sutter’s  farm  at,  182 
Stearns,  Abel  J.,  as  California  trader, 
259,  359 


Stevens,  Thaddeus,  in  Republican  con¬ 
vention,  486,  487;  supports  Fremont, 
625;  prefers  Butler  to  Lincoln,  653 

Stevenson,  J.  D.,  reaches  California,  353 

St.  Louis,  growth  of,  215,  216;  Fremont 
outfits  in,  238-240;  welcomes  him 
back,  365,  366;  interest  in  fourth  ex¬ 
pedition,  390;  in  Civil  War,  532-618; 
W.  T.  Eliot  upon,  619-622 

Stockton,  Commodore,  on  Pacific  coast, 
276;  in  naval  command,  326;  joined 
by  Fremont,  328;  eager  to  invade 
Mexico,  329;  operations  against  Los 
Angeles,  331-336;  and  Couenga,  337; 
quarrel  with  Kearny,  346-348;  sup¬ 
planted  by  Shubrick,  353;  makes  Fre¬ 
mont  governor,  346,  352 

Sturgis,  General,  fails  to  relieve  Lexing¬ 
ton,  596 

St.  Vrain,  Ceran,  assists  Fremont,  111, 
149,  150 

Sumner,  Charles,  and  Fremont’s  procla¬ 
mation,  569;  praises  Fremont,  625;  at 
White  House  reception,  633;  favors 
emancipation,  648 

Sutter,  Johan  August,  his  ranch,  179, 
180;  career,  181-187;  aids  Fremont, 
187-189;  relations  with  Mexicans, 
194,  195;  bids  farewell  to  Fremont, 
197;  Fremont  meets  in  1846,  255;  aids 
Fremont,  357;  fear  of  Castro,  295;  op¬ 
poses  Bear  Flag  War,  303;  quarrel 
with  Fremont,  304,  305;  prisoner  at 
fort,  332;  in  California  Constitutional 
Convention,  437 

Sutter’s  Fort,  described,  179,  180;  Fre¬ 
mont  reaches,  254;  takes  possession 
of,  331,  332 

Swasey,  W.  F.,  his  narrative,  298-300 

Tabeau,  Baptiste,  murder  of,  208,  209 

Talbot,  Theodore,  with  second  expedi¬ 
tion,  141-149,  343 

Taos,  Kit  Carson’s  home  at,  102,  103, 
107;  fourth  expedition  relieved  at, 
411-414;  Fremont  at  Carson’s  house, 
415,  416 

Taplin,  Charles,  and  fourth  expedition, 
408 
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Taylor,  Bayard,  on  the  gold  rush,  427- 
430;  meets  Fremont,  434;  and  Cali¬ 
fornia  convention,  438 
Taylor,  Zachary,  on  Rio  Grande,  253; 
campaigns  of,  326,  326;  appoints  Fre¬ 
mont,  442 

Texas,  insurrection  in,  81;  annexation 
of,  233;  Mexico  threatens,  234 
Texas  &  Pacific  Railroad,  Fremont’s 
operations  with,  673  ff.;  takes  over 
Memphis  &  El  Paso,  687 
Texas  Pacific,  Fremont  helps  incorpo¬ 
rate,  689 

Thomas,  Lorenzo,  and  charge  against 
Fremont,  603;  investigation  and  re¬ 
port,  610,  611 

Thompson,  Senator  John  R.,  attacks 
Fremont,  502 

Tilden,  Samuel  J.,  and  Fremont  in  1856, 
479 

Tipton,  Fremont’s  army  at,  602,  605, 607 
Todd,  W.  L.,  and  the  Bear  Flag,  306, 307 
Torrey,  John  L.,  as  botanist,  127,  393 
Townsend,  J.  K.,  describes  Oregon 
Trail.  225.  226 

Truckee  River,  Fremont  on,  167,  168 
Trumbull,  Lyman,  defends  Fremont, 
684 

Tucson,  Fremont  reaches,  418 
Turner,  Capt.  H.  S.,  aids  Kearny,  374, 
375 

Tyler,  John,  and  Fremont’s  first  expedi¬ 
tion,  92,  93 

Upham,  Charles  W.,  writes  life  of  Fre¬ 
mont,  498 

Utah,  explorations  of,  465,  470,  471 
Utah  Lake,  Fremont  examines,  212 

Vallejo,  General,  character,  195;  cap¬ 
ture  of,  303,  304;  in  California  con¬ 
vention,  437 

Van  Buren,  Martin,  Fremont  visits,  45 
Vancouver,  Fort  Fremont  at,  163 
Victoria,  Queen,  Jessie  presented  to,  456 

Wade,  Ben,  defends  Fremont,  623,  636; 
snubs  Lincoln,  632;  opposes  adminis¬ 
tration,  646 


Walker  (Ute  chief),  Fremont  meets,  211 
Walker,  Joseph,  as  explorer,  161,  198; 
Fremont  meets,  211;  quoted,  227,  228; 
and  third  expedition,  239,  243,  247; 
temporarily  lost,  255,  260,  261 
Walker  Lake,  Fremont  reaches,  243- 
246;  Fremont  names,  247 
Warner  Lake,  Fremont  reaches,  166 
Wasatch  Range,  Fremont  reaches,  211, 
212 

Washburne,  Elihu  B.,  attacks  Fremont’s 
extravagance,  612, 613;  and  Fremont’s 
railway  affairs,  685 

Washington,  as  Fremont  saw  it,  29;  Fre¬ 
mont  and  Nicollet  live  in,  45-48 
Washoe  Indians,  guide  Fremont,  170-173 
Webster,  Daniel,  Fr6mont  meets,  229; 
death  of,  473 

Webster,  Fletcher,  opposes  Fremont,  506 
Weed,  Thurlow,  in  campaign  of  1856, 
508;  predicts  Lincoln’s  defeat,  663;  as 
Fremont’s  companion,  678 
Weller,  J.  B.,  elected  to  Senate,  448 
Welles,  Gideon,  on  Fremont  in  1856,  492; 
on  Frank  Blair,  578 

Wellesley,  Marchioness  of,  entertains 
Fremonts,  455 

Wellington,  Duke  of,  Fremonts  meet,  455 
White,  Elijah,  as  Indian  agent,  87 
Whiting,  Ann  Beverley  (Mrs.  Pryor), 
marriage  of,  2 

Whitman,  Marcus,  in  Oregon,  82;  camps 
with  Fremont,  147;  his  mission,  159, 
160 

Whittier,  J.  G.,  supports  Fremont,  499; 

poem  praising  Fremont,  624 
Wilkes,  Charles,  Pacific  explorations  of, 
138;  Fremont’s  controversy  with,  394 
Williams,  Old  Bill,  with  fourth  expedi¬ 
tion,  397;  described,  398,  399;  re¬ 
sponsibility  for  disaster,  401-404;  goes 
for  aid,  408;  fails,  409;  adventures  of, 
410;  errors  of,  413,  414;  death,  416 
Williams,  Captain  W.  S.,  Fremont 
serves  under,  23-28 

Wilmot,  David,  and  Republican  Con¬ 
vention,  484,  485;  campaigns  for  Fre¬ 
mont,  512 
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Wilson,  Henry,  supports  Fremont,  478, 
479 

Wilson’s  Creek,  battle  of,  547,  550 

Winchester,  battle  of,  637 

Wind  River  Mountains,  Fremont  ex¬ 
plores,  112-114,  119;  beauty  of,  131, 
132 

Winthrop,  Robert  C.,  opposes  Fremont, 
507 

Wise,  Henry  A.,  attacks  Fremont,  508, 
509 

Wood,  John,  his  Richmond  school,  4,  5 


Wyeth,  Nathaniel  J.,  his  western  expe¬ 
dition,  81,  225 

Yates,  Richard,  on  defenceless  West,  535 
Young,  Brigham,  and  Fremont’s  report, 
157 

Zagonyi,  Charles,  and  his  battalion,  556; 

charge  at  Springfield,  610 
Zindel,  Louis,  and  the  Nicollet  expedi¬ 
tion,  36;  and  Fremont’s  second  expe¬ 
dition,  139,  151 
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